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I to supply l!ie American reader with an edition of (he plays which have 
I Shakspeaie, but which are not usually included among his wiiiings, the 
by any means, propose to decide upon their authenlicity. They prefer to 
n, as they find it, to future criticism and the sagacity of the reader. It is 
m that the question of authorship is slill under discussion, and may long re- 
me of the best critics of the age that is passing incline to the belief that 
11, of these imputed productions, however inferior to the generally-received 
p f man f Shaispeare, are nevertheless from his pen — and, that the weight of ester- 
1 m ny 1 aily corresponds with this opinion. For this matter, the reader will see 
h p p feces to the several plays, as they occur in this edition, where an endeavor 

h be m d bring together, for the purpose of facilitating the popular judgment, all 
h t w f in the history of their production and publication in past periods. The 
object of the present publishers is to afford to the general reader an opportunity, if not of 
deciding for himself upon the genuineness of these plays, at least of becoming familiar with 
their merits. Such a purpose, mdeed, appears to belong particularly to the duties of a pub- 
lisher, who, though his aim be gain, is yet required to regulate his selfish desires by a due 
and eqnal regard to the claims of the public, and the writer whose works he brings before 
them. He stands in a relation of doable responsibility ; and it seems scarcely proper that 
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4 GENERAL INTRODUCTION. 

the pubhaher of Shakspeare's writings, or of any writings, stould presume to settle a diffi- 
culty 60 important to his atitlior, by excluding, on the merest conjectures of criticiBm, a 
large body of literatwe wJiich has been confidently ascrihed lo Ms pea, either fay his con- 
tempoianes or by those nearest to him ia point of time ; — and this, simply because of their 
inferionty, whether obyious or only supposed, to the average merits of his received perform- 
ances. They do not see that they enjoy the right, in the case of any author, of rejecting tes- 
timony, however inadequate as proof, at the simple instance of shrewd but conjectural criti- 
cism ; and are persuaded, in the case of so great a master, that, while the incorporation, with 
his recognised productions, of the plays which are doubtful, can by no means disparage or 
impair his acknowiedged excellences, .their exclusion, while any doubt exists, is an abso- 
lute wrong and injustice to the reader, who should at least be permitted to enter into a sim- 
ilar inquiry with his critic, aad to decide for himself upon what is intrinsic in the discussion. 
At all events, he should be permitted to believe that he possesses all of the writings of his 
favorile, though this conviction be coupled with the misgiving that he possesses something 
more. That he should arrive at the ordinary opinion — the justice of which the present 
publishers do not propose to gainsay — that these doubtful plays are, iu point of merit, far 
below those which usually complete the body of Shaltspeare's writings, will uot, in any 
respect, lessen the propriety — assuming it as possible that the former are really his — of 
bringing the two classes together. They may, or may not, form a part of the same great 
family — changelings, perhaps — sons of premature birth — of inferior stature and propor- 
tion — " scarce half made up," " and sent into the world before their time ;" but this infe- 
riority, or even deformity, should constitute no sufficient objection to the scheme of uniting 
them in the same household. There shall be a decrepit, a mule, or an idiot, in a noble 
family, while the true heir shall be of erect and symmetrical figure, with all attributes per- 
fect and superior ; but the practice would be pronounced Scythian and barbarous, which 
should destroy summarily, or banish to a desert eave to perish, the imperfect or inferior 
progeny, because of its unhappy disparity with him upon whom ilie hopes of the family are 
placed. The case finds its exact parallel in these instances of premature birth and imperfect 
organization in the literary world ; and there is an equal cruelty and impolicy in our consign- 
ing to oblivion the more homely or feeble production, because it so strikingly contrasts 
with that which we have learned to study and to love. This very contrast has its uses, 
since the defects of the one more strikingly impress us with the beauties of the other ; and 
we frame our own standards of excellence quite as frequentiy from the contemplation of the 
humble and the faulty, as of the perfect and the high. 

In the recognition of this opinion, the literary student has a leading interest, since he is 
naturally curious to see in what manner his predecessor has worked — from what small be- 
ginnings, against what obstructions, and with what inferior tools. It is important, indeed, 
that he should see where, and how frequently, (he great master has faltered, or has feUen, 
in his experiments. The very inequalities of the exemplar commend him somewhat more 
to our sympathies, as they tend to bricg him within the laws of a humanity which is notfr 
riously imperfect. We are pleased to see how much was toil and trouble — how much was 
care and anxiety — -how much was industry and perseverance — how much was in mortal 
powers, in the secret of his successes; — to discover that it was not all Genius — all inspira- 
tion^ all the fruit of a special gift of Heaven, to a chosen individual, which no follower 
may hope to share. We are pleased to, see how, feebly, step by step, he has continued to 
struggle, onward and upward, until, from awkwardness, he arrives at grace ; from weak- 
ness, he has grown to strength ; from a crude infancy, he has risen into absolute majesty 
and manhood. Those inequalities which declare the transition periods in the progress of 
the mind, and show the natural but laborious advance of the thinking faculties, from senti- 
ment to idea, and from idea to design and structure, are particularly grateful to the student, 
who, delighting in the excellences of a favorite author, acquires a personal and familiar in- 
terest in him, when thus permitted to follow him into his workshop — to trace his gradual 
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progresses — the slow marches of las intellect through its several stages of acq^uisition and 
utterance, infancy preparing ihe way for cliildhood, cliildhood for youth, and youth fur man- 
hood, as naturally as in the physical world ; and the curiosity which requires to behold the 
singular processes of each individual self-training, the results of which have been eminence 
and fame, is the fruit of a just amhition, enlivened by instincts, which make it equally profit- 
able and pleasant to survey the modus operandi of the great genius, not yet fairly conceiving 
tlie peculiar mission which follows from his endowment, yet preparing, step by step, for 
the consummation of its objects. It is, indeed, by the faults and errors, rather than by ihe 
more symmetrical achievements of the masters, that we improve. The perfect models, 
seen by themselves, and totally uncoupled with those qualifying exuherances and failings, 
which are the necessary shadows to their successes, are rather more likely to discourage 
us by their manifest superiority, than invite by their examples. The difficulty of ihe model 
might impair our hope to excel or equal it, were we not permitted to know how frequently 
its author has failed, and how many abortive efforts have fallen from his hands, before he 
attained the degree of success in which he fell that his art could go no farther. We are 
encouraged when the laborious artist tates us into his studio, and reveals to us the painful 
difficulties which he has been compelled to overcome — the rudeness of his own first con- 
ceptions and designs — the feeble prurience of his childish fancies — the wisymmeirical 
crudenesses of his thought, and the huge, nmgainly fragments that lie about his workshop, 
which prove the pains, the labors, and frequent miscarriages, which preceded the perfect 
birth. This study of the artist in his cell, or of the author in his garret — the femiliaiity 
thus acquired with his tools, and a proper idea of the toils, the obstacles, and the trials, 
which his patience, courage, study, and genius, have finally overcome, is, indeed, the true 
field of research for all those who would follow in his footsteps; — discomaging the vain 
and feeble, humblii^ the presumptuous, and fully unfolding, to the resolute and endowed 
worker, the true nature of that destiny for which he was chosen. It is mere dilettemtism 
alone, which shrinks from such a development —-preferring only the knowledge of the per- 
fect results of labor, without being troubled with its processes. The mind of the true 
worker is best seen in these very processes. The genuine student — and to such alone is it 
permitted lo behold and to appreciate tlie highest objects and excellences of art — prefers 
this survey, in connexion with the final results attained, simply as it unveils the peculiar 
processes of an individual mind : giving birth to an original tliougbt, a new truth, shaped 
by imagination into a form which the world finally receives as a model. and a law. 

It was the misfortune of Shakspeare, perhaps, that his early critics and commentators — 
lo say nothing of their more modem and recent successors — have not been willing to ac- 
knowledge these considerations. Regarding their idol, most properly, as, perhaps, ihe most 
various wonder that mortal genius ever displayed, they were not willing that he should be 
found mortal in any respect. They entertained the vulgar notion that, in order to enhapce 
his merits, they were to depreciate his advantages — overlooking the notorious truth, that 
all successfiil art, no mailer what has been its social festerings or privileges, must still de- 
pend upon self-education — a training of the iimer nature, adapted particularly to the indi- 
vidual characteristics of the man, and to be conceived and carried on wholly by one's self. 
The achievements of Shaispeare, according to these philosophers, were to derive their value 
from the fact that his genius was totally unassisted by the usual school acquisitions, and his 
successes were to flow to him in spite of a condition of social life more than commonly un-_ 
friendly and adverse. He was to be wretchedly poor and destitute of training, and it was 
for accident alone, or a call of Providence rather, to prompt his mind to that direction, by 
which it was to effect its wondrous performances. Banished from his native haralet, as a 
profligate and deer-stealer, he was to wander off to London as a link-boy, and the merest 
appanage of a theatre ; and, aU of a sudden, he was to confound the world with the wonders 
of a genius to which his domestic fortunes had shown themselves hostile to the last. Most 
of this history is untrue, and much of it is absurd. The life of Shakspeare is gradually to 
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lie earnest activity of such workers as Dyce, Collier, Knight, and the gen- 
tlemen coanected with, tiie Shakspeare Societj', in England, will continue to make discoT- 
eries, Eucii as ihey have already made, which will most probably lead us to such an approxi- 
matiua of the true, in Shakspeare's career, as, at least, to relieve his biography of the gross 
exaggerations and errors which have disfigured it. We shall probably learn, as in part we do 
already, that his family was one of good repute and condition, though somewhat reduced in 
fortune, and not so much stinted but that his education was quite as good as could be afforded 
in that part of England during his boyhood — that he was not only somewhat informed in 
Greek and Latin, as Jonson, indeed, tells us, — ■ though the wilful biographers of Shakspeare 
have perversely construed his line — 

" And thougli llioii hndst small LaBn und leas Greek,"— 

into the possession of neither — but that he was probably, in some degree also, acquainted 
with the French and Italian, and visited the continent, at some early period of his life — 
making a personal acquaintance at Venice with the Eialto, aqd receiving his prompting foi 
lliat most perfect of all love stories, Romeo and Juliet, at the very tomb of the Capulets in 
Verona. It is also highly probable that, on leaving the grammar-school of Stratford, he 
passed into the office of an attorney, and picked up that familiarity with legal phrases, which 
his writings betray to a greater extent than those of all his contemporary dramatists to- 
gether. Here, it is probable — we will suppose at fifteen or sisteen — that his mind re- 
ceived its first dramatic direction. Several of his townsmen seem to have been players- 
several of those who afterward appeared in his pieces — the famous Burhage among tliem ; 
and Stratford had its theatre when John Shakspeare, the father of William, was bailiff of 
the town. It might be that the office of the fether procured for the son some peculiar the- 
atrical privileges. Here, then, at this period, relieving the daily Coils of an attorney's office 
by an occasional nocturnal frolic with the players, at the expense of Sir Thomas Lucy's 
park al Charlecote, he most probably commenced his first feeble career as a dramatic author. 
To suppose that he wrote any of the plays usually ascribed to him, at this early period, or, 
indeed, at any period of his life before his twenty-fifth year, unless Titus Andronicus and 
Pericles,* is almost an absurdity. These all betray, in addition to the manifest possessiou 
of the highest genius, the equal matmity of experience and reflection, — the fruits of con- 
templation — a knowledge only derivable from long and active association among men — an 
art made confident by frequent successes — a taste polished and refined by repeated and long 
exercise— an imagination invigorated by habitual training — a fancy curbed in its excesses 
hy attrition with rival wits, and a constant familiarity with books from the best hands, not 
to dwell upon the singular knowledge of dramatic situation and stage effect, which his more 
mature pieces exhibit — a knowledge which conld only arise, as in the case of Sheridan 
Knowles, from a long practice in theatricals. These possessions are not gills, but acquisi- 
tions. They are the work of time and practice. They are not to he found in youth, even in 
the case of the highest genius, since they contemplate human standards which fluctuate — 
arts which depend upon a social condition, and a knowledge which is not derived from the 
natural or external world, but the capricious world of man, and the appreciation of his finite 
characteristics and conditions. 

If, then, the great masterpieces of Shakspeare, such as his Othello, Macbeth, and Hamlet, 
were not likely to have been the work of his boyhood — not likely to have been produced 
before his twenty-fifth year at least — in what manner did he employ his genius during the 
ten years which preceded this period 1 To suppose that he remained idle, pursuing a mere 

■ Shakspeare went to London In Ms twenty-third year, and Titus Andronicus appeared soon after, and 
became instantly popular. Indeed, it was one of the best pieces that had yet appeared on the English 
stage, however much we may despise il now ; and Ihe very horrors and slatelinesa for which we condemn 
il, were the peculiar and dislinguiBhing features of the English drama at that period, and commcniled it 
more especially to the taste of its unlettered audience. In Shakspeare's subsequent improvement, it is his 
merit, as It was that of Chaucer, to have lifted hjs people with Mm. 
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vegetable Life in Stratlbtd, from his fifteenth to his twtaity-third year, when he went to Lon- 
don, would be a strangelj' unreasonable supposition. It is, ordinarily, about the lifteenth 
year that the poetic germ, in persons thus endowed, usually begins to exhibit itself with 
zeal and activiiy. To suppose that lie did nothing until his twent j -fourth year, when Titus 
AndronicKS first appeared, and (hat his first attempt should place him aboTe all his prede- 
cessors, from whom he must have learned the very first rudiments of his art, is quite im- 
probable. Rejecting Titus Andronicus wholly, is it not equally unreasonable to imagine that 
he leaped to perfection at a single bound, armed in all the panoply, not merely of genius, 
but of thought, study, and experience, like Minerva, full clad and grown, from the thigh of 
Jupiter? How much more reasonable to assume that his j outh was employed in those 
crude performances which have been ascribed to him by his contemporaries and their imme- 
diate successors ;— that it was with bis Locrines and Titus Andronicuses that he first began 
his career in tragedy, and that some of the feeble comedies in this collection were the first 
fruits of his boyish embraces with the comic muse. There is nothing improbable or unrea- 
sonable in the conjecture, even if you show, not only that these crude productions are im- 
measurably inferior to his great works, but that they are totally unlike them in all the pecu- 
liar characteristics hy which the master maies himself known. In these, a mere beginner, 
for the first time practising in an unfamiliar art, he naturally wrote in the fashion of the 
limes. The horrors of Locrine and Titus Andronicus — the unbroken stateliness of the 
lines, the swelling pomp of the diction, the free use of the heathen mythology, and the ex- 
travagant rant of all the characters — were the common characteristics of all dramatic wri- 
ting at this period ; but it is no less remarkable than true, that, though in these respects 
partaking of all the vices common to the dramatic authors of the time, the author of Titos 
Andronicus was still their superior : and this very production was as far superior, in its real 
merits and proofs of genius, to most of its contemporaries, as Shakspcare's better dramas 
are superior to it. 

We have said that the deficiency of these works, in the usual characteristics of Shafc- 
speaie — though we aie far from admitting this deficiency in all respects — is by no means 
to be regarded as an argument against their legitimacy. The opinion is not entertained 
without serious deliberation. The truth is, that a young author seldom writes from himself 
at first. He is more apt to write like anybody but himself. He subdues and suppresses 
himself. He does not feel himself. He is compelled to look out of himself for models and 
authorities, before he can properly unfold himself, and he naturally turns his regards upon 
the writers who are most popular — whose books are most cried up by his neighbors, and 
whose stature most imposingly rises upon bis young and timid imagination. Tliis very un- 
folding of self is the great business of life— never wholly effected, even with the utmost dili- 
gence, tmtil the author has reached the mellow period of middle life, and seldom entirely then. 
We have numerous illustrative examples of this history in modem times, with which the reader 
is familiar. Who, for example, ever looked to the feeble ballads of Walter Scott, poor imita- 
tions of Monk Lewis, for the splendid creations of Marmion and Ivanhoe ? Who, in the boy- 
ish ditties and college exercises of Lord Byron, so cruelly but justly cut up by Brougham, in 
the Edinbui^h Review, would have looked for signs of that genius which afterward brought 
forth Manfred, Childe Harold, and Cain? Or who, in Cloudesley, the work of Godwin's 
senility, would recognise the daring and vigorous writer of Caleb Williams and St. Leon? 
The inequalities between the imputed and the acknowledged writings of Shaispeare are 
hardly greater than these contrasted performances of writers in our own period, and the 
dawnings are equally unlike the characteristics of the day which followed. The beginnings 
of a young writer are necessarily feeble, and, mostly, grossly imitative. His first aim is not 
idea or structure. It is the power of voice only — such as his peculiar art requires — the 
command of language in omtorical array. This very necessity maJtes him imitative of va- 
rious authors ; — and he never becomes in any degree original, until he has acquired such a 
flexibility of speech as to enable him to clothe his thoughts, as they arise, with u 
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Gradually, his original Tein unfolds itself. You have, amid masses of common-place, an 
occasibnal germ which belrays freshness. You see a certain peculiarity of thought and 
manner, and possibly glimpses of design and conception, which are only huried where they 
occur, but which the author will he apt, finally, to extricate from the places where they 
were first planted, as ia a nursery, and set out elsewhere in a coniiexion which shall enable 
them to flourish appropriately, and to their most legitimate eflect, 

In these plays, whether by Shakspeare or not, will be found several instances of the germ, 
which has afterward been developed nobly in his subsequent performances. Here and there 
a line or thought, and here the glimpses of a scene or scheme, which the timid and unprac- 
tised hand of the hoy-beginner had not courage or patience to pursue to its complete suc- 
cesses in the first premature endeavors of his muse. Let us pursue this point a little farther, . 
by a reference to the supposed order in which his plays are thought to have been produced. 
This conjectural arrangement, by the way, is exceedingly illusory. It resolves itself, apart 
from the evidence of the author himself, into mere guesswork, since, even the first publish- 
ing of a piece afl'ords us no certain assurance that there are not others in his possession that 
do not precede it in point of time. Nor are the intrinsic qualities of the piece any better 
guides, since the experience of all literature shows the frequent fact of the failure following 
the successful effort, quite as commonly as it precedes It. But, taking these estimates for what 
they are worth, let us see how the case appears. We have before us the several conjec- 
tures of Chalmers, Malone, and Drake. Titua Andronicus was produced upon the stage 
when Shakspeare was twenty-three years of age. The Comedy of Errors, according to 
Chalmers and Drake, appeared first in 1591 ; and Malone says 1592. This would make 
Shakspeare, who was born in 1564, twenty-seven or twenty-eight years of age. Now, we 
are free to declare the opinion, that, of the two pieces, Titus Andronicus is immeasurably 
the best, and exhibits an immense superiority oyer the Comedy of Errors, in all the essential 
proofs of poetry and character. Hamlet is supposed to have been produced (Chalmers and 
Drake) in 1597 ; Malone, more probably we think, makes it 1600, or nine years afler the 
production of the Comedy of Errors, and twelve years after that of Titus Andronicus. Now, 
if we compare the relative gsiin of Shakspeare's genius, in this stretch, whether of nine or 
twelve years, as illustrated by the superiority of his Hamlet over the Comedy of Erroi?, 
what may we assume it to have been during the interval from his twenty-seventh year, 
when the Comedy was produced, and the period of his life at Stratford, from fifteen to 
twenty-three, when it is scarcely rational to suppose that he lay completely idle ? He who 
examines carefully the plays in this collection, will find no such wonderful inequality be- 
tween them, and the Titus Andronicus, Comedy of Errors, and Pericles^pieces which 
any attempt fo wrest from Shakspeare is eminently absurd — as exists between these latter 
pieces and the great works which make him the wondrous master that he is. In the three 
plays just mentioned, his now-admitted works, there is greater polish, symmetry, dexterity, 
and worldly knowledge ; but the germs of poetry are not more liequent, nor more decided, 
nor the proofs of originality and invention more certain or satisfactory. The acknowledged 
plays of Shakspeare, thirty m number, including Pericles and Titus Andronicus, occupy, in 
the period of their production, a space of time tanging from 1588 to 1614— a period of 
twenty-seven years This if he began at twenty-four, the period when Titus Andronicus 
was produced and ceased to produce in 1613, when he left the theatre, and retired from 
London to Stratford \\ould show an average production of one play to every eight months. 
How many, then •'h uld he have written during the long period of probation, when, if we 
receive not the writings of this Tolume, he did absolutely nothing. Supposing him, how- 
ever, to have been equally mdustrious and prolific, as Ben Jonson and others of his contem- 
poraries tell us that he was is it not highly probable that he carried with him a considerable 
stock to London. He went thither in 1587. Two things may be assumed for him in this 
connexion, namely, that he would seek publication as soon as possible, and that he would 
bring out his best production first. Titua Andronicus, accordingly, appeared in 1588- '9 
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Pericles, according to Drake, in 1590 ; and, as we have seen, the Comedy of Errors a] 
the year after. These .were, no doubt, the best pieces in our young poet's collection — Titus 
Andronicus being really the best of these. Their success may have stifled his inferior pro- 
ductions in the birlh, or have prompted him to pnt them forth indifferently oi anonymously, 
under the obvious necessity of not risking the renown whicli he had already won, by works, 
the crudities of which his now-rapidly growing experience enabled him to see. His Love's 
Labor's Lost, another of these inferior productions, but less offensive by its crudities, and 
more decidedly a work of art, was suffered to appear in 1591 (according to Drake), 1592 
(Malone), 1594 (Chalmeis). The conjecture of Drake is the most reasonable, though we 
must repeat that nothing can be more unsatisfactory or doubtful than these speculations. 
We need not continue them. Taking them for what they are worth — and they embody no 
improbabilities — and we have reason to assume, that he whose progress in dramatic art had 
been so moderate between the period when he produced these latter pieces, and the first, 
might naturally enough, have written the works in the following collection at a still earlier 
date. "We insist that the characteristics of the pieces above mentioned are not much more 
decidedly like those of the great — the ftiU-grovra — Shakspeare, than the performances 
which have been imputed and denied. But, our opinion is, that the prolific youth took with 
him to London the germs of all these early plays — the Comedy of Errors, as well as Peri- 
cles, and Titus Andronicns, the Love's Labor's Lost, and the Two Gentlemen of Verona — 
that he there altered and amended them, as his increasing experience with the stage and 
people counselled, and that the mequalitiis of thought and language, to be found in all these 
pieces, and which so constantly compel the critics to cry aloud that they see two different 
hands at work, are due entirely to these graifings, made by the more practised hand, upon the 
imperfect growth of its more feeble and inexperienced planting. Doubtless, if time had 
been allowed him — were not his muse too prolific and too fond of the provocation of new 
scenes and subjects, which diverted him from works, the topics of which could no longer 
excite his imagination — we should have seen these pieces furbished up in the same manner, 
and have been compelled, by the obvious impress of the master, shown here and there by a 
decisive thought and fancy, and such lines m betray a grace which genius knows how to 
snatch from nature without the assistance of art, to admit the still-abortive production as 
from the unquestionable hand of Shakspeare, These pieces were thus suffered to find their 
way to the stage and the public, without the paternal care which they could no more 
reward ; or, it is possible that they preceded even Titus Andronicus in performance, and that 
they were brought out by his friends, the players, at Stratford, or were carried up, by the 
same hands, to London, even before he adventured to the great city himself, and were finally 
left to their fate, in consequence of (hat condition of things in the theatrical world, a proper 
knowledge of which would tend to account for that otherwise singular indifference which 
the dramatic authors of that time have shown toward their productions. A few words on 
this head, in explanation, may not be unadvisahle. 

There was really no such indifference of the author, to the fete of his writings, as our 
frequent wonder and lamentations have unjustly made to appear. The old dramatists were 
as jealous of their feme, their name, and the fortunes of their pieces, as the most sen- 
sitive writers now. By constant squabbles and controversies, which not unfrequently grew 
from words to blows, they proved themselves to be tiue membera of the genus irritabile 
return. A world of pamphlets, essays, critiques, prefaces, and epigrams, remain to us, 
illustrating this belligerent disposition, from the pens of a host of angry combatants ; and 
when their pieces were denounced and driven from the stage, they rushed to the press, anc' 
made their final appeal — their temper quite as apparent as their logic — to the judgments 
of a higher class, or to the more deliberate, the sober second thought, of the very critics 
by whom the pieces had been censured. The plays, accordingly, which vie have received 
from the hands of the authors themselves, are those, chiefly, which failed upon the stage. 
These, consequently, are likely to have come to us in the rnost perfect condition. That 
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such should be the case, is not a subject of surprise to those who remember thai the legit- 
imate mode of dramatic publication is from the stage, and not fr.om the press. A suc- 
cessful play was a property of the theatre, for which it was usually written, not uu&e- 
quently under contxact with the manager ; and it derived its value almost entirely from the 
fact that il was kept from the press. It was thus preserved as a novelty, and always bore 
an air of freshness when it was produced. The great cause of the decline of modem theat- 
ricals, is to be found in the fact that the press has made the people familiar with the pieces 
played ; and those who attend the theatre, accordingly, go only to discriminate between the 
styles of actors — thus substituting one art for another — to witness the pageantry, hear the 
music, and see the company. In withholding the play from the press, the manager equally 
withheld it from the author. The latter had sold entirely the right of property in his pro- 
duction, and no longer held any control over its destination. The work of his hands was 
thus entirely released from his jurisdiction. It could be lopped or lengthened at the pleasure 
of the manager, played or suppressed, altered in title, and subjected to alterations and interpo- 
lations, to suit particular exigencies and occasions ; and these cilterations were as frequently 
confiiied to the hands of strangers as to those of the original author. In this way, it is not 
unreasonably supposed, that Shakspeare himself has given his peculiar impress to the works 
of inferior artists, and that his own great productions have been impaired by the unskilled 
efforts of common workmen, to adapt his pieces to the common standard, or the particular 
occasion The great body of English dramatic literature never found its way to the press 
at all nnt 1 in the ascendency of the puritans, when the theatres being overthrown and 
ab h h d he property ceased to have a value in the original and legitimate form of publi- 
at n an 1 was sold to, or seized upon by, the early publishers, to whose carelessness and 
g -an e we owe the wretched mangling to which the finest strains of tragic song have 
be n bj ted, and from which the original and perfect versions have, to this day, hut im- 
p fe ll) covered. To any one who has ever seen a first edition of Shakspeare's Hamlet, 
it is scarcely necessary to say, that the piece is not to be recognised at all, compared with 
the restored production, feulty as that still is, which we now possess. The breaking up of 
the theatres led to the dispersion equally of players and plays. The latter, scattered abroad 
in various hands, were lost and destroyed in immense numbers. Where they survived the 
lender mercies of such appreciating critics as the Cook of Warburton, they still suffered 
from a treatment which nothing but the native hardihood of their constitutions enabled Ihem 
to withstand. Neither the sway of the Stuarts, nor that of Cromwell, was favorable to the 
higher forms of art and poetry. The divine genius of Milton succumbed under (he one, and 
was compelled to work as a politician only for the other; while the bald comedy of an infe- 
rior school, to which a vastly inferior talent was the minister, failed utterly to compensate 
the nation for the manhood, the soul, the vigorous, sinewy, and deeply- energetic blood and 
courage, of the earlier and the nobler muse. That Dryden must be recognised as a redeem- 
ing worker in the more modem period, will not impair the justice of its general condemna- 
tion. When the plays of the old dramatists found their way to the press at first, they 
enjoyed none of the advantages of editorship. The players themselves, unless in the case 
of their own writings, which ihey seldom edited, were indifferent as to what became of pieces 
which no longer yielded them a livelihood. The proprietors gave or sold them to the press, 
without feeling or affection ; and the publishers, if not so indifferent as the players, were 
less capable of correct readings of the manuscript. Titlepages were lost, blurred, or oblit- 
erated ; titles themselves were changed, to suit the whim of the publisher, or meet the 
fashions of the times. The plays were hurried through the press, with all their imperfec- 
tions on their heads. The original draughts of the author — the copies of the player, cov- 
. ered with his private marks or opinions— were published just as the printer found them, 
defaced with extraneous matter, which was perversely incorporated with the text. Verse 
was printed as if it were prose, and prose as verse. Stage directions were mingled with the 
matter, lengUiening the line, and baffling the sense; and even the euet of actors, and their 
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s whimsical and mischievous comments, were studiously set forth to the reader, in 
the body of the play, to the equal disparagement of the sense and symmetry of the piece. 
Il is only of late days that the pre^ has been repairing its own mischief, in the case of the 
early dramatists ; whose fortunes have been thus peculiar, from the peculiar characteristics 
of their profession, and not from any such wholesale indifference to the awards of fame as 
has been so thoughtlessly ascribed to them. English and German criticism, with an inge- 
nuity and industry wliich can scarcely he too highly commended, has done wonders in re- 
trieving many noble writings from oblivion, by correcting the mistakes, and amending the 
decisions, of a preceding age ; restoring the purity of the test of favorite authors — particu- 
larly Shakspeare — so as to afford us a tolerably fair substitute for writings which no substi- 
tute, not of an author's own choosing, can possibly hope to render altogether satisfactory. 

The undoubted plays of Shatspeare, published in his lifetime, were Othello, Troilus and* 
Cressida, King Lear, Hamlet, Merry Wires of Windsor, Much Ado about Nothing, Mid- 
sumtner Night's Dream, Merchant of Venice, the first and second parts of Henry IV., 
Henry V., parts II. and III. of Henry VI., Love's Labor's Lost, Romeo and Juliet, and 
Richard II. and III. To these are to be added Pericles and Titus Andronicus. The editions 
thus published were all imperfect, apparently from copies surreptitiously obtained ; and 
some, as in the case of Hamlet, from reporters at the theatre, relying chiefly on the ear for 
the text, during the rapid and passionate enunciation of the performers. Both proprietor 
and author were equally interested in arresting such a practice ; but it was one tor which 
the crude and imperfect legislation of that day — scarcely much bettered, in respect of copy- 
right, in our own — could suggest no remedy. 

The pieces m the collection which follows — the Two Noble Kinsmen excepted — were 
also printed, either with his name or his initials, in the lifetime of Shakspeare. , An edition 
of his works, put forth after his death, by Heminge and Coadell, his friends, associate pro- 
prietors with him of the Globe theatre, contained (making the same exception) the same 
body of plays : and tlie dedications and prefaces to this edition are supposed, with reason, 
to have been from the pen of Ben Jonson, his intimate friend, and most profound and dis- 
criminating admirer. They and he ought to haTe known whether these plays could prop- 
erly, or should, be imputed to his pen. They include them without comment, and, seem- 
ingly, without doubt or misgiving. 

The plays which have been imputed to Shakspeare, but which the critics have concluded 
to regard as doubtful, may be divided into two elates. The one consists of those plays 
only which have been (wholly or in part) ascribed to his pen, and included, at an early pe- 
riod, among his works ; the other, of those which a vague tradition, no longer to be followed, 
has assigned him, or which have been assumed to be his, in consequence of certain supposed 
resemblances to his writings, in thought and maaner, which have been discovered in them 
by ingenious criticism. The present publication is confined wholly to the former class. It 
comprises seven dramas. The first of these — the Two Noble Kinsmen — is supposed to be 
from the joint hands of Shakspeare and Fletcher. The iirst act, indeed, has been confidently 
ascribed to the pen of the former, not merely by the critics, on the strength of its peculiar 
merits, but by a tradition of the playhouse. On this point, our opinion, which is offered 
with great deference, will be found in the immediate introduction to the play in question. 
The six other plays are in the order of the old folio of Heminge and Condell : the London 
Prodigal ; the History of Thomas Lord Cromwell; Sir John Oldcastle — Lord Cobham; 
The Puritan, or the Widow of Watling Street ; a Yorkshire Tragedy ; and the Tragedy of 
Locrine, 

The history of these six plays, so far as it is now known to us, will be found in the sepa- 
rate introductions, as they occur at the opening of each, and will not require farther notice. 
Indeed, most of these introductions have been rendered copious, somewhat at the expense 
of the "general introduction," suggesting views and arguments which might have been 
examined here. They will not, accordingly, require our farther consideration. 
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Of the second class of imputed plays, which do not appear in this volume, tlie list is quita 
as large as ihe former. It comprises "Ardenof Feversliam" — a piece of considerable merit; 
" the Keign of King Edward III," — a work so like Shakspeare's, in the respects of versifi- 
cation and manner, that it is difficult to hit upon any writer who could eo happily have imi- 
tated him; "George a-Greene, the Pinner of Wakefield" — which is now supposed to have 
be6n written by Robert Greene, but upon the most slender of all sorts of evidence ; " Fair 
Emma" — which Mr. Knight assigns to a period subsequent to the death of Shakspeare ; 
" Mucedorus," of which we know nothing, and can express no opinion, — Tieck and Horn, 
the German critics, pronoimce it a youthful production of Shakspeare ; Mr. Knight gives us 
a brief analysis of the story, describes it as a lively play, with some few passages of merit, 
but, otherwise, speaks of it slightingly; — "The Birth of Merlin" — ■which, in its first known 
Sedition, that of 16G2, was announced as the joint production of Shakspeare and Rowley; 
and "The Merry DevD of Edmonton" — a performance which, as Mr. Knight justly remarks, 
is that of a true poet, whoever he may be. 

These seven piays, constituting the whole number of those, the ascription of which to 
William Shakspeare rests chiefly upon opinion, may be made, hereafter, to constitute the 
materials for an additional volume to that which is now offered to the public. In compiling 
and preparing- such a collection, for the press, the object will be, as in the present instance, 
not to assert, or even to assume, that the writings in question are those of Shakspeare, or so 
to argue as in anywise to give a direction to the question which denies their legitimacy, but 
simply to enable the reader to be sure that he los^ nothing, even of what is puerile and 
immature, in the writings of so great a master. It is thought better and safer to impute to 
him, erroneously, those productions to which no othar author presents an equally reasonablfi 
claim, than '*■ l^f-^s the reader in doubt whether some of the performances of his fevorite 
have not been withheld from his possession. 
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THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 



This play waa first primed in 1634, with the fol- 
. owing lilJo : " The Two Noble Kinsmen ; presenled 
St (lie Black Friers by th6 King's majesty's serrants, 
Witli great applause ; written by the memorable wot- 
Ihiea of their lime, Mr. John Fletoher and Mr, WU. 
liam Shakspcars, gent., and printed at London by 
Thos. Cotes, for John Waterstone, and are to be solde 
at the signe of the Crowns in Paul's churchyard — 
1634." In the first folio edition of the works of 
Beaumont and Fletcher, in 1647, the Two Noble Khis- 
men did not appear. It la reprinted in the second 
folio edition, with some slight olterationa from the 

The story is taken ftom the " Knight's Tale," in 
the Canterbury Tales of Chaucer. It is certainly a 
very fine performance ; marked hj considerable ine- 
qualitiea of execution, bnt lifted by frei^uent passa- 
ges of great nobleness, delicacy and power. In 
some portions, tha plot ia managed with skill and 
spirit; the sliglitest suggestions of Chaucer's muse 
being seized upon and brought out with Ihe happiest 
and most dramatic effect. In other parts, we have 
to regret that the dramatist has slurred over some 
of the points made bytho old poet, which might have 
been illustrated with rare scenic ability. The open- 
ing £cene, considering the action only, is quite wor- 
thy of Bhakspeare's hand, even if it did not employ 
it. It presents a dramatic spectacle of great and 
tragic interest. Other scenes correspond witli this 
in merit ; we may instance that in which the broth- 
ers assist each other in putting on their artnor before 
the duel, and tliat in which they appear severally be- 
fore their faTorite deities with their invocations and 
offerings. These scenes must have shown very im- 
pressively upon the stage. They unite high tragic 
dignity with a progressive dramatic interest, which, 
while it raised the expectations of the audience, filled 
thch- hearts with solemnity and emotion. 

The story is one of considerable difficulties, bemg 
better suited, in some of the most interesthig por- 
, tions, for narrative and epic, than for dramatic par- 
poses. Some of the most important events are con- 
veyed to the spectator by narration, rather than in 
action. It is enough to indicate the combat between 



the rivals and their friends, and the final catastrophe 
which determines the fate of the triumphant party. 
Another of the ohslacies to the complete dramatic 
success of this tragedy, ia that want of personal 
prominence and individual superiority in eiliier of 
the chief characters, on which so much of the suc- 
cess of a play depends. The rival youths, Palamon 
and Atcite, are distinguished rather by the descrip- 
tive passages of the author, than by their own per- 
formances, or, hi these, only in the minor and less 
impressive portions of the piece- There is no such 
hiequaJity of character, between the princes, as will 
permit the audience to choose between them. The 
spectator knows not which to make his favorite, and 
dare not yield his sympathies to one of the parties, 
lost he should do wrong to the claims of the other. 
They are both equally pure, brave, and virtuous — 
equally accomplished in arms, and alike graceful and 
winning in deportment. To decide between them, 
the author himself finds impossible, and can only 
eKlricale himself from his embarrassment by throw- 
ing the catastrophe upon the gods — an accident de- 
termining the success of one of the prhices, afier the 
prize has actually been awarded lo his opponent. 

The question of the authorship of this play is one 
much more difficult to decide than its merits. An 
old tradition of the play-house reports that the 
first act was written by Shakspeare, and the rest by 
Fletcher. The tradition, with the tiOepage of the 
quarto of 1634, are therefore the only direct eitemal 
evidence in favor of the notion that Shakspeare had 
a hand in its production- The evidence is almost 
equally donbtfol, indeed, of Flelcher'a participation 
in it. The first editors of the collected edition of 
Beaumont and Fletcher's works omit the Two Noble 
Kinsmen, with seventeen other plays, because it had 
been printed before in separate form. It is mduded 
in the second edition of 1679, in order, as they al- 
lege, that the writings of these authors may be " per- 
fect and complete." That they were not prepared to 
make it so, with proper circumspection, may be infer- 
red from the fact that they included in Ihia coEeclion 
one, at leaat,of the known performances of another 
writer. The truth is, the eiternal testimony is very 
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nearly a blank in regard to ths claims of both drama 
lists. It may lie Shakspeare's, or il maybe Fletcher's 
The claim of the latter, from intrinsic evidence, seem 
to me the belter founded. On the same evidence, coidd 
we rely npon it soleiy— were it nol, indeed, the 1 
uncerlaio and most illusory of all modes of deter 
ing aathorship' — WB should say that Shakspeare 
never wrote a syllable of the piece before us, though 
much of it is directly imitated from Shakspeare. 
Vet vie must eipress ourselves with hecoming defer- 
ence. Mr. Pope supposes that the hand of Shak- 
speare may he discctned in some of the scenes. Br. 
Wnrburlon believes that he " wrote the first act, but 
hi bis worst manner." Mr. Coleridge says boldly, 
though, as he was wont to say many things, advan- 
tutoosly ; " I can scarcely retain a doubt as lo the 
first act's having been written by Shakspeare." 
Charles Lamb speaks of some of the scenes as giving 
" strong cDunlonance to the tradition that Shakspeare 

had a hand in this play They have a luiuri- 

ance in them which strongly resembles Shakspeare's 
manner, in those parts of his plays where, the prog- 
ress of the scene being subordinate, the poet was 
at leisure for description." The German critics, who 
claim to know more about Shakspeare than the Eng- 
lish, and who certainly have shown a jnst sympathy 
with his genius, by their fine and instinctive appre- 
ciation of il, concur in this opinion ; but their spec- 
ulations, as well as those which we have quoted, are 
wholly conjectural, and based upon assumptions, few 
of which will bear Ihe test of a close eiamination. 
As we have seen, we have not a tittle of eileraal 
evidence available at the present moment, which 
can furnish any sufficient clues to the mystery, 
glance at the internal proofs satisfies us that 
Two Noble Kinsmen — a noble play, worthy of 
Fletcher, Chapman, or BcnJonson — is yet not Shak- 
speare's. It does not show, to us at least, any satis- 
factory marks of his footstep. Ex pede I^culem. 
The versification is not his. In spite of what Mr. 
Lamb has said on this subject, it lacks his flow and 
vivacity. The great marks of Shakspeare are his 
equal profundity and lucidity. He rises always with 



a wing from his subject, however low that maybs 
as we see birds skim along the surface of the ground, 
just above and without touching it. His most difficult 
thoughts, ordinarily, are those which flow most mu- 
sically ; and the more comprehensive the range of 
bis passions and ideas, they seem to choose for them- 
selves an utterance of special clearness in due degree 
with the natural obstacles of tie conception. Now, 
let the reader eiamlne the metaphysical verse of the 
Two Noble Kinsmen, and he will see what embar- 
rassments occur lo the ntterance of the writer in pro- 
portion lo the subtlety of the sentiment. The near- 
est approach which he makes lo Shakspeare's ac- 
knowledged wrilmgs, is to portions of such plays as 
Troilus and Cressida, of which the piece before us 
seems partly an imitation. Nor are these difficullics 
of utterance, when profound thoughts are to be ei- 
pressed, calling for a new phraseology, to be account- 
ed for by supposing that this was a production of our 
great dramatist in his yonth. The Two Noble Kins- 
men is not the work of an apprentice. It shows the 
fiimiliarity of a master with his tools — one who 
would have done greatly belter, had be trusted to 
himself wholly, avoidhig anything like imitation 
Ilia versification, if not that of Shakspeare, has 
force, readiness, compactness and animation. It is 
disthict and manly, if wanting somelhii^ in freedom ; 
and the sentiment is declared with confidence and 
promptness, as the voice of one who has been long 
accustomed to speak. Were there lesj promptness, 
less skill and spirit, we might better be prepared to 
admit Shakspeare's agency in the piece at a time 
when he had not yet learned the eitent and 
strength of his own resources. Il is too confident a 
performance for the ineiperienced writer, and too 
wantbig in (he h%her freedoms of music and im^in- 
Btion,for Shakspeare, in the day of his mature man- 
hood. It is very certain that Shakspeare never con- 
ceived the clumsy copy of his Ophelia which appears 
in this performance. Is it probable that he would 
have parlicipaled hi the composition of a play in 
which his associate should presume upon such B 
gross caricature T 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

!us, iiaSa Bf Athena. 

lUN, ) The Two Nohle Khismen, in foue with 



Oilips in Iheir cradles growing, 
Marigolds OQ death-beds blowing, 
Larks'-heels irim. 

All, dear Nature's cliildreo sweet, 
Lio 'fore bride and bridegroom's feet. 

Blessing their sense '. [Strew fimctrt. 



Wooer to the Elaolei's Daaghter. 
BrMeTi, ? , ., „ , 

HiPPOLTTA, iride to Thcseaa. 

Emilia, hersiiier. 

Three Qaesas. 

Gaolcr'i Daaghtcr, in love with Palamon. 

Servant to EmIlifL 

A Taiorer, Cov-ntrymsn, Soldiers. Nj/mplui, ^c. 

SCENE, — ATHKMa : and in pari of the First A 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. 
Enter Hymen, vMh a torch trumiagj oBoy, inawhile 
robe, 65/bre, singing, and alrewing fiotcers; efter 
HiBEN, a Nymph, eacompased in her tresses, baa-. 
fng a wheaten garland ; then Theseus, heSaeen two 
other Nymphs, with aheaten chapUte on their heads; 
then HippoLTTA, the bride, led by PEBiTHOtJa, and 
another ftolding 11 garlimd cmer her head, her tresses 
likeicm hanging) nfler her, Emilia, holding up her 

SONQ. 
Roses, theli sharp spines being gone. 
Not royal in their smells alone. 

But In their hue ; 
Maiden-pinlts, of odor fidnt. 
Daisies smell-less, yel most quaint. 

And sweet thyme true. 

Primrose, first-born child of Ver, 

Merry, aprmg-lime's harbinger. 

With her beEs^ dim ; 



Be' absent hence. 

The erow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 
The boding raren, nor chough hoar," 

Nor chalt'ring pie. 
May on our bridehouse perch or sing. 
Or with them any diseotd bring, 

But from it fly ! 

Enter three Queens, in black, tvith veils elained, icith 
imperial crovmn. The first Qixcen/alli down at the 
/ooi qf Tbeseds ; the second falls down ol the foot of 
HiTEOLViA ] the third b^ore Emilia. 

1 Queen. For pity's sake, and true gentility. 
Hear and respect me ', 

2 Queen- For your mother's sake. 

And as yon wish your womb may thrive with fair 
Hear and respect me ! [ones, 

3 Queen. Now for the love of him whom Joto 

hath marked 
The honor of yoar bed, and for the sake 
Of clear Tii^ily, be advocate 
For ns, and our distresses '. This good deed 
Shall raze you out 0' the book of trespasses 
All you are set down there. 

Thes. Sad lady, ' ' 

Hip. Stand op! 

Emi. No knee! 



ts bind m 



]reEBed, 

you for all. 



Tliea. What's your request 
1 Queen. We are three queens, whose 
fell before 
The wrath of cruel Creon ; who endut 
The beaks of rarens, talons of tho ki , 
And pecks of crows, in the foul fields of Thebes. 
He will not snficr us to burn their bones. 



Toui 
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lortal loatiisomeness from the blessed eye 
If holy Ph(Ebu3, but infects the winds 
s Jngtl is used fbr bird. Sekker cnlla the Soman i 

' Bs. The early copies, is. 

f^ Cloagh ]ke is ibe reading of Qie old edilioni. 
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Willi 

Thou, „ , . 

Tliat does good tiuns to the world ; give us the bones 
Of out dead liings, tliat we may chapel them ! 
And, of Ihy boundless goodness, take some note, 
Thal,for out ctown6d heads, we have no roof 
Save this, vphich is the lion's and the bear's. 
And vault to evetythingl 

Tkes. Pray you kneel not ! 
I was transported with your speech, and suffered 
Yout knees to wtong themselves. I have heard the 

fortunes 
Of yout dead lords, which gives me such lamenting 
As wakes my vengeance and revei^ for Ihem. 
King Capaneus was your lord : the day 
That he should marry you, at such a season 
As now it is with me, I met your groom 
By IHars's altar ; you were that time fair, 
Not Juno's mantle fau^r than your ttesses, 
Nor in more bounty spread ;i your wheaten wreath 
Was then nor thrashed, nor blasted. Fortune at you 
Dhnpied her cheek with smiles. Her'cles, out kins- 

{Then weaker than your eyes) laid by his club ; 
He tumbled down upon his Hemean hide, 
And swore his sinews thawed. Oh, grief and thne, 
Fearful consumers, ye will all devout ! 

1 Queen. Oh, I hope some god. 

Some god hath put his metcy in your manhood, 
Wheteto he '11 infuse power, and press you forth 
Out undettaker 1 

Tke3. Oh, no knees ; none, widow ! 

Unto the hclmeted Bellona use them, 
Andptay for me, your soldier .—Troubled I am. 

[Turns away. 

2 Queen. Honored Hippolyta, 

Most dreaded Amazonian, that hast slaiu 

The scythe-tusked boar; — that, with thy arm as 

As it is white, wast near to make the male [strong 

To thy ses captive ; but that tUs thy lord 

(Bom to uphold creation in that honor 

First nature slyled^ it in) shrunk thee into 

Tho bound thou wast o'erflowii^ ; at once subduing 

Thy force and thy affection ; — soldieress. 

That equally oansl poise sternness with pity, 

Who now, I know, hast much more power on hhn 

Than ever he had on thee ; who own'st his sttength; 

And his love too, who is a servants for 

The tenor of thy speech ; dear glass of ladies. 

Bid Mm, that we, whom flaming war dolh scorch, 

Under the shadow of his sword may cool us ! 

Require him he advance it o'er our heads ; , 

Speak 't in a woman's key, like such a woman 

As any of us threo ; weep etc you fiul j 

Lend us a knee ; 

But touch the ground for Ds no longer time 

Than a dove's motion, when the head's plucked off! 

Tell him, if he in the blood-sized* field lay swoll'u, 



Thee 



"Nor in Dl 



I equally helpfl th 



," Is ae 



lid reading. 
%°XBsed 



■employed tr? peters. 



ng the sun his teeth, grinning at the moon. 
What you would do ! ' 

'iip. Poor lady, say no more ! 

ad as Eef trace this good action with you 
that whereto I'm going, and ncvet yet 
Went I so willing way." My lord is taken, 
Heart deep with your distress. Let him consider ; 
" '11 speak anon. 

3 Queen, Oh, my petition was 

{Kneels to EjiitiA. 
et down in ice, which by hot grief uncandied 
Melts into drops ; so sorrow wanting form 
Is pressed with deeper matter. 

Emi. Pray stand up ; 

Yout grief is written in your cheek. 

3 Queen. Oh, woe ! 

You cannot read it there ; here, Ihroi^h my tears, 
Lilte wrinkled pebbles in a glassy stream, 
You may behold them 1 Lady, lady, alack. 
He that will all the treasure know o' tho earth, 
Must know the centre too. He that will fish 
For my least minnow, let him load his line 
To catch one at my heart. Oh, pardon me '■ 
Eittemity, that sliipens sundry wits, 
Makes me a fool. 

Emi. Ptay you, say nothing; prayyou' 

Who cannot feel nor see the ram, being in't, 
Knows neither wet nor dry. If that you were 
The groDud-pieco of some painter, I would buy you 
To instruct me 'gainst a capital giief indeed ; 
Such heart-pietced demonstration ! — but, alas, 
Being a natutal sister of our sei, 
Yout sorrow beats so ardently upon me, 
That it sliall make a counter-reflect 'gainst 
Mybrolhet'sheart, andwarmit to some pity 
Thoi^h it were made of stone ; ptay have good 
comfort ! 
Thes. Forwatd to the temple ! leave not out a jot 
Of the sacred ceremony. 

1 Qhcbh. Oh, this celebration 
Will longer last, and be mote costly, than 

Your suppliants' war ! Remember that your fame 
Knolls ill the ear o' the world. What you do iiuidily 
Is not done rashly ; your first thought is more 
Than others' labored medilance ; your premeditating 
More than their actions :but, (oh Jove I ) your actions, 
Soon as they move, as ospreys do the fish,' 
SubduB before they touch. Think, dear duke, thinii 
What beds our sl^ kii^s have I 

2 Qaeen. What griefs our beds, 
That our dear lords have none ! 

3 Queen. None fit for the dead. 
Those that with cords, knives', drams,' precipitance,' 
Weary of this wotld's l^ht, have to themselves 
Been death's most horrid agents ;— human grace 
AiFords them dust and shadow. 

1 Queen. But our lords 

Lie blistetii^ 'fore the visitating" sun. 
And were good kings, when living. 

Thea. It is true : and I will give you comfort. 
To give yout dead lords graves. The which to do, 
Mnstmake some work withCreon, [doing; 

1 Queen. And that work nowprosents itself to the 

6 Qiieiy i itiMingly J a Ooprey, or ospring, Cie seteagle. 

7 Dram, Id the sense of drug -, Huiwde, by poieon. 
S Thlfl la Uilially printed — 

" Thoae that vrtlJi cordflf Imives, drains^ prectpltence," 
Werecelve " cordB,^' &£., as geoilive casaa to "predpitBnce." 
^ery: vegetatingf 
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Now 't will lake form. The heats are gone to-n 
Then hootleas toil must recompense Itself [n 

Nor dreams ite stand before jour puissance, 
Rinsing your holy beting in our eyes, 
To make petition clear. 

2 Queen, Now yon may take him, 
Drunk with bis iiiclory.' 

3 Queen. And his army ftill 
Of bread and aloth.i 

Tlies. Artesius, that best know'st 

How to draw out, fit to this enterprise 
The prinv'st for this proceeiMi^, and the number 
To cairy snch a bn^ess ; forth and levy 
Out worthiest histraments, whilst we despatch 
This grand act of our life, this daring deed 
Of fata hi wedlock ! 

1 Queen. Dowagers, take hands ! 

Let us he widows to om woes ! Delay 
Commends us to a famishing hope. 
All. Farewell ! 

a Qaeen. We come unsoasonably ; but when could 
grief 
Cull forth, as nnpanged jadgment can, fitt'st thne 
For best solicilationi 

Thet. Why, good ladies, 

Tills Is a service whereto I am going. 
Greater than any war ;' it more imports me 
Than Blithe actions that I have foregone. 
Or futurely can cope. 

! Queen. The more proclaiming 

Our suit shall be neglected, when her arms. 
Able to lock Jove from a synod, shall 
By warranting moonlight corslet thoe. Oh, when 
Her twinning' cherries shall their sweetness (aU^ 
Upon thy tasteful lips, what will thoa thuik 

For what Ihou feel'st not,— what thou feel'st bel 

To luake Mars spurn his drum ? Oh, if thou couch 
But one night vnlh her, every hour in't w 
Take hostage of thee for a hundred, and 
Thou shall rememl>er nothij^ more than what 
That banquet bids thee to. 

Hip, Though mnch I like* 

You should be so transported, as much Eorry 
I should be such a suitor ; yet I think 
Did I not, by the abstahiii^ of my joy, 
WMch breeds a deeper longing, cure their surfeit. 
That craves a present medicine, I should pluck 
All ladies' scandal on me : therefore, sir, 
As I shall here make trial of my prayers. 
Either presuming them to have some force. 
Or seeing' for aye tlieir vigor dumb, prorogua 

I See the speech in Hamlet, where Hamlet, forlioering to 
alflythekingathiaprfiyerPjnrQpDPeB to take tint " when ha 
Is drunk," ACiiiahla fathered been taken "when full of 
bread," &c. 

3 War. Tlie early oopiea, was. 

s Other copies reed twining. Twinned, la the proper 



This tnsmess we are goii^ about, and hang 
Your shield afore your heart, about that neck 

h is my fee, and which I freely lend 
To do these poor queens service l 
All Queens. Oh, help now! 

ur cause cries for your knee. [ To Emiiia. 

Mmi, If you grant not 

My slstei her petition, In that force. 
With that celerity and nature, which 

lakes it in, from henceforth 111 not dare 
To ask you anything, nor be so hardy 
~ver to take a husband. 

Tto. Pray stand up ! 

am entrcatii^ of myself to do 
That which you kneel to have me. Perithous, 
Lead on the bride ! Get you and pray the gods 
" ir success and return ; omit not anythuig 

the pretended celebration. Queens, 
Follow your soldier, as before. Hence you, 
And at the banks of Aulis meet us with 
The forces you can raise, where we shall find 
The moiety of a number, for a business 
More b^er looked !— Sijice lliat our theme is haste, 
I stamp ^s kiss upon thy currant lip. 
Sweet, keep it as my token ! Set you forward ; 
■ will see you gone. 

[EiBiCTif toti-ardthe Temple. 
Farewell, my beauteous aster ! Perithous, 
Keep the feast full ; bale not i 



Per. 



Sir, 



* /!■;(— an ac 



i "Tlun^miidi Hnliie," &o. She ad- 



is the lanEUHKe of former cop- 



I'll follow you at heels ; the feast's solemnity 
Shall wants till your return. 

Thes. Cousin, I charge you 

Budge not from Athens ; we shall be returning 
Ere you can end this feast, of which I pray you. 
Make no abatement. Once more, farewell all. 
1 Queen, Thus dost thou still make good the toi^ne 

o' the world. 
3 Queen. And eam'st a deity equal with Mars, 
3 Queen. If not above him ; for, 
Thou, being but mortal, mak'st affections bend 
To godlike honors ; they themselves, some say, 
Groan under such a mastery. 

Thes. As we are men. 

Thus should we do ; being sensually subdued, 
We lose our humane title. Good cheer, ladies 1 

IFlonrisk. 
Now turn we toward your comforts. [Eieuni. 

SCENE 11. 



And our prime cousin, yet unhardened in 

" ; let us leave the city, 

Thebes, and the temptings in't, before we ftirther 
Sully our gloss of youth I 
And here to keep in abstinence were' shame 

In the aid of the current, were almost to sink; 
At least to frustrate striving ; and to follow 
The common stream, 'twould bring us to an eddy 
Where we should turn or drown ; iflaboredi" through, 
Our gain but life and weakness. 



irough," is the oh 
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Pal. Yout advice 

Is cried iip with examples. What strange ruins, 

Walkii^in Thebes! Scai^, and bare weeds, 
The gain o' the martialist, who did jiropound 
To his bold ends, honor and golden ingots, 
Which, thoughhe won,he hadnet ; andnow flurted' 
By peace, for whom he fought,— who then shall offe 
To Mars's so-scomed altar! I do Meed 
When such I meet, and wish great Juno would 
Resuma het ancient fit of jealousy, 
To get the soldier wort ; that peace might patg^ 
For her repletion, and retain anew 
Her charitable heart, now hard, and harsher 
n strife or war could be. 



Arc. 



Are you m 



Meet you no ruin but the sc 
The oranlts and turns of Thebes ? You did bi 
As if you met decays of many kinds ; 
Perceive you none that do aronse your pity, 
But th' unconsidered soldier? 
Fal. 



Decays where'ei 
That, sweating i 
Are paid with ic 

Arc. 
Ididb 
Of noi 






How 



ll3,ifWI 



riUk 



rhono 



ft is for our residii^ ; where every evil 
Hath a good color ; where every seemii^ good's 
A certain evil ; where not to he even jump' 
As they are here, were to be strangers, and 
Such things to be mera monsters. 

Pal. It is in our power, 

Unless we fear that apes can tutor us— to 
Be masters of our manners. What need I 
Affect another's gait, which is not catching 
Where there is faith! or to be fond upon 
Another's way of speech, when, by mine own, 
I may be reasonably conceived, — saved too, 
Speaking il truly ! Why am I bound, 
By any generous bond, to follow him 
Follows his tailor-^iaply so long, until 
The followed make pursuit : Or, let me know. 
Why mine own barber is unblessed with him ; 
My poor chin too, for 'tis not scissored just 
To such a favorite's glass ! What canon's there 
That does command my rapier from my hip, 
To dangle 't m my hand ; or to go tiptoe 
Before the street be foul? Either 1 am 
The fore-horse in the team, or I am none 
That draw i' the sequent trace ! These poor slight 

Need not a plantain ; that which rips my bosom 
Almost to the beatt's— 

Arc. Our uncle Croon. 

Pal. He !— 

A most unbounded tyrant, whose successes 
Make Heaven unfeared, and villany assured. 
Beyond its power there's nothu^ ;— almost puts' 

' » /umj^uat— oincBy. 

3 This paaeage ifl ordjnarilj prinleii : — 

Sawurd BuBgaBtefl the punctuation whic^ we have adopw 



The faculties of other in 
To his own nerves and a 
And what Ihey win in'l, 



andsm 



and glory too — 
That fears not lo do harm— ^ood dares not— let 
The blood of mine thats sib" to him be sucked 
From me with leeches ; let them break and foil 
Off me with that corruption ! 



Let's leave his comt, that we n 
Of his loud infamy I for [still] 
Will relish of the pasture, and wa mi 
Be vile or ifcobadient ; not his khisn 
In Wood, unless in quality. 

Pal. nothing 

I think the echoct of his shames hav 
The ears of heav'nly justM 






nothing share 



Due ai 



ir throats, a 
le of the gods.— Valeri 



Viil. The king calls for you ; yet be leaden-footed 
Till his great rage he off him ) PhiEbus, when 
He broke his whipslock, and exclaimed against 
The horses of the sun, but whispered to 
The loudness of his ftiry. 

Pal. Bmall whids shake him 

FoJ. Theseus (who where he threats appals) hath 
Deadly defiance to him, and pronounces [sent 

Ruin to Thebes ; who Is at hand to seal 
The promise of his wrath. 

Arc. Let him approach , 

But (hat we fear the gods mhim, he brings not 
A jot of terror to us. Yet what man 
Thirds his own worth (the case is each of ours) 
When that his action's dregged with mind assured 
'Tis bad he goes about ! 

Pirf. Leave that unreasoned ! 

Our services stand now for Thebes, not Creon. 
Yet, lo be neutral to tim, were dishonor. 
Rebellious to oppose ; therefore, we must, 
With him, stand lo the mercy of our fate, 
Who hath bounded our last minute. 



Are. 






's afoot! 



t shall be. 



Let's to the king ! «Were he 
■ of that honor which 
IS in, the blood we venture 



le third line ; Imt by leaving the pi 



by the omisHOn o£ the letter s fioit 
, lo repidr the grinninaticsJ hurlt 
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Should be as for our health ; which were not spent ; 
Rather laid out for purchase. But alas, 
Our hands advanced before oar hearts, what' will 
The ail o' the stTQke do damage ? 

Alt. Let th' event, 

That never-erring arbitrator, tell ua 
Whai we know all ourselves ; and let us follow 
HiB beckii^ of our chance ! \Exitv.ia. 

SCENE HI. 
Enter Pebithous, Hipfolyta, anS. EImilia. 

r^. No further ! 

Jfip. Sir, iiirewell ! Repeat my wishes 

To our great lord, of whose success I dare not 
Make any timorous question ; yet I wish him 
Excess and overflow of power, an't ni%ht be. 
To dure^ ill-dealing fortune. Speed to him ! 
Store never hurls good governors. 

Per. Thoi^h I linow 

His ocean needs not my poor drops, yet they 
Must yield their tribute there. My precious maid, 
Those best affections that the Heavens infuse 
In their best-tempered pieces, keep enthroned 
In your dear heart ! 

Emi. Thanks, sir ! Remember me 

To our all-royal brother .' for whose speed 
The great Bellona I'll solicit ! and 
Since, in our terrene state petitions are not 
Without gifts understood, I'll offer to her 
What I shall be advised she likes. Our hearts 
Are in Ms army, in Ms tent ! 

Hip. In 's bosom ! 

We have been soldiers, and we cannot weep 
When OUT friends don their helms, or put to sea, 
Or tell of babes broached on the lance, or women 
That have sod their infants in (and after eat them) 
The brine thoy wept at killing 'em ; then if 
You slay to see of us such spinsters, we 
Should hold you here for ever. 

¥iT. Peace be to you, 

! which shall be then 
ling. [Eii(. 

How his lon^g 
Follows his friend ! Since his depart, his sports, 
Thoi^h craving seriousness and skill, past sightly 
His careless execution, where nor gain 
Made him regard, or loss consider ; but 
Playii^ones business in bis hand, another 
Directii^ in his head, his mind nurse eitoal 
To these so difPring twins ! Have you observed him 
Since our great lord departed ? 

nil, Wi"" """^'' '=-'"'^i 

And I did love bun for't. They two have cabmed 
In many as dangerous, as poor a comer ; 
Peril and want contending ; they have sliiffed 
Torrents, whoso roaring tyranny and power 
I' th' least of these was dieadful ; and they haTe 
Fought out together, where death's self was lodged; 
Yet fate hath brought them off. Their knot of love 
Tied, weaved, entangled, with so true, so long. 
And with a fii^r of so deep a cunning. 



ACT I.— SCENE III. 

May be outworn 



As I pursue thu 
Beyond further 
£mf. 



1 UcHwill. 



You were at wars when she the grave enriched,' 
Who made too proud the bed ; — look leave o' th' 

(Which then loolted pale at parting) when our count 
Was each eleven. 

Hif. 'Twas Flavina. 

Emi. Yes. 

You tallf of Perithous and Theseus' love : 

More budded with strong judgment, and their needs 

The one of th' other may be said to water 

Their intertangled roots of love ; but I 

And she [I sighed and spoke of) were things hmo- 

Loved, for we did, and, like the elements [cent ; 

That know not what, nor why, yet do affect 

Rare issues by their operance. — our souls 

Did so to one another. What she liked, 

Was then of me approved ; what not, condemned ; 

No more arraignment. The flower that I would 

And put between my breasts (oh, (hen but begin- 

nii^ 
To swell about the blossom) she would long 
Till she had such another, and commit it 
To the like innocent cradle, whore phcenii-lika 
They died in perfiune. On my head no toy 
But was her patlem ; her affectionse (pretty. 
Though happily her careless wear) I followed 
For my most serious decking. Had mine ear 
Stolen some new air, or at adventure hummed one 
From musical coinage, why, it was a note 
Whereon her spirits wouM sojourn (rather dwell on) 
And sing it in her slumbers ; this rehearsal, 
Which every innocent wots well, comes in, 
Like old importraent's bastard, has this end, 
That the true love 'tween maid and maid may be 
More than in sei dividual. 

Hip. You're out of breath ; 

And this high speeded pace is but to say. 
That you shall never, like the maidFlaiina, 
LovB any that's caUed man, 

Emi. I am sure I shall not. 

Hip. Now, alaclt, weak sister, 
I must no more believe thee in this point 
{Though in't I know thou dost believe thyself) 
Than I will trust a sickly appetite. 
That loaths even as itlongs. But sure, my sister, 
vere ripe for your persuasion, you 
said enoi^h to shake me from the arm 
Of the all-noble Theseus ; for whose forlunos 
I will now in and Imeel, with great assurance. 
That we, more than his Perithous, possess 
The h%h throne in his heart. 

Against your fdth ; yet I continue mine. [Eje«n(. 

JfacliOFii— what Bhe affected— lilted." 
* Alfeilioiis [n tJie sense of aflectstEOiiB, — but pmtty oiiea, 
and H, grBcefuEy end liapiffly worn b9 to prompt my eerioui 



, Google 



THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN. 



SCENE IV. 

A batik struck wUhin ,■ thea a Tetreol ; fioarish. Then 
enter Twesbus, victor s the three Queens meet him, 
andfi^l on their /aces before Imn, 

1 Queen. To thee no star be dark ! 

2 Quest!. Both Heaven and earth 
'Friend theo for ever ! 

3 Queen, All the good that may 
Ba wished upon thy head, I cry " amen" to'l '. 

Thea. Th' imparlial gods, who, from Iho mounted 
heavens, 
View WB, their mortal herd, behold wlio err, 
Andin their time chastise. Go and flud out 
The bones of your dead lords, and honor them 
With triple ceremony I Rather than a gap 
Should be in their dear riles, wa would supply'l, 
But those we will depute which shall invest 
You in your dignities, and even' each thing 

And Heaven's good eyes looh on you ! — What are 
those V [Exeunt Queens. 

Hernld. Men of groat quality, as may be judged 
By theu- appointment ; some of Thebes have told us 
They are sisters' children, nephews to the king. 

Thea. By the helm of Mars, I saw them in the war. 
Like to a pair of lions, smeared with prey, 
Make lanes in troops c^hnst. I fixed my note 
Constantly on them ; for they were a mark [me, 

Worth a god's view ! What prisoner was't that told 
When 1 inquired their namesi 

Berald. With leave, they're called 

Tbes. 'Tis right ; those, those. 

They Die not dead? 
Herald. Nor in a state of life. Had they been 

When their last hurts were given, 'lis possible 
They might have been recovered ; yet they breathe. 
And have the name of men. 

Thes. Then lilie men uso 'cm ; 

The very lees of such, miUions of rates 
Bsceed the wine of others. All our surgeons 
Convenf in their behoof ; our richest balms, 
Rather than niggard, waste ! Their lives concern us 
Much more tlian Thebes is worth. Rather than have 

Freed of this pJ^ht, and in their morning state, 
Sound and at liberty, 1 would them dead ; 
But, forty thousand fold, we had rather have them 
Prisoners to ns than death. Bear 'em [in] speedily 
From our kind air (to them unkind), and minister 
What man to man may do ! — for our sake more ! 
Since I have known fi-ights, ftiry, friends' behests, 

Desire of liberty, a fever, tziadness, 

Hath set a mark which Native could not reach to 

Without some imposition— sickness in will 

Or wrestling strength hi reason for our love 

And great Apollo's mercy — all our best 

Their best skill lender ! — Lead into the city : 

Where, having bound ihbigs scattered, we will post 

To Athens 'fore our army. [Exennt. 



SCENE V. 

nlerlhe Queens with the hearses of their Kings, in a 
fvnend solemnity, SfC, 

Ui^s and odors bring away. 

Vapors, sighs, darken the day ! 
Our dola more deadly looks than dying ! 

Balms, and gums, and heavy cheers, 

Sacred vials filled with tears, 
And clamors through the wild air flying ; 

Come, all sad and solemn shows, 

That are qnick-eyed Pleasure's foes ! 

We convent nai^ht else but woes. 

3 Queen. This funeral path brings lo your house- 
hold's grave :' 
Joy seize on you agaui ! Peace sleep with him ! 

2 Queen. Aiid this to yours ! 

1 Queen. Yours this way ! Heavens lend 

A thousand diiierii^ ways lo one sure end ! 

3 Qaem. This world's a city, full of straying 

And death's the market-place, where each one meets. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. 
Elder Gaoleb ond Wooer. 

Gaoler. I may depart^ with little while I Uve , 
Something I may cast to you, not much : Alas i 
The prison I keep, although it be for great ones, 
They seldom come. Before one salmon, you 
Shall take a number of minnows. I'm given out 
To be better lined than 't can appear to me 
Report is a true spealier. I would I were, 
ReaJly, that I am delivered to be. 
Marry [but] what I have — bo't what it will — 
I will assure upon my daughter at 
The day o' my death. 

Wooer, Sir, I demand no more 

Than your own offer ; and I will estate 
Your daughter in what I've promised. 

Gaoier. WeU ! 

We'll talk more of this when the solemnity 
Is past : but have you a full promise of her ! 
When that shall be seen, I tender my consent. 

Wooer. I have, sir ; — here she comes. 
Enter Dau outer. 

Gaole}-. Your friend and I 

1 as the court-hurry 
Is over, we will make an end of it. 
1' the meantime look tothe twoprisoners. 
Tenderly ;— I can teli you ihey are princes. 

" " ■ " ■ their chamber. It 



Have chanced tt 
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'. These St 
is pity 
They are in prison, and [yet] 'iwere pity that 
They should be out. I do think they've patience 
^ Hoiuehald'a era-ot. Ho the (jHBTto. Tlio orainBry real 

* So Mr. Kniohti— snd vel tile "houi'ehoW giavea" wei 
Oiose of the family. The plural Eeems to me llie more m 
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ACT II.— SCENE II. 



To make adversity ashamed. The prison, 
Ilself, is proud of them ; and they have all 
The world in their chamber. 

Gaala: They are famed to be 

A fair of absolute men, 

baughier. By my troth I think 

[Ttiat] Pame but sSammerB Ihem. They stand a 
Above the reach of report. [greesi 

Gaoler. I have heard them 

Reiorted, in the battle, to have been 
Tie only doers. 

Ilatighlei: Ay,s moat likely, 

Ehr ihey are noble sufferers. I marvel how 
They would have looked, had they been victorsj that 
With such a constant nobleness' enforce, 
A freedom out of bondage, making [of] misery 
Their mirth, and [of] afiUction [but] a toy 
To jest at. 

Gaoler. Do they so? 

BniiflWcr. It seems to me. 

They've no more sense of thoir captivity, 
Than I of mlh^ Athens. They eal well, 
Look merrily, discourse of many thii^, 
But nolhii^ of their own straits* and disaster ; 
Yet. sometimes, a divided sigh, martyred, 
As 'twere in the deliverance, wUl break 
From one of Ihem ; when t' other, presently, 
Gives it so sweets rebuke, that I could wish 

A Eigher to be comforted. 

Wooa; I ne'er saw 'em. 

Gonler. The duke himself comes private* in the 
And so did Ihey ; |but] what the reason of it, [night, 
! k!iow not. — Lool! [you] yonder [where] they arc ! 
That's Arcite [that] looks out. 

Enler Pal.ihon ond Arciie aiave, 

Da-aghler. No, sir, that's Palamon ; 

Arcite's the lower of the twain. You may 
Perceive a part of him. 

Goofer. Go to, — leave' pointing '. 

They'd not make us their object. Out oP sight. 

iMugMer. It ia a holiday to look on them ! 
Lord, Lord ! the difference of men.' {Exm^. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Palauob and Abcite, mjmson.s 

Pal. How do you, noble cousin ? 

Arc^ How do you, sir J 

Pal. Why, strong enough to laugh at misery, 

1 Grttj— Seward renda " erieT' and Mr. Knight follows 
him. Gtms, or j(r(«, means Blepe or scJra, end mtiy mean 
degrees. Either of these makes sense of the pasenge, whitJi 

2 PrBvionsedWDnsreaa'nfty," The sense of the speech 



ar cc^nee read^ ' 
■ " So eweW a rebuke." . 
° FrivsCeljr," in Kni^t and 



:h Mr. Knight prlnU as 



of P&lamon and Ardte hi the prison, t 
jeerving what passes in the giLrden w 
niiKes a double action wMch requires 
■ke secondary staja. See Olhello. Act i 



And bear the chance of w 



destiny have patiently 
Laid up my hour lo come. 

Oh, cousin Arrile, 
Where is Thebes now ! where ia our noble country i 
Where are our friends and kindred ? Never more 
Must we behold (hose comforts ; never [more] seo 
The hardy youths strive for the games of honor. 
Hung witli the painted tiivors of their ladies, 
like tall ships under sail ; then start amongst 'em. 
And, as an east wind, leave 'em all behind us 
Like lazy clouds, whilst Palamon and Arcite, 

ip the people's praises, win the garlands, ,. 
ly have lime to wish 'em ours. Oh, never 
Shall wo two enercise, like twins of honor. 
Our arms again, and feel our flery horses, 
Like proud seas under us ! Our good swords now, 
{Better the red-eyed god of -war ne'er wore) 
Kavished our sides, like age, must run to rust. 
And deck the temples of those gods that hate us. 
These hands shall never draw them out like lightnhig, 
To blast whole arsnles more '. 

Are. No, Palamon, 

These hopes are prisoners with us : here we are. 
And here the graces of our youths must wither, 
Like a too timely spring. Here ^e must find us, 
And, which is heaviest, Palamon luimarried. 
The sweet embraces of a loving wife. 
Laden with kisses, armed with thousand Cupids, 
Shall never clasp our necks ! no Issue know us ; 
No figures of ourselves shall we e'er see, 
To gfed our age, and lilie young eagles leach them 
Boldly to gaze against bright arms, and say, 
Remember what your fathers were, and conquer ! 
The fair-eyed m^ds shall weep our banishment. 
And, m their songs, curse ever-blinded Fortune, 
Till she for shame see what a wrong she has done 
To youth and nature. This is all our world ; 
We shall know nothing here, but one another; 
Hear nothii^ but the clock that tells onr woes : 
The vine shall grow, but we shall never see It ; 
immer shall come, and with her all delights, 
ut dead-cold winter must inhabit here '. 
Pal. 'Tis too true, Arcite r To our Theban hounds. 
That shook the agSd forest with theh' echoes, 
No more now must we halloo ; no more shake 
Our pointed javelins, whilst the angry swine 
Flies like a Parthian quiver fVom our rages, 
Struck with onr well-steeled darts ! All valiant uses 
(The food and nourishment of noble minds) 

"" perish ; we shall die, 
(Which is the curse of honor!) lazily,'" 
Children of grief and ignorance. 

Arc. Yet, cousin, 

Even from the bottom of these miseries, 
From all that fortune can Inflict upon us, 
I see two comforts rishig, two mere" blessings, 



io Mr. Kn^t. " Mere" is cortainlj 
e protrar word Is nea. which might 
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If lie goSs jJease in hold here ; — a brave patieiic^e. 
And the enjoying of our griefs together. 
Whilst Paioimon is with me, let mc perish 
If I think (his our prison. 

?"<■ Certainly, 

'Tis a main goodness, eousin, thil our fortunes 
Were twinned together : 'tis most true, two souls 
Put m two noble bodies, let them Buffer 
The gall of hazard, so they grow together, 
Will ne'er sink ; they must not say they could ji 
A willing man dies sleeping, and all's done. 

Arc Shall we maLc worthy uses of this place, 
Thai all men hate so much ) 

^i^- How, gentle cousin? 

Arc. Lei's tliiiik this prison holy sanctuary, 
To keep u»irom corruption of worse men ! 
We -^B yoong, and yet desire the ways of honor, 
That hberty and common coniersation. 
The poison of pure spirits, m^ht, like women, 
Woo us to WBinder from. What worthy blessing 
Can be, but our imaginations 

May make it ours? And liere being thus together. 
We are an endless mine to one another ; 
We are one another's wife, eter begetting [ance ; 
New births of lovfl ; we are father, friends, acqualnt- 
We are, in one another, families ; 
1 am year heir, and you aro mine ; this place 
Is our inheritance ; no hard oppressor 
Dare lake this from us ; here, with a little patience, 
We shall live long, and loving ; 



idof w 
How their 



■ hurt n< 









Were we at liberty, 
A wire might part us lawfully, or business ; 
tiuarrels consume us ; envy of ill men 
Crave* our acquaintance. I might sicken, c 
Where yoti should never know it, and so pe 
Without your noble hand to close mine eye: 
ih prayers to the gods : a thousand cdiancei 
Were we from hence, would sever us. 

Pol. You have 

(I thank yon. Cousin Arcite !) almost want 
With my captivity : iriial a misery 
It is to live abroad, and everywhere < 
'Tis like a beast, methinks 1 I find the couj 
I'm sure, a more content ; and all those pies 
That woo the wills of men to vanity, 
I see through now i and am sufficient [bold] 
To tell the world, 'tis but a gaudy shadow. 
Thai old Time, as he passes by, lakes with him. 
What had we been, old in the court of Creon, 
Whei-e sin is justice, lual and ignorance 
The virtues of the great ones ! Cousin Arcite, 
H^ not the loving gods found this place for us, 
We had died as they do, ill old men unwept, 
And had their epitaphs, the people's curses 1 
ShaU I say more ? 

Arc. I woidd hear you still. 

Pal. You shaU. 

Is there record of any two that loved 
Better than we do, Arcile ? 

1 ThiB line ia usually divided thus—" Oier must not ; 
the; could"— but the meamng is, the; muBl not udmi 
th^dseWeB chat they can sink. leaE they do ao. idnce m 
Bpaic is tn die sleeping, wilUsgly. 

s Crmt ia Oa word of the early copies. M. Mason i 



■c then 



01 think it possible our friendship 

Till our deaths it can not ; 
A and her Servant, in the garden helor. 



And after death our 

To those that love e 

Emi. This garden 

What flower is this? 



irits shall be led 
rnally- Speak on, sir 
IS a world of pleas uri 



Emi. That 
:o love hims, 

c. (abave). Pray, forward P 



Orw 



Pffif. 

Scru, They 
Emi. 

Serv, I think I should not, 
Emi, 
But take heed to your klndnes 

i. Men 



Yes. 

they all hard-hearted ! 
one so f^r. 

Thou wouldst not? 

That's a good wench ! 
s though ! 

Why, madam ? 



:, (above). Will you go forward, cousin ?» 
li. Canst not thou work such flowers in siJk, 
wench? 



;. Cousin 1 

[. Never 'tin now wa 
'.. Why, what's the i 



s a goddess, Arcite t 
■i. Of aU flowers, 

Methhiks a rose is best. 
Setu. Why, gentle madam ! 

Emi, It is the very emblem of a maid : 
For when the west wind courts her gentily. 
How modestly she blows, and paints the sun 
With her chaste blushes ! When the north 



Sometimes her modesty will blow so far 
She faUs for it : a maid, 
If she have any honor, would be loath 
To take example by her. 

End. Thou art want. 

Arc, She's wondrous fair ! 



Yet, good madam. 
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ACT II.— SCENE II. 



Eiai. And lake one wilh you! 

Serv. That's as we bargain, madam. 
Emi. Well ^ree' then. [ErH "^S Serr. 

~ i. What think you of this beauty? 



Pal. I 



'Tie a 



tbuta 



Arc, I cannot tellwTiat yon have done i Ihare! — 
Deehrew mine eyes for it I Now I feel my shackles. 
Pal. Yon lose h«r, then 1 



Pm. I 



t shall b. 



Pal. Yes ; hut you must not love her. 

Arc. I will not, as you do ; to worship her, 
As she is heaTonly, end a blessed goddess : 
1 love her as a. woman, to enjoy her ; 
So both may love. 

Pal, You shall not love at all. 

Arc. Not love at all ! who shall deny me ? 

Pal. I that first saw her ; I that took possession 
First, with mine eye, of all those beauties hi her 
Revealed [un]to mankind i If thou lovest her, 
Or entertainest a hope to blast my wishes. 
Thou art a traitor, Arcite, and a fellow 
False as thy title to her. Friendship, blood, 
■ id all the * • 



If tb 



^ethinl 



erl 



Yes, I love her i 
And if the lives of all my name lay on it, 
I must do so. I love her with my soul ! 
If that wiU lose you, fiirewell, Palamon ! 
I say ag^n, I love ; loving her, maintain 
1 am as worthy and as free a lover, 
And have as Just a title to her beauty, 
A s any Palamon, or any Hving, 



Let me deal coldly^ with you ! am not I [me 

Part of your blood, part of your sonlt you've told 
That I ivas Palamon, and you Arcite. 

Pai. Yes. 

Arc, Ami not liable to those alTeotions, [fer' 
Those joys, griefs, angers, fears, my friend shall suf- 

Pit!. You may be. 

Arc. Why then would you deal so cunnh^ly, 
So strai^oly, so unUke a noble kinsman. 
To love alone ) Speak truly ; do you tljnk me 
Unworthy of her sight ! 

Pal, No ; but unjust 

If thou pursue that sight- 
First sees the enemy, shall 1 stand still. 
And let mine honor down, and never chaise? 

Pal, Yes, if he be but one, 

I Or, " well am«i"-^at la, to take m we bargnin, 

• Coolly, cslmly, M a reasonbia being ; oritmay be,JoiiKji. 



And use thy freedom ! else, if thou putsuesl her, 
Be as that cursed man that hates his country, 
A branded villain ! 

Arc, You are mad. 

Pol. I must be. 

Till thou art worthy. Areite, it concerns me ; 
And, in this madness, if 1 hazard thee 
.\nd take thy life, I deal but truly. 

Arc. Fie, sir ! 

You play the child extremely. I will love her, 

And all this, justly. 

Pal. Oh, that now, that now, 

Thy&lse self, and thy friend, had but this fortune, 
To be one hour at liberty, and grasp 
Our good swords hiourhands! I'd quickly teach thee 
What 'twere to filch afiection from another! 
Thou'rt baser in it than a cutpurse ! But put 
Thy head but once out of this window more, 
And, as I have asoul, I'll n^ thy life to't ! 

Arc. Thou darest not, fool ; thou canst not ; Ihoa 
art feeble 1 
Put my head out ? I'll throw my body out. 
And leap the garden, when I see her neat. 

Enter Gaoler. 
And pitch^ between her arms, to anger thee. 

Pol. No more ; the keeper's coming : I shall live 
To knock thy brains out wiihmy shackles. 



Gaoln- 




ave, gentlemen. 










Now, ho 


nest keeper; 


Gaoler 


Lord Ar 


ite, you 






Arc. 


e I know n 


otyet. 




[duke 




Prince PaJamon.I n: 


stawhil 




Of your fah- cousin' 














[jEiitwftA Arcite 



Pal. And me loo, 

Evenwhen you please, of life ! — Why Is he sentfoi 
It may be, he shall marry her ; he's goodly ; 
And like enough the duke hath taken notice 
Both of his blood and body. But his falsehood ! 
Why should a friend be treacherous 1 If that 
Get him a wife so noble and so fair, 
Let honest men ne'er love again. Once more 
I would but see this fair one Blessed garden, [soi 
And fruit, and flowers more blessed, that slill bio 
As her bright eyes shine on ye ! 'Would I were, 
Vor all the fortune of my life hereafter, 
Yon little tree, yon blooming apricot ! 
How I would spread, and fling my wanton arms 
In at her whidow ! I would bring her fruit ! 
Fit for the gods to feed on. Youth and pleasure, 
Still, as she lasted, should be doubled on her ; 
And, if she be not heavenly, I would make her 
Senear the gods in nature, they should fear her ; 
And then I'm sure she'd love me. 






:e Perithous 
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Obtainetl im liberty ; but never more, 
Upon lus oath and life, mast be set foot 
Upon this Mngdom. 

Pal. He's a blessed man ) 

He Ehall see Thebes again, and call to arms 
The bold young men, that, when he bids them charge, 
Fall on like fire. Arcite shall have a fortune,! 
If he dare make himself a worthy lover. 
Yet in the field to strike a battle for her ; 
And if he loso her then, he's a cold coward : 
How bravely may he bear himself to ivin her, 
If he be noble Arcite, thousand 'ways ! 
Were I at liberty, I would do things 
Of such a virtuous greatness, that this lady. 
This blushmg virgin, should take manhood to her, 
And seek to ravish me. 

Gaoler, My lord, for you 

I have this charge too. 
Pal. To discharge my Ufe? 

Gaoler. No; but from this place to remove your 
The windows are too open. [lordship ; 

Pal. Devils take them, 

That are so envious to me ! Prithee kill me ! 
Gaoler, And liai^ for't afterward J 
Pai. By this good light, 

Had I a sword, I'd hill thee. 
Gaoler. Why, my lord? 

Pal. Thou brhigest such pelting scurvy news con- 
tinually. 
Thou art not worthy life ! I will not go. 
Gaoler, Indeed you must, my Jord. 
Pal. May I see the garden ! 

GaoUr, No. 

Pal. Then I'm resolved I will not go. 

GuDZsr. I must 

Constrain you then ! and, for you're dangerous, 
I'll clap more irons on you. 

Pal. Do, good keeper. 

And I will shalie 'em so, you shall riot sleep ; 
I'll make you a new morris ! Must 1 go ! 
Gaols-, There is no remedy. 
Pal, Farewell, kind window ! 

May rude wind never hurt thee ! Oh, my lady, 
If ever thon hast felt what sorrow was. 
Dream bow I sufier ! Come, now bury me. lExeimt. 

SCENE III. 



Arc. Banished the kingdom I 'Tis a benefit, 
A mercy I must thank them for ; but banished 
The free enjoying of that tiice I die for, 
Oh, 'twas a studied punishment, a death 
Beyond imagination I Such a vengeance, 
Ttat, were I old and wicked, all my sins 
Could never pluck upon me. Palamon, 
Thon hast the start now ; thou shalt stay and see 
Her bright eyes break each mommg 'gainst thy w 
And let in life unto thee ; thou shall feed [do 

Upon the sweetness of a noble beauty, 
That nature ne'er exceeded, nor ne'er shall. 
Good gods, what happiness has Falamon .' 
Twenty to one he '11 come to speak to her j 
And, if she be as gentle as she's fair, 
I know she's bis. He has a tongue will tame 



Tempests, and make tbe wUd roclis wanton. 
Come what can come, the worst is [only] dunti 
I will not leave this kingdom : 
I know my own is but a heap of ruhis. 
And no redress there J If I go, he has her. 
I am resolved : another shape shall make me, 
Or end my fortunes ; either way, I'm happy ; 
e her, and be near her, or no more. 



1 Coon. My masters, I'll be there, that's certain. 

2 Coun. And I'll be there. 

3 Conn. And I. 

4 Coun. Why then, have with ye, boys ! 'tis but s 

chiding ; 
et the plough play to-day ! Ill licHe't out 
Of the jades' tails to-morrow ! 

'o have my wife asjealons as a turkey; 

lut that's all one ; I'll go through, let her mumble. 

3 Coun. Do we all hold against the maying !» 

4 Coun. Hold I what should ail us ? 

3 Coun. Areas will be there. 

2 Coun. And Sennois, 

And Bycas; and three belter lads ne'er danced 
Under green tree. Ye know what wenches. Ha ! 
But will the dainty doaiine, the schoolmaster. 
Keep touch, do yon think ? for he does all, ye know. 

3 Coun. He'll eat a hornbook, ere he fail : Go to ! 
The matter is too far driven between 

Him and the tanner's daughter, to let slip now ; 
And she must see the duke, and she must dance too. 

i Coun. Shall we be lusty ? 

3 Coun. All the boys ui Athens, 

Blow wind i'the breech on us ! ... 
(Sings)— And here I'll be 





And there I'll b 


,_ 




For our to 


"°And 


here aRain 








And there again 






la, boys 


Heigh 


or the we 






1 Coun 


Thism 


St be done 




4 Coun. 






Oh, 




S Coun. 






thing of 1 




miere hi 




.m edify the duke 




Host par 


onslym 


urbehalfs 


he's excellent 




Is. Bri 


J him to the plains, 




His learning make 














We'll eeo 


th» 


Then every man to 


his tackle 


and. 





lebyanym 
Before the ladios see us ; and do't sweetly. 
And God knows what may come on't ! 

4 Coun. Content : 

The sports once ended, we'll perform. Away, boys ; 
And hold ! 

Arc, By your loaves, honest fiiends ! I pray you, 
Whither go you 1 

4 Coun. Whither ? why, what a question's that '. 



s When we optn Eeauinnntand Fletchi 
aonter groaaneBaea entirely of a different 
'Mch occur In Shakapeare. They are tlii 
ihoDghts, sot the Kcijdental reflection o 
They (uemeBnttobecorniDting, We ha 
conceived in tins spirit, and we omit thei 
■'— No one hBS tliuughl that these co 
m by ShakepoBre. 
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Arc. Tts, 'lis a gupstion, 
To me, that know not. 

3 Coun, To the games, my friend. 

S Coun. Where were you bred, you know it not ! 

Arc. Nolfar, sir. 

Are there such games to-day! 

1 Coun. Yes, marry are (here ; 

And EUch as you ne'er saw ; the duke himself 
Will be in person there. 

Are. What pastimes are they) 

3 Coun. Wrestling and running. 'Tis a pretty fel- 

3 Coun. Thonwiltnot go along) 

Arc. Not, yet, sir. 

4 Coun. Well, sir, 
Take your own time. Come, boys ! 

1 Coun. My mind misgives me. 

This fellow hath a vengeanie trick o' the hip ; 
Marh, how bis body's made for't 1 

a Coun. I'll bfl hanged though 

If he dare venlnre ; hang him ; he, plum-poiTi%e ! 

He wrestle! Ha roast eggs. Come, let's be gone, 

lads '. lExeuiU Countrymen. 

Arc. This is en offered opportunity 
I durst not wish for. Well I could have wrestled ; 
The host men called it eicellent ; — and run,— 
Swifter the wind upon s field of com 
(Curling the wealthy ears) ne'er flow !' I'll venture. 
And in some poor disguise be there : who knows 
Whether my brows may not be ^rt with garlands. 
And happiness prefer me to a place 
Where I may ever dwell in sight of her ! [Exil. 

SCENE IV. 
Enter Gaoler's DiuoaTEH. 
Laugh. Why should I love this gentleman. 'Tis 
He never will affect me. I am base i [odds 

My father the mean keeper of his prison, 
And he a prince ; to marry him is hopeless, 
To be his whore is witless. Outupon 't ! 
What pushes are we wenches driven to. 
When Meea once has found us ) Fii^t, I saw him ; 
I, seeing, thoi^ht bo was a goodly man. 
He has as much to please a woman in him. 

These eyes yet looked on ; nest, I pitied him ; 

And so would any young wench, o'my conscience, 

That ever dreamed, or vowed her maidenhead 

To a young handsome man ! then, I laved Mm, 

EKtremely loved him, infinitely loved him ! 

And yet he iiad a cousin, fair as he too ; 

But in my heart was PaJamon, and there, 

Lord what a coil he keeps ! [Only] to hear him 

Sing in an evening, what a heaven it is I 

And yet his songs are sad ones. Fairer spoken 

t The ordinary reading is : — 

Swifter Ihe wind npon a field of com 

{Curling the weoM&j ears) ne'er flew." 

The original baa Ihaa, which has liean Entered to Ilit. By 

cbai^ii^ at'ir m a'tr we dbUmi a tjetlar cODBErucHon * 

* juid wi^ Mr. Knight's permlB^on, 1 tiave ventured to tb- 



Wbs never gentleman : when I come iu. 

To bring hun water in a morning, iirst 

He bows his noble body, then salutes me : 

" Fair gentle maid, good morrow ! may thy goodness 

Get thee a happy husband !"— Once he kissed me ; 

I loved my lips the better ten days after; 

'Would he would do so everyday '. He grieves much, 

And me as much to see his misery: 

What should 1 do to make him know I love him ! 

For I wotdd fain enjoy him ; say I ventured 

To set him free! what says the law then ! 

Thus much for law, or kindred I I will do it, 

And this night or to-taotrow. He shall love me ! 

[&a. 
'JE V. — A ahorl fiouriah of comets, and skouta 



Eraer Theseus, Hipjolyta, Pekithous, EiuiiiA, 
nnd Abcite, idth a garland, ^c. 

Thes. You have done worthily. I liave not seen, 
Since Hercules, a man of tougher sinews : 
Whate'er you are, you run the best and wrestle, 
That these times can allow. 

Arc. I am proud to please you. 

Tkt3. What country bred you ? 

Arc. This ; but far ofF, prince. 

Thea. Are you a gentleman ! 

Arc. My father said so ; 

And to those gentle uses gave me life. 

Thes. Are yon his heir! 

Arc. His youngest, sir. 

Thea, Your father 

Siu'e is a happy sire then. What prove you ? 

Arc. A little of all noble quaUties ; 
I could have kept a hawk, and well have halloo'd 
To a deep cry of dogs. I dare not praise 
My feat in horsemanship, yet Ihey that knew me 
Would say it was my best piece ; last, and greatest, 
I would be thought a soldier. 

Thea. You are perfect. 

Per. Upon my soul, a proper man '. 

Emi. He is so. 

Per. How do you like him, lady ! 

Hip, I admire him : 

I have not seen so young a man so noble 
(If he say true) of his sort. 

Evti. Believe [mes] 

His mother was a wondrous handsome woman ! 
His face, methinks, goes thai way. 

Hip. But his body, 

And fiery mind, illustrate a brave father. 

Per. Mark how his virtue, like a hidden sun. 
Breaks Ihroi^h his baser garments. 

Hip. He's weU got, sure 

Thes. What made you seeJt this place, sh'! 

Arc. Noble Theseus, 

To purchase narne, and do my ablest service 
To such a well-found wonder as thy worth ; 
For only in thy court, of all the world, 
Dwells foir-eyed Honor. 

Per. All his words are worthy. 

Thes, Sir, we are much indebted to yom travel, 



me," as equafiy noci 
"Ifis face goes fiiatwt 
he has a i^ninine aepi 



lea ^Mply s&y, " 
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WhaH 



!, you're m 



Thanks, Theseus i- 
ine, and I shull give } 



This bright young virgin ; pmy < 

You've honored h« ftir bitlhday with your virtues, 

4nd, H5 your due, you're hers ; kiss her fair hand, sir 

Arc. Sir, you're a noble giver, — Dearest beauty, 
Thus let me seal my vowed faith ! When your ser 

(Your most unworthy creature) but offends you, 
Command him die, he shall. 

If you deserve well, sir, I shall soon see't t 
You're mine, and somewhat twtter than your rank 
I '11 use you. 

Per. I'll see you furnished : and because you say 
You are a horseman, I must needs entreat you 
This afternoon to ride ; hut 'lis a rough one. 

Arc. I like him better, prince ; I siiall not than 
Freeze in my saddle. 

Tte. Sweet, you must be ready ; 

And you, Emilia ; and you, friend ; and ail ; 
To-morrow, by the sun, to do observance 
To flowery May, in Dian's wood. Wait well, sir, 
Upon your mistress ! Emily, I hope 
He shall not go afeol. 

End. That were a shame, sir. 

While I have horses. Take your choice j and wha 
You want at any time, let me but know it : 
If you serve faithfully, 1 dare assure you 
You'll find a lovii^ mistress. 

ti my father ever hated, 



And tell to memory my death was noble, 
Dyii^ almost a martyr. That way he takes, 
1 purpose, is my way too ; sure, he can not 

I unmanly as to leave me here ! 

I do, miuds will not so easily 
Trust men again. And yet he has not thanlied me 
For what I've done ; no, not so much as kissed me ; 
ind that, methinks, is not so well ; nor scarcely 
Jould I persuade him to become a freeman. 
Ha made such scruples of the wrong he did 
To me and to my father. Yet, I hope, 
When he considers more, this love of mine 
Will talte more root within him ; let him do 
What he will with me, so he but use me kindly ! 
For use me so be shall, or I'll proclaim him. 
And to his face, no man. I'll presently 
Provide him necessaries, and pack my clothes Up, 
And where there is a path of ground I'll venture, 

e be with me ! By him, hke a shadow, 

ver dweU. Within iHs hour the hubbub 
Will be all o'er the prison. I am then 

ing the man tliey look for. Farewell, father ! 

many more such prisoners, and such daughters, 
And shortly you may keep yourself. Kow to him ! 
[ExU. 



Disgrai 



and blo'j 



Go, lead the way ; you've won it ; 
It shall be so : you shall receive ail dues 
Fit for the honor yon have won i 'twere wrong else. 
Sister, beshrew my heart, you have a servant. 
That if I were a woman, would be master ; 
But you are wise. [Flovrtak. 

Emi. I hope too wise for that, sir. [Exatnt. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter Gaoler's Daughteh. 

Dough. Let all the dukes and aH the devils roar, 

'crty! I've vi 

fe brought him 
A mile hence. I have sent him, where a cedar. 
Higher than all the test, spreads like a plane 
Fast hy a brook ; and there he shall keep close, 
Till I provide him files and food ; for yet 
His iron bracelets are not off. Oh, Love, 
What a stout-hearled child thou art ! My father 
Durst better have endured cold iron than done it. 
I love hitn beyond love, and beyond reason. 
Or wit or safety ! I have made him know it. 
t care not ; I am desperate, if the law 
Find uie, and then condemn me for't, some wenches 
Some honeat-hearled maids, will sing my dirge. 



1 aometbln^ quite obaci: 






Arc. The duke has lost Hippolyta ; each took 
. several land. Tliis is a solemn rite 
They owe bloomed May, and the Athenians pay il 
To the heart of ceremony. Oh, queen ! 
Emilia, fresher than [the] May, [and] sweeter 
Than her gold buttons on the bo^hs, or all 
Th' enamelled knacks o' the mead or garden I yea, 
We challenge, too, the bank of any nymph. 
That makes the stream seem flowers ; thou, oh jewel 
Of the wood, of the world, hast likewise blessed a 

With thy'sole presence. In thy rumination 
That I, poor man, might eftsoons come between. 
And chopi on some cold thought ! — Thrice blessed 

chance. 

To drop on such a mistress,— eipectation 
Most guiltless of 'I ! Tell me, oh, lady Fortune, 
(Next after Emily my sovereign), how far 
I may be jiroud. She takes strong note of me, 
Bath made me near her, and this beauteous mom 
(The prim'sl of all the year) presents me with 
A brace of horses ; two such steeds might well 
Be hy a pair of kings l)aoked, in a fleld 
"*tiat their crowns' titles tried. Alas, alas, 
)or cousin Palamon, poor priscsier I thou 
1 little dream'st upon my fortune, that 
Thou Ihinli'st thyself the happier thing, to be 
So near Emilia. Me,thou deem'sl at Thebes, 
And therein wretched, although free ; but if 






Why B cold tbougH i" 









pace and blows, 
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ACT III.— SCENE II. 



Thou kaew'st my miBtress breathed on me, and that 
I eared her language, lived in her eye, oh, coz, 
What passion would enclose tiiee ! 



Thou shouldat perceive my passion. 



Of pi 



teoffm 



MBB S^S 



r of a sword. By all oaths in one, 
I, and the jiislloe of my love, -would make thee 
A confessed traitor ! Oh, thou most perfidious 
That ever gently looked ! The void'sl of honor 
That e'er bore gentle token 1 Falsest cousin 
That ever blood made kin ! Call'st thou her thine? 
I'll prove it in my ahackles, with these hands 
Void of appointment,' that ihou liest, and art 
A very thief in love, a chaffy lord, 
Not' worth the name of villain ! Had I a sword, 
And these house-clogs away — 

Arc. Dear cousin Palamon — 

Pal. Cosener Arcite, give me language such 
As tliDU hast showed me feat ! 

Are. Not finding, iu 

The circuit of my breast, any gross slufi" 
To form me like your blazon, hoJds me lo 
This genlleness of answer. 'Tjs your passion 
That thus mistakes ; the which, to you being enemy. 
Can not to me be kind. Honor and honesty 
I cherish, and depend on, howsoe'er 
You skip them in me ; and, with them, &h' coz, 
I'll maintain my proceedings. Pray be pleased 
To show in generous terms your griefs, since that 
your question's with your equal, who professes 
To clear his own way, with the mind and sword 
Ofa true gentleman. 

Pfl(. That thou durst, Arcite ! 

Arc. My coz, my coz, you have been well adver- 

How much I dare. You've seen me use my sword 
Against Ih' advice of tear. Sure, of another 
You would not hear me doubted, but your silence 
Should break out, thoi^b i' the sanctuary. 

pal. Sir, 

I've seen you move in such a place, which well 
Might justify your manhood ; you were called 
A good knight and a bold: bat the whole week's not 
If any day il rain t Their valiant temper [fair, 

Men lose, when they incline to treachery ; 
And then they fight like compelled bears,— would fly 
Were they not tied. 

Jj-c. Kinsman, you might as well 

Speak this, and act it in your glass, as to 
His ear, which now disdains you ! 

Pal. Come up to me 1 

Quit me of these cold gyves, give me a sword 
(Though it be rusty), and the charity 
Of one meal lend me ; coma before me then, 
A good sword in thy band, and do but say 
That Emily is thine, I will forgive 
The trespass thou hast done me, yea, my life. 
If then thou carry'li and, brave souls hi shades, 
That have died many, which will seek of me 
Some news from earth, Ihey shall get none but this. 
That thou art brave and noble. 



Bec( 









ur choici 



of the night, I will be here 
With wholesome viands ; these impedimi 
Will I file off; you shall have garments. 
Perfumes to kill the smell o' the prison ; 
When you shall stretch youri 
I am in plight !' there shall 
Both sword and armor. 

Pal, Oh, you heavens, dare any 

So noble, bear a guilty business ) None 
But only Arcite ; therefore none but Arcite, 
In this kind, is so bold. 
Arc. Sweet Palamon — 

Pid. I do embrace you, and your offer; for 
Your offer do't ; ay, only, sir ; your person, 
Without hypocrisy, I may not wish 
More than my sword's edge on't. 

[ IVhtd horns of cornels. 

Enter your musit,' lest this match between us 
Be crossed ere met. Give me your hand ; farewell ) 
I'll bring you every needful thuig ; I pray you 
Take comfort, and be strong ! 

Pal. Pray hold your promise 

And do the deed with a bent brow '. most certain 

This oil out of your language : by this air, 

coidd for each word give a cuff ! my stomach 
Not reconciled by reason. 

Plainly spoken I 
Yet pardon me hard language : when I spur 
My horse, I chide hun not } content and anger 

[ IVind horns. 
one face. Hark, sir ! they call 
1 the banquet ; you must guess 

Sir, your attendance 
heaven j and I know your office 
Unjustly is achieved. 

I am persuaded ; this question, sick between us. 

By bleeding must be cured. I am a suitor, 

That, to your sword, you will bequeath this plea. 

And talk of it no mora. 
Pal. But this one word ; 

You are going now lo gaze upon my mistress ; 

For, note you, mine she is — 
Ai-c. Nay, then — 

Pal. Nay, pray you '. — 

You talk of feeding mo to breed me strength ; 

You are going now to look upon a sun 

That Blrengthens what it looks on ; there jou have 

A vantage o'er me ; but enjoy it till 

1 may enforce my remedy. Farewell ! lEieim! 

SCENE II. 

Enter Gaoler's DAUoHTEa. 

Davgh. He has mistook the brake»Imeam; is gone 

After his fancy. 'Tis now well-nigh morning; 

a Tlie orieinal tflfl, "enter jour music." Seward roods 

4 Tlie or^al haa ieoAe. IrLJtssoii 



as previoualy enid i— 



is probaWy Uie proper 
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Ko matter ! Would it were perpetual night, 
AnddarkneEslordo' the world! — Hark! 'tis a wolf; 
In me hath grief slain fear, and, but for one thing, 
I cure for nothing ; and that's Palamon. 
I reek not if the wolves would jaw me, so 
He had this file. What if I haUnoed for him ? 
I can not halloo : if I whooped, what then! 
If he not answered, I should call a wolf, 
And do him Irat that service. I have heard [be 

Strange howls this Eve-long night ; why may't not 
They have made prey of him ! He has no weapons ; 
He cannot run ; the jingling of his gyves 
M^ht call fell things to listen, who have in them 
A sense to know it man unarmed, and can 
Smell where resistance is. I'll set it down 
He's torn to pieces ; they howled many together, 
And then they fed on him ; so much for that ! 
Be bald to ring the bell ; how stand I then ! 
All's chared' when he is gone. No, no, I lie ; 
My father's to be hanged for his escape ; 
Myself to beg, if I prized life so much 
As to deny my act ; but that 1 would not, 
Should I try death by dozens ! — I am moped : 
Food took I none these two days ; only sipped 
Some water. Two nights have not closed mhie eyes. 
Save when my lids scoweredoif their" ' 



!, my hi 






Lest I should drown, or stab, or hang myself. 

Oh, state of nature, fell together in me, laovil 

Since thy best props are warped ! — So ! which way 

The tfflst way is' (he next way to a grave ; 

Each errant step beside is torment, lo ! 

The moon is down, the crickets chirp, the screech-owl 

Calls in the dawn I All offices are done, 

Save what I fliil in : but the point is this, 

An end, and that is all ! lExit. 



SCENE III. 
^nler Arcite, ivilh meal, iiin 
I shouid be near tho place. 



i,andJUa. 
Ho, Cousin Pala- 



ETiler Palakob, 



Pal. J 



Arc. The same : I've brought you food and files. 
Come forth, and fear not ; here's no Theseus. 

Pol. Nor none so honest, Arcite. 

Arc. That's no matter ; 

We'll ai^e that hereafter. Come, take courage ; 
You shall not die thus beastly ; here, sir, drink ! 
1 know you're faint; then I'll talk further with you. 

Pal. Arcite, thou might'st now poison me. 

Arc. I might ; 

But I must fear you first. Sit down ; and, good now. 
No mote of these vain parleys ! Let us not, 
Having our ancient reputation with us, 
Mate talk for fools and cowards. To your health ! 



(. Do— 






•Why not "all's deal 
" 1 lie i mf fatWs to be 



No mention of this woman! 


'Twill disturb us 




Wc shall have lime enough. 






Pal, Well, sir, I'll pledge 


you. 


Arc. Drink a good hearty 


raught 1 it breeds 


good 


blood, man. 






Do not you feel it thaw you ! 






Pal. 


Stay; I'll teU you 




After a draught or two more 


Spare it not ; 




The duke has more. Eat no 






Pol. 
Arc. 


Yes. 

I am glad 




Yon have so good a stomacl 






Pal. 


I am gladder 




I have so good meal to't. 






Are. Is 


not mad lodging 




Here, in the wild wood, cous 






Pal. 


Yes, for them 




That have wild consciences. 






Arc. How tastes your Vict 


als! 


Tour hunger needs no sauce, 


I see. 




Pol. 


Not much: 




But if it did, yours is too lar 






What is this? 






Arc. Venison. 







Pol. Bhelovedablaok-hairedman. 
Arc. She did so : well, si 

Pol. And I have heard some call him Arcite ; and 
Out with it, Cdth ! 



Pol. 



Sbei 






What did she there, ooz ? Play o' the virginals ? 

Arc. Something she did, sir. 

Pal. Made her groan a month for't ; 

Or two, or three, or ten. 

Arc. The marshal's sister 

Had her share too, as I remember, cousin. 
Else there be tales abroad ; you'll ple%e her ? 



Pal. 



Yes. 



Arc. A pretty brown wcnnh 'tis ! There v 

When young men went a-hunting, and a wood. 
And a broad beech; and thereby hangs a tale. — 
He^h-ho ! [Stgftj. 

Pal. For Emily, upon my life I Fool, 
A way with, this strained mirth ! I say again, 
That sigh was breathed for Emily ; base cousin, 
Darest thou break first ? 

Arc. You're wide. [honest '. 

Pal, By Heaven and earth, there's nolhii^ in thee 

Arc. Then I'll leave youi 
You are a beast now, 

Pol, As Ihoa mak'st me, traitor. 

Arc. There's all things needful; files, and shirts 
and perfumes ; 
I'll come again some two hours hence, and bring 
That that shall quiet all. 

Pal. A sword and armor ? 

Arc. Fearme not, you are now too foul: farewell! 
Get off your trinkets ; you shall want nai^ht. 

Pol. Sirrah— 

Arc. I'll hear no more ! [Exit. 

Pal. If he keep touch, he dies for't ! lExO. ' 
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ACT in.— SCENE V. 



Enter Gnolcr' 






Saugh, I'm very cold, and all the starsareout loo, 
The ]ittla stars, and all that look like aglets : 
The sua has seen my folly. Palamon ! 
Alas, noj he's in heaven !— Where am I now ?— 
Yonder's the sea, and there's a ship ; how't tiimhlea \ 
And there's a roefc lies watchh^ under water ; 
Now, now, it beats upon it ! now, now, now ! 
There's a leak sprung, a, sound one ; how they cry ! 
Upon her before the wind,' you'll lose all else ! 
Op with a course or two, and lack about, boys ! 
Good night, good night; you're gonel — I'm very 

Would 1 could find a fine frog ! he would tcU me 
News from all parts o' the world ; then would I make 
A carrack of a cockle-shell, and sail 
By east and northeast to the king of pigmies, 
For he tells fortunes rarely. Now my father, 
Twenty to one, is trussed up in a triee 
To-morrow morning ; I'll say never a word, 
SOHG. 



Ger. Fie, fia I 
What tediosity and disensanity 
Is here among ye ! Have my rudiment! 
Been labored so long with ye, milked unto' ye, 
And, by a figure, oven the very plum-btoth 
And marrow of my understanding laid upon ye. 
And do ye still cry "where," and "how," and" whara- 

Ye most coarse frieze capacities, yejajw' judgments, 
Have I said " thus let he," and " there let he," 
And " then let be," and no man understand me 1 



1 So the original. The 
herbefototiie 






Ijefbro the winfl/' la joet oa libely to bo tbf 

aympsonreoomineddfl, ''Upwithlier'fore the 

id;" and Mr. Theobald, "Spoor liorl)cftiro,"&c. The 

ice Is with the reader. 

The ii]ghtinc;e]e ia fabled to Bing most Eweelly when 1 

aceordli^to Ni 






r in the< 
length of Bd( irtth a due tt 



iance. Hi8 



The originfll boa jave, Seward reade shave. 
in e?:p]^ jave, — aud aleatte, the ele&Te of siLk 
: — I — y^ subflljtate j^a^je,— belon^g tt 



For why ? here stand I ; here the duke comes ; tljere 

are you. 

Close in the thicket ; the duke appears, I meet him, 
And tmto him I utter learned things. 
And many figures ; he hears, and nods, and hums, 
And then cries " rare I" and I go forward ; at length 

fling my cap up ; mark there ! then do you, 

IS once did Meleager and the boar, 
Break comely out before him, like true lovers , 
Cast yourselves in a. body decently, 
nd sweetly, by a figure, trace, and turn, boys ! 

1 Conn. Andsweetly we will doit, MasterGerrold, 
a Coun. Draw up the company. Where's the ta- 

3 Coun. Why, Timothy ! 

Tab. Here, my mad boys ; have at ye ! 

Ger. But, I say, where'a the women ! 

4 Coun. Here's Friz and Maudlin 

2 Coun. And litdo Luce, with the while legs, and 

, bouncmg Barbary. 
I Court. And freckled Nell, that never failed har 

Ger. Where be your ribands, maids? Swim with 
your bodies. 
And carry it sweetly, and dellverly f 
\nd now and then a favor, and a frisk l 
Nell. Letusaionojsir. 
G&: Where's the rest o' the music I 

3 Coun. Dispersed as you commanded. 

Ger. Couple then,' 

And see what's wantmg. Whore's the Bavian ? 
My friend, carry your ImI without offence 
Or scandal to the ladies ; and be sure 
You tumble with audacity, and manhood ! 
And when you bark, do it with judgment. 

" u. Yes, sir. 



Gtr, We hue, 
As learned authors utter, washed a tile ; 
We have been /otous, and labored vainly. 

2 Coun. This is that scomM piece, that scurvy 

hildmg. 
That gave her promise she would faithfully 
Be here, the sempsler's daughter, Cicely ! 
The neil glomes that I give her shall be dog's sliin! ' 
Nay, an she feil me once — You can tell, Areas, 
She swore, by wine and bread, she would not brealc. 

Ger. An eel and woman, 
A learned poet says, unless by the tail 
AndwiththylBBththoH hold, will either' ftiil. 
In manners ;— this was Mse position. 

1 Coun. A firo ill^ take her ! does she flinch now ? 

3 Coun. What 
Shall we determme, sh-! 

Ger. Nothing ; 

Our business is become a nulUty. 
Yea, and a woful, and a piteous nullity ! [it, 

4 Conn. Now, when the credi! of our town lay on 



might read, " ( 



., speak what you 



buffoon, a jopt . 

• Theoriinalia"]"abo." ThlHrnnylie onlyamleprint for e 
" Aate,"— " Ye have judgments," spoken itonionlly. 1 i 
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Now to bo frfunpal ! Now lo wet the nettle ;' 
Go thy ways: I'U remember Ihee, I'll fit thee ( 
Enter Gaoler's Dauchteh. 
Dangh. Tie Oeorf 



And there 



th brave gallants 



And het bells were cut away. 

3 Coun. There is a dainty mad woman, master, 
Comes i' the nick ; as mad as n March hare ! 
If we can get her dance, we're made again : 
I warrant her, sho'll do the rarest gambols ! ' 

1 Coan. A mad woman ? We are made, boys ! 

Ger, And are you mad, good woman! 

Bough. I would be sorry else ; 

Give me your hand. 

Ger. Why? 

Bmigk. I can tell your fortune ; 

You are a foo!. TeU ten : I've pozed him. Buz ! 
Friend, you must eat no white bread ; if you do. 
Your teeth will bleed estiemeJy. Sliall we dance, ho? 
I know you ; yon're a tinier : sirrah tinker. 
Stop no more holes, but what you should '.^ 

Ger, JM boni ! A tinker, damsel ? 

Dough. Or a conjiffer: 

Raise me a devil now, and let him play 
Qtdpassoj o' the bells and bonea f 

Ger. Go, take her. 

And fluently persaade her to a peace. 
AlquB opm, exegi, quod nee Java ira, nee ignil — 
Strike up, and lead her in ! 

S Cotai. Come, lass, let's trip it ! 

Daugh. I'll lead. [ Wmd harm. 

3 Coun. Do, do. 

Ger. Persuflsbely, and cunningly ; away, boys ! 

[Exeunl all biil Gsrbold. 
I hear the horns; give me some meditation. 
And mark your cue. Pallas inspire me ! 



Thes. This way the slag took. 

Go-, Stay, ajid edify ! 

1 1 have Altered t BiDgle word in this sentence, whete to 
avoid a vnlgarlsDi, Mr. Knight omita it itltogether. 
a i la omln^d In the origmoL Weber reads vie. 

ipecchEB of a mud woman, the auQiortairaeelt being seldoni 

^a be fonnd ' -•--=. 

inclined to iMnt 

Ehould be dlstribnted in parts amonj^ 
iona i and would read the passage thuo . — 
Doug*. I oBfl tell your fortune :— 



Thes. What have we here ? 

Per. Some country-sport, upon my life, sir. 

Thes. Well, sir, go forward : we will edify. 
Ladies, sit down ! we'll stay it. 

Ger, Thou dongiity *ike, all hail ! all hail, sweet 
ladies ! 

Thes. This is a cold be^nu^. 

Gtr, If you but favor, our country pastime made is 
We are a tew ol those collected here, 
That ruder tongues distinguish villager ; 
And to say verity, and not lo fable, 
We are a merry rout, or else a rabble, 
Or company, or by a %iire, chorus, 
Tliat 'fore thy dignity will dance a morris. 
And I that am the rectifier of all, 
By title Pedagogus, that let fall 
The birch upon the breeches of the small ones, 
And humble with a ferula the tall ones, 
Do here present tliis macliine, or this frame : 
And, dainty duke, whoso doughty dismal fame 
From Dis to Dedalns, fhim post to pillar, 
Is blown abroad : help me, thy poor well- wilier. 
And witlTChy twinkling eyes, look r^ht and stra^ht 
Upon this mighty moir ; — of miokls weight, 

Mmes in, which, being glued together, 
Maltes wwirriJ, and the cause that wc came hither, 
The body of our sport, of no small study, 

appear, though rude, and raw, and muddy. 
To speak before thy noble grace, this tenor ; 
' whose great feet I ofler up my penner.' 
The neit, the lord of May, and lady bright. 
The chambermaid, and servingman by night. 
That seek out silent hanging : then, mine host, 
And his fat spouse, thai welcome to their* cost 
The galled traveller, and with a beclt'ning 
Inform the tapsler to inflame the reck'ning : 
Then the beast-eating down, and next the foo!. 
The Bavian, with long tail, and eke long tool; 
Cummuflis alUa, that make a dance : — 
Say " ay," and all shall presently advance. 

Thes. Ay, ay, by any means, dear domine ! 

Per. Produce. 

Ger. Mratefilii! Come forth, and foot it. 

Enter Countrymen, ^c. They diaice. 
Ladies, if we have been merry. 
And have pleased ye with aderry. 
And a derry, and a down, 
Say the schoolmaster's no clown, 
Duke, if we have pleased thee too. 
And have done as good boys should do. 

For a Maypole, and again. 
Ere another year ran out, 
We'll make thee laugh, and all this rout. 
Thes. Take twenty, domine. — How does my sweei- 

Wp. Kever so pleased, sir. 
Eiai, 'Twas an excellent dance ; 

And, for a prefase, I never heard a better. 
Thes. Schoolmaster, I thank you. One see them 
all rewarded. 

t Pamtr—ctse for holding pens. 



The galled traveller," (U. 
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Per. And h 



wilhfll. 



Thea. Now 
Ger. May the slag ^au huncest stand long, 
And thy dogs be swifl tuid strong ! 
May they kill him without Ictls, 
And the ladies eal's dowscla ! 
Come, we're all made ! [Wind bona. 

DU Dcffsus omnia ! 
Ye have danced rnjely, wenches. \_Exsttnt. 

SCENE vr. 

E-nler Paiahoh from the buah. 
Pal. About this hour my cousin gave his faith 
To visit mo again, snd with him bring 
Two swords, and two good armors ; if he fail, 
He's neither man, nor soldier. When he left me, 
I did not think a week could have restored 
My lost strength to me ; I was grown so low [cite, 
And crest-fallen with my wants. I thank thee, Ar- 
Thoii'rl yet a feir foe ; and I feci myself, 
With this refreshing, able once again 
To ont.dure' danger. To delay it longor [ing. 

Would make the world think, when it comes to hear- 
That I lay fatting, like s swino, to fight, 
And not a soldier : therefore, this blessed morning 
Shall be the last ; and that sword he refuses, 
If it but hold, I kill him with: 'tis justice: 
So, Love and Fortune for me I Oh, good morrow 1 



Enler Ahoite, Tiiiih oi 






Arc. Good morrow, noble kinsman ! 

Fat. I have put you 

To too much pains, sir. 

Arc. That too much, fiur cousin, 
Is but a debt to honor, and my duty. [you 

Pat. 'Would you were so in aU, sir ! I could wish 
As kind a khisman, as you force me find 
A beneficial foe ; that my embraces 
Might thauk you, not my blows. 

Arc. I shall think either, 

Well done, a noble recompense. 

Pal. Then I shall quit you. 

Arc. Defy me in these fair terms, and you show 



And both upon our guards, then let our fury. 



Likem 



tingoi 



tides, R 



ongly fri 



And then to whom the birthright of ihis beauty 
Truly pertains (without upbraidu^s, scorns, 
Despisinga of our persons, and such poutinga. 
Fitter for girls and schoolboys) will bs seen, [sir ? 
And quickly, yours or mine, Will't pleasfl yoa arm, 
Or, if you feel yourself not fitting yet, [In, 

And fumiBhsds with your old strength, I'll stay, cous- 
And every day discourse you into health, 
As I am spared. Your person I am friends with. 
And I could wish I had not said I loved her, 
Though I had died ; but, loving such a lady. 
And justifyii^ ray love, I must not fiy ftom't. 

Pal. Arcite, Ihou art so brave an enemy, 
That no man but thy coushi's fit to kill thee : 
I'm well, and lusty ; choose your arms t 
1 Hera I should oertaiiilyprcfer to read, "oii(*ir<," 
Q Should we not rather read, "uutumiBhed" for "and 



ill all, or dost thou di 
If you think so, coc 



Pal. Then, as I am an honest man, an 
With all the justice of affection, 
I'll pay thee soundly ! This I'll take. 



I'll buokle't close. 
By anys means. 

You care not for a grand-guard H 
No, no ; we'll use no horses. I perceive 
Duld fain be at that fight. 

I'm indifiercnl. 
Faith, so am I. Good cousin, thrust the buckle 
[h, far enough .' 

My casque now ! 
Will you fight bare-armed ? 

We shall be the nimbler, 
your gauntlets though : thus 






:, good . 



[the I 



Thank you 
) I lock ? am I fallen much away 1 
Faith, very little ; Love has used you kindly. 
I'll warrant thee I'll strike home. 

Do, and spare not ' 

Pal. Now to you, sir ! 

Methinks this armor's very like that, Arcite, 
Thou wor'st that day the three kmgs fell, hut lighter. 

Arc. That was a very good one ; 'and that day, 

well remember, you outdid me, cousin ; 

never saw such valor when you charged 
Upon the left wing of the enemy ; 
' spurred hard to come up, and, under me, 

had a r^ht good horse. 

Pal. You had, indeed; 

A br%ht-bay, I remember. 

Arc. Yes. But all 

Vas vainly labored in me ; you outwent me, 
For could my wishes reach you ; yet a little 

Pal. More by virtue ; 

'ou're modest, cousin. 

Break from the troop. 

But still, before that, £ 
The lightning of your valor. Stay a little ! 
this piece too strait ? 



I &ant^fua^^— armor for equestriana. 
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Pal. I would have Q^lhiiiEhutllhee but my sword; 
A truise would be disc !nor. 

Arc. Now I'm perfect. 

Pal. Stand off, Uieii ! 

Arc. Take my sword I I hold it belter.' 

Pal. r thank you, no ; [you] keep't ; your life liea 
Fere's one, if it but hold ; I ask no more [oii'I : 

For all my hopes. My cause and honor guard me ! 
1 They bate several vays j then aduance and aland. 



:. Andm 



,mylo 



! aught d 



isay? 



Pa;. This only, and 
And that blood we dedre to shed is mutual ; [son, 
In me, thine, and in th:e mine : my sword 
Is in my hand, and If tbau killest me 
The gods and I forgive thee ! If there be 
A place prepared for those that sleep in honor, 
I wish his weary soul lliat falls may win it I 
Fight bravely, cousin ; give me thy noblo hand ! 

Arc. Hefe,Palamon! This hand shall never more 
■Come near thee witii such friendship. 

Pa!, I commend thee. 

Arc. IflfaJl, curse me, and say I was a coward; 
■For none but such dare die in these just trials. 
Once more, farewell, my cousin ! 

Pal. Farewell, Arcite I [FigSf. 

[Horns ailhin ; they ttand. 

Arc. Lo, couan, lo ! our folly has undone us 1 

Pal. Why! 

Arc. This is the duke, a-hunting, as I told you; 
If we be found, we're wrBlched ! Oh, retire. 
For honor's sake and safety ; presently 
Into your bush again, sir ! We shall lind 
Ton many hours to die in. Gentle cousin. 
If you be seen you perish inslanlly. 
For breaking prison ; and I. if you reveal me. 
For my contempt : then all the world will scorn us. 
And sny ive had a noble difference. 
But base disposers of it. 

Pal. No, no, cousin ; 

I will no more be hidden, nor put off 
This great adventure to a second trial ! 
1 jcnow your cunning, aod I know your cause. 
He thai faints now, shame take him ! Put thyself 
Upon l^y present guard — 

Arc. You are not mad ? 

Pal. Or I will malte Ih' advantage of this hour 
Mine own ; and what to come shall threaten me, 
I fear less than my fortune. Know, weak cousin, 
I love Emilia ! and in that I'll bury 
Thee, and all crosses else 1 

Are, Then come what can come ;' 

Thou Shalt know, Palamon, I dare as well 
Die, as discoursej or sleep : only this fears mo. 
The law will have the honor of our ends. 
Have at Ihy life ! 

Pal. Look to tlune own well, Arcite ! . 

[Fight asain. Horns, 

Enier Theseus, HiproLVTA, Emiia., Pebithous, aiid 
Train. 
Thfs. What ignorant and mad malicious 
ire you, that, 'gainst the tenor of my lawi 



Ai-e making battle, thus, like knights appolnteu, 
Without my leave, and officers of arms f 
By Castor, both shall die ! 

Poi. Hold thy word, Theseus 

We're certainly both traitors, both despisers 
Of thee, and of thy goodness ; I am Palamon, 
That can not love thee ; — he that broke thy prison ; 
Think wellwhac that deserves!— and this is Arcite; 
bolder trait or never trod Ihy ground, 
felser ne'er seemed friend ; this is the man 
Was begged" and banished ; this is he contemns Ihea 
And wlrat thou darlstdo ; and, in disguise,* 
Against thy* known edict, follows thy sisfer, 
That fortunate bright' star, the fair Emilia, 
(Whose servant, if there be a right in seeing. 
And first bequealhii^ of the soul to, justly 
' im j> and, which is more, dares think her his ! 
lis treachery, like a most trusty lover, 
:alled him now lo answer. If thou be'eat, 
As thou art spoken, great and virtuous, 

decider of all injuries. 
Say, "F^htagain!" and thou Shalt seeme, Theseus, 
Do such a jwstiee, thou thyself wilt envy. 
Then take my life ! I'E woo thee to'l. 

Oh, Heaven, 
Whatm 



Tbes. 



I've SI 



Thy breath of mercy, Thesi 
thii^ as soon to die, as thee lo say il 
nd no more moved. Where lliia n 



Weae 



calls n 



Let me say thus much : if love' be treason. 
In service of so excellent a beauty, 
As I love most, and in that faith will perish ; 
As I have brought my life here to confirm it ; 
As I have served her truest, worthiest ; 
As I dare Mil this cousin, that denies it ; 
So let me bo most traitor, and you please me. 
For scorning thy edict, duke, ask Ihal lady 
Why she is air, and why her eyes command me 
Stay here to love her; and if she say " traitor," 
I am a villain lit to lie unburied. 

Pal, Thou ahalthave pity ofus both, oh, Theseus, 
If unlo neither thou show mercy ; stop. 
As thou art just, thy noble ear against us ; 
As thou art vahant, for thy cousin's soul. 
Whose twelve strong labors crown his memory, 
Let's die together at one instant, duke ! 
Only a little let him fall before me. 
That I may tell my soul he shall not have her. 

TAo. I grant your wish ; for, lo say true, your 

Has ten limes more offended ; — for I gave him 
More mercy than you found, sir ; your offences 
Beii^no more than his, None here speak for them. 
For, ere the sun set, both siiall sleep for ever. 
Hip. Alas, the pity I now or never, sister ; 
Speak, not lo be denied : that face of yours 

bear the curses else of after-ages. 
For these lost cousms ! 



mlltad ti. 






Mof PriD 



6 Acoorik^ to former oopie* 
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Emi, In my face, dear sister, 

I Bad no anger to them, nor no ruin ; 
The Jiusadventure of their own eyes itLIIs them : 
Yel, thai I will be woman, and have pity, 
My knees shall grow to the ground but I'll get mercy. 
Help me, dear sister ! in a deed . 






rsof al 



mwiilbi 



Must royal brother- 

Hip. Sir, by our tie of marriage — 

Emi: By your own spotless honor — 

Hip. By that fiilth. 

That fair hmd, and that honest heart you gave me — 

Emi. By that you would have pity in another, 
By your own virtues infinite — 

By al! the chaste n^hts I have ever pleased you — 
Thes, These are strange conjurings ! 

Per. Nay, Uion I'll in too I 

By all our friendship, sir; by all our dai^rs ; 
By all you love most, wars, — and this sweet lady — 

Emi. By that you wonld have trembled to deny, 
A blushing maid — 

Hip. Bj your own eyes ; by strength, 
In which you swore I went beyond all women. 
Almost all men, — and yet I yielded, Theseus — 

Per. To crown all this, by your most nohle sool, 
Which can not want due mercy ! I beg first. 

Hip. Neithear my prayers ! 

Emi. last, let me entreat, sir ! 

Per. For mercy ! 

Hip. Mercy ', 

Emi. Mercy on these princes ! 

Thes. Yon make my faith reel : say I felt 
Compassion to them both, how would you place it T 

Emi. Upon their lives ; but with their baidshments. 

Thes, You're a right woman, sister; you have 
But want the understanding where to use it. [pity, 
If you deare their lives, invent a way 
Safer than banishment ; can these two live, 
And have the. agony of love about them. 
And not kill one another? Everyday 
They'll %ht about you ; hourly bring your honor 
In public question with their swords ; be wise then, 
And here forget them ! it conceras your credit. 
And my oath equally : I have said, they die '. 
Better ihey fall by the law than one another. 
Bow not my honor. 

Emi. Oh, my noble brother. 

That oath was rashly made, and in your anger; 
Your reason will not hold it ; if such vows 
Stand for eipress will, all the world must perish. 
Beside, I have another oat!l 'gainst yours, 
Of more authority ; I'm sure more love ; 
Not made in paswon neither, but good heed. 

Thes. What is it, sister? 

Per. Urge it home, brave lady ! 

Emi. That you would ne'er deny me anything 
Fit for my modest suit, and your free granting : 
I tie you to your word bow ; if yon feil in't, 
Think how jou maim your honor ; 
(For now I'm set a-be^ng, sh', I'm deat 
To all but your compassion !) how theh' lives 
M%ht breed the ruin of my name's opinion !' 
Shall anything that loves me perish for me ! 
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That were a cruel wisdom I do men prune 

The straight young boughs that blush with thousand 

blossoms. 
Because they may be rotten! Oh, duke Theseus, 
The goodly mothers that have groaned for these, 
And all the longing maids that ever loved. 
If your vow stand, shall curse me and my beauty, 
And, hi their funeral songs for these two cousins. 
Despise my cruelty, and cry woe-worth me. 
Till I am nothing but the Bcom of women : 
For Heaven's sake save their lives, and banish them '. 
Thes, On what conditions ? 

Emi. Swear them never more 

To make me their contention, or to know me. 
To tread upon thy dukedom, and to be, 
Wherever they shall travel, ever strangers 
To one another. 

Pal. I'll be cut to pieces 

Before I take this oath I Forget I love her? 
Oh, all ye gods, despise me then ! Thy banishmenl 
I not misllke, so wo may fairly carry 
Our swords, and cause along ; else, never trifle 
But take our lives, dulte ! I must love, and will j 
And for that love, must and dare kill this cousin. 
On any piece the earth has ! 

Thes. Will you, Arcite, 

Take these conditions ? 

Pal, He's a villain then r 

Pit. These are men i 

Arc. No, never, duke ; 'tis worse to me than beg- 
To take my life so basely. Thoi^h I thhik [ghig, 
Inever shall enjoy her, jet I'll preserve 
The honor of affection, and, djhigs for her. 
Make death a devil ! 

Thes. What may be done ! for now I feel compas- 

Per, Let it not fall again, sir ! 

Tkei. Say, EmiUa, 

one of ihem were dead, as one must, are you 
Content to take the other to your husband ! 
They can not both enjoy you. They are prmccs 
As goodly as your own eyes, and as noble 

er Fame yet spoke of. Look upon them, 
And if you can love, end IhJs difference ! 
" give consent ! are you content, too, princes ! 

Bnth, With all our souls. 

Thes. He that she refuses 

Must die then. 

Both. Any death thou canst invent, duke, 

Fol. If I fall ftom that mouth, I fall with favor. 
And lovers yel unborn Bhall bless my ashes. 

Arc, If she refuse mo, yet my grave will wed me, 
And soldiers siag my epitaph. 

Thet. Make choice then '. 

Emi, I can not, sir ; they're both too eicellent : 
or me, a hair shall never fall of these men. 

Hip. What will become of them ? 

Tkes. Thus I ordain it: 

And, by mine honor, once again it stands. 
Or both shall die! — You shall both to your country: 
And each, within this month, accompanied 
With three fair knights, appear agdn hi this place, 
~ wMch I'll plant a pyramid: and whether,' 

[fore us that are here, can force his cousin 

1 All other editionHread, -and die for her"— the BTMnDW 

d sense, reao equally to require the allHraflon. 

J "When eiUior." which nught be abridged, and written 

as— "Whi'lter." 
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,e pillar, 



Howj 



r. I hope they're good. 

Itnd. They're honornble ; 

5od they'll prove, I know not. 



Yes; I 






Emi. 
Else bolt 

Come, shake hands ngain then 
And take heed, as you're gentlemen, this quarrel 
Sleep till thfl hour preliied, and hold your course ! 

Pol. We dare not faU ihee, Theseus. 

Thes. Come, I'll give ye 

Howl usage lilfe to princes, and to friends. 
When yc return, who wins, I'U settle here ; 
Who loses, yet I'll weep upon his bier. {Exeunt. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Gs.oi.er and a Friend. 

Gaoler. Hear you no more I Was nolliiiig said of 

Concerning the escape of Palamon? [me 

I Friend. Nothing that I heard ; 

For I came home hefore the business 
Was fully ended ; yel, I might pereeiva 
Ere I departed, a great likelihood 
Of both their pardons ; for Hippolyta, 
And fair-eyed Emily, upon their knees, 
Begged with such handsome pity, that the duke, 
Methought, stood staggering whether be should fol- 
His rash oath, or the sweet compassion [low 

Of thoBB two ladies ; and, to second them, 
That truly noble prince, Pcrithous — 
Half his own heart — set in too, thai I hope 
All shall be well ; neither heard I one question 
Of your name, or his 'scape. 

Enter Second Friend, 



Goodi 



[ne 



Gooler. They're welcome. 

3 Friend. Palamon has cleared you. 

And got your pardon, and discovered how 
And by whose means he 'scaped, which was your 

dan^ter's. 
Whose pardon is procured too ; and the prisoner 
(Not to ho held m^ratefhl to her goodnoss) 



Enter Wooer. 

I Friend. 'Twill be known 

IVoaer. Alas, sir, Where's your daughter 1 

GooJer. Why do you ask ' 

Woaer. Oh, sir, when did you see her I 

2FHend.- How he looks 

Gaoler. This morning. 

Wooer. WasshowclH was she in health, sir 
When' did she sleep! 

1 Friend, These are strange questions. 

Gaoler, I do not think she was very well ; for, nov 
You make me mind her, but this very day 
I asked her questions, and she answered me 
So far from what she was, so childishly. 
So sillily, as if she were a fool, 
An innocent ! — and I was very angry. 
But what of her, sir ? 

Wooer. tfothing but my pity ; 

But you must know it, and as good by me 
As hy another that less loves her. 

Oaokr. Well, sir! 

1 Friend. Not right? 

S Frimd. Not well ? 

Wooer. No, sir; not Weill 

Tis too true, she is mad. 

1 Fiiend. It can not be. 

Wooer, Believe, yoa'll find it so, 

Gaoler. I half suspected 

iVhat you have told me ; the gods comfort her ! 
!ithei this was her love to Palamon, 
Or fear of my miscarrying, on his 'scape, 
Or both. 

fTooer. 'Tis likely. 

Gaoler. But why all this haste, sir ? 

Wooer, I'll tell you quickly. As I late was ang- 
In the great lake that lies behind the palace, [ling 
li^om the far shore, Uiick set with leeds and sedges, 
As patiently I was attending sport, 
I heard a voice, a shrill one ; and, attentive, 
I gave my ear ; when I might well perceive 
'Twaa one that sung, and, by the smallness of it, 
A boy or woman. I then left my angle 
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large one, I'll assure you. 




Gaol, You'r 


a good man, 


nd ever bring good news. 




1 Frimd. How 
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Who made the s 
Had so encompassed it : I laid me down 
And listened to the words she sung ; for then, 
Throt^h a small glade cut by the fishermen, 
I saw it was your daughter. 

Gaoler, Pray go on, sir ! 

Wooer. She sung much, but no sense ; oolylbeard 
Repeat this often ; " Palamon is gone, [her 

Is gone to th' wood to gather mulberries ; 
I'E find him onl to morrow." 

1 Friend. Pretty soul ! 

Wooer, " His shackles will betray him, he'll bo 



might road wilhili 



u much propriety " 
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And whal shall I do Ihen ? I'll bring a bevy, 

A hundred black-eyed maids that love as I do, 

With ohaplets on their heads, of dafibdiUieE, 

With cherry lips, and cheeks of damask roses, 

And aU vie']} dance an anlic 'fore the dohe, 

And beg his pardon." Then she talked of you, sh-j 

That yon must lose your head to-morrow morning, 

And she must gather flowers to bury you, 

And see tho house made handsome ; then she sung- 

Nothing but " Willow, willow, willow ;" and between 

And " Palamon was a [all yonng man 1" The place 
Was knee-deep where she sat ; her careless tresses, 
A wrealh of bnlmsh rounded ; 'bout her stuck 
Thousand fresh water-flowers of several colors ; 
Thai she, methonght appeared like the fau- nymph 
That feeds the lake with waters, or as Iris 
Newly dropped down ftom heaven ! Rings she made 
Of rushes that grew by, and to 'em spoke 
The prettiest posies ; "Thus our true love's tied;" 
" This you may loose, not mo ;" and many a one ; 
And then she wept, and sung again, and sighed, 
And with the same breath smiled, and kissed her 

2 Friend. Alas, what pity 'tis ! 

Wooer. I made in to her ; 

She saw me, and stra^ht sought the flood. I saved 
And set her safe to land ; when, presently, [her. 
She slipped away, and to the city made, 
With such a cry, and swiftness, that, believe me. 
She left me fer behind her. Three, or four, 
I saw from far off cross her ; one of them 
I Imew to be your brother ; where she stayed, 
And fell, scarce to be got away. I left them with 
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lEH, Dahohtee, and Others, 
to tell you. Here they are 1 
ever more enjoy the liglii," iSlc. 



Broth. 

Sough, I can smg twenty mora. 

Sralh. I think you can 

Saugk. Tes, truly can I ; I can sing the Broom, 
And Bonny Robin. Are not you a tailor ? 

Sroth. Yea. 

Jiaiigh. Where's ray wedding-gown ? 

Brotk. I'll bring it lo-raoiTOW 

HaugJi. Do, very rearly ;' I must be abroad olso. 
To call the maids, and pay the minstrels ; 
For I must lose my maidenhead by codtlight; 
'Twill never thrive else. {S^ngs 

"Oh,fdr, oli,Bwoet"&c. 

Brotk. You must e'en lake it patiently. 
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Bangli. Good e'en, good me 
Of one young Palamon \ [hi 

Gaaler. Yes, wench, we know hi 

Sausk. Is't not a£ne young gentlemani 



Gaoler. Tis love ! 

Broth. By no means cross her ; she is then dis- 
Far worse than now she shows. [tempered 

1 Friend. Yes, he's a fine raan. 

Daugk. Oh, is he so ? You have a sister ? 

I Friend. Yes. 

Daugh. But she shall never have him ; tell her so j 
For a trick that I know, you had best look to her, 
For if she see him once, she's gone ; she's done, 
And undone in an hour. All the young maids 
Of our town are in love with him ; but 1 lai^h at 'em. 
And let 'em all alone ; is't not a wise course ! 

1 Friend. Yes.a 

Daiigh, They come from all parts of the dukedom 
I'll warrant you. [to htm ; 

Gaoler. She's lost, [she's] past all cure ! 

Broth. Heaven forbid, man ! 

DougA. Come hither ; you're a wise man. 

1 Friend, Does she know him ? 
3 Friend. No ; would she did ! 

Dangh, You're master of a ship ! 

Gaoler, Yes. 

Daugh. Where's your compass ? 

Gaoler. Here. 

Daugh. Set it to the north ; 

And now direct your course to the wood, where Pal- 
Lies longing for me ; for the tackling [amon 

Lot me alone ; come, weigh, my hearts, dieerly ! 

All, Owgh, owg;h, owgh ! 'lis up, the wind is fair, 
Top [with] the bowline ,- out with the mainsail ! 
Where is your whistle, master > 

Broth. Let's getherin. 

Gaoler. Up to the lop, hoy. 

Broth. Where's the pilot? 

Daugh. What kenn'st Ihou ? 

2 Friend. A fair wood. 
Daugh. Bear for it, master; Incli about ! 

[Sings. 
" When Cynthia with lier borrowoa lights" *e. 

lExeant. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Emilia, v.-ilk twopidvrii, 

Emi, Yet I niay bind those wouuds up, that must 

And bleed to death for my sake else ; 111 choose. 
And end their strife ; two such young handsome men 
Shall never fall for me : their weeping mothers. 
Following Ihe dead-cold ashes of their sons, 
Shall never curse my cruelty. Good Heaven, 
What a sweet face has Arcile ! If wise Naluie, 
With nil her best endowments, all those beauties 
le buths of noble bodies. 



Won 
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The coy denials of young maids, yet doubtiess 
She would run mad for this raan. What an eye ! 
Of what a Eery sparkle, and quick sweetness, 
Has this yoin^ prince ! Here Love himself sila 
Just such another wanton Ganymede [smiling. 

Set Jove afire, and [soon] enforced the god 
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Snatch up thH goodly boy, and set him by him 
A shining constellation ! What a brow, 
Of what a spacious mi^esly, he oairies ; 
Arched like (he great-eyed Juno's, but far swpeter 
Smoother than Pelops' shoulder .' Fame and Honor 
Methinhs, Irom hence, as trom a promontory 









To all the under-world, the loves and fight! 
Of gods and such men near 'ein. Palainon 
Is but his foil ; to him, a mete dull shadow ; 
He's swarth and meager, of an eye as heavy 
Ao if he'd lost his mother ; n still temper, 
No stirring hi him, no alacrity ; 
Of all this sprightly sharpness, not a smile. 
Yet these that we count errors, may become him ; 
Narcissus was a sod boy, but a heavenly. 
Oh, who can find the bent of woman's fancy I 
I am a fool — my reason is Inst in me I 
I have no choice, and 1 have lied so lewdly, 
That women oi^ht to beat me. On my knees 
I ask thy paidon, Falamon i Thou'rt alone. 
And only, beautiful ; and these thine eyes, 
These the br^ht lamps of beauty, that command 
And threaten love ; and what young maid dare cross 
What a bold gravity, and yet inviting, ['em? 

Has this brown, manly face '. Oh, Love, this only 
From this hour is complexion. Lie there, Arcite ! 
Thou art a changeling to him, a mere gipsy, 
And this the noble body. — I am sotted, 
Utterly lost ! My vii^n faith has fled me, 
For if my brother hut e'en DOW had asked me 
Whe'lher I loved, I had run mad for Arcite ; 
Now, if my sister, more for Palamon. [er;— 

Stand both together ! Now, come, Bsk me, broth- 
Alas, I know not ! Ask me now, sweet sister ; 
I mayi go look i What a mere child is iancy, 
That, having two fair gawds of equoJ sweetness, 
Can not distinguish, but must cry for both ! 

Enter a Gentleman. 
Hownow, sh>? 

Qenl. From the noble duke, your brother, 

Madam, I bring you news ; the knights are como '. 

Emi. To end the quarrel f 

Genl. Yes. 

Emi. Would I might end first I 

What sins have I committed, chaste Diana, 
That my unspotted youth must now be soiled 
With blood of princes ? and my chastity 
Be made the altar, where the lives of lovers 
(Two greater and two better never yet 
Made mothers' joy) must be the sacrifice 
To my unhappy beauty ? 
EWer Theseus, Hifpolvta, PEaiTH0n9,and Attend- 



Tlia. Bring them in, 

Quickly, by any means i I loi^ to see ihem. — 
Vour two com ending lovers aro relnmed, 
Andwith them their fair knights i now, my fair sisti 
You must love one of them. 

£nii. I had rather both, 

80 neither for my sake should fall untimely. 
Enta- Messenger. 

Thes, Wiio saw them ? 



Thes. From whence ci 



Than these they've brought (if we judge by th 
I never saw, nor read of. He that stands 
In tho first place with Arcite, by his seeming 
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His very looks so say him; — his compleidon 
Nearer a brown than black ; stem, and yel noble, 
Which shows him hardy, fearless, proud of dangers; 
The ctoJes of his eyes show fair' within him, 
And, as a heated lion, so he looks ; 
His hair hangs long behind him, black and shining 
Like raven's wbigs ; bis shoulders broad and strong j 
Armed long and round : and ou his thigh a sword 
Hiuig by a curious baldrlck, when he fr oivns 
To seal his will with ; better, 0' my conscience, 
Was never soldier's IViend. 

Tkes. Thou hast well described him. 

Per. Yel, a great deal short, 

Methinks of him (hat's first witli Palamon. 

Tim. Pray speak him, friend. 

P«r. I guess he is a prince too, 

And, if it may be, greater ; for his show 
Has all the ornament of honor in't. 
He's somewhat bi^^r than the knight he spol;e of. 
But of a face (ki sweeter ; his complexioo 
Is (as a ripe grape) ruddy ; he has felt. 
Without doubt, what he fights for, and sn, apler 
To make this cause his own ; in's fiice appears 
AH the iiiir hopes of what he anderlakes ; 
And when he's angry, then a settied valor 
(Not tainted with extremes) runs through his body. 
And guides his arm to brave thhigs; fear he can not ; 
He shows no such soft temper ; his head's yellow. 
Hard-haired and curled, thick twined, like ivy tops, 
Not to undo with thunder ; in his face 
The livery of the warlike maid appears. 
Pure red and while, for yet no beard has blessed him; 
And in his rolling eyes sits Yictory, 
As if she ever meant to crown' his valor ; 
His nose stands high, a character of honor, 
His red lips, after fights, are fit for ladies. 

Emi. Must these men die too ? 

-Per. When he speaks, his tongue 

Sounds li1(e a trumpet ; all his lineaments 
Are as a man would wish them, strong and clean ; 
the stair of gold; 






Then 






A little man, but of a. tough soul, seeming 
As great as any ; iairer promises 
In such a body yet I never looked on. 
Per. Oh, he that's freclile-faced ? 



5 Finr. So the originalfl. Tho modem rGBtihig la ^nr — 



,, Google 



ACT IV.— SCENE III. 



Being so few, anii well- disposed, Iheyshow 
Greal, and liae art in Nature. He's white-haireil, 
Kot waDton- white, but such a manly color 
I^eit to an auburn ; Cough, and nimble set, 
Which shows 80 active soul ; his arms are brawny, 
Lined with strong sliiews ; to the shoufder-piece 
fiently they swell, like women new.conceived, 
Whidi speaks him prone to labor, ncTer (hhitiog 
Under the weight of arms ; stout-hearted ; stiU ; 
Bui, when he slira, a t^er ; he's gray-eyed. 
Which yields compassion where he conquers ; sharp 
To spy advantages, and, where he finds 'em. 
He's Gwirt to make 'em his ; he does no wrongs. 
Nor tnlies none ; he's cound-faced, and when he smiles 
He shows a lover ] when he frowns, a soldier; 
Almut his head he wears the winner's oak. 
And in it stuck the fevor of his lady ; 
liis age, some sii-and-thirty. Id his hand 

a chargiag-staff, embossed with silver, 



■ no ferry : then if it be yon 
■■ ised spirits (as thcr. ■ 



thol 



. sight nc 



that have our livers perished, cracljed to pieces with 
love, we shall come ^ere, anddonolliingall daylong 
hut pick flowers with Proserpine ; then will 1 maks 
Palamon a nosegay ! thenlethim — mark me — then '. 
Doctor. How prettily she's amies ! note her a Jiiile 

Daug/i. Faith, I'll teli you; sometime we go to 
barley-break, we of the blessed ; alas, 'tis a sore iifo 
they have i' the other place ! If one be mad, or 
hang, or drown themselves, thither Ihey go ; Jupiter 



Boric 



How 



s fancy 



TAm. j 






'. They're all the sons of honor. 

Then. Now, as I have a soul, I long to see them ! 
Lady, you shall see men %ht now. 

Hip. 1 wish it. 

But not the cause, my, lord; they would show [fight] 
Bravely, about the titles of two kingdoms. 
'Us pity lova should be so tyrannous. 
Oh, my soft-hearted sister, what think you! 
Weep not, till they weep blood, wench '. It must be. 

T/i!J. You've steeled 'em with jour beauty. Hon- 
ored fVlcnd, 
To you I give lbs field ; pray order it. 
Fitting the persons that t»u3l use it ! 

!'fr. Yes, sir. 

Thes. Come, I'll go visit them: I can not stay — 
Their fame has fired me so — till they appear ; 
Good ftiend, be royal ! 

Per. There shall want no bravery. 

Eiiii. Poor wench, go weep ; for whosoever wins. 
Loses a noble cousin for thy sins. \Exevnt. 

SCENE III. 
EMer Gaoleh, Wooer, a-nd Doctor. 

Doctor. Herdistraetionismoreat some time of the 
moon than at other some, is it not ? 

Qnoler. She is continually in a harmless distemper; 
sleeps little, altogether without appetite, save often 
drinking; dreaming of another world, andabeller; 
and what broken piece of matter soe'er she's about, 
(he name Palamon lards it. That she farces every 
buanesa withal,— fits it to every question. 



igrafted madness, 
melancbnly, 

Daagt. To hear there a proud lady, and a proud 

city-wife, howl logelhet ! 1 were a beast, an I'd cull 

it good sport !i ISings. 

" I wUl lio true, mj Kiaa, my fuie," &o, 

[ElU D^UOllTEK. 

Gaakr. What think you of her, sir ? ■ 

Doclor. I think she has a perturbed mind, whidi I 



■. Alas, what Ibi 
-, Understand 
leheld Palam< 



you si 



■ affected any m 



in great hope she bad fixed 
ber liking on this genltejiian, my IViend. 

JTooer. I did think so too ; and would aocouTii I 
had a great pennyworth on'c, to give half my stale, 
that both she and I at tiiis present stood unlsigneilly 

Doclor. That intemperate surfeit of her eye hath 
distempered the other senses ; they may return, and 
settle again to eiecute their preordained faniilties ; 
but they ate now in a most eitravagant vagary. 
This you must do : confine ber lo a place where the 
light may rather seem to steal in, than be permitted. 
Tolie upon you (young sir, her friend) the name of 
Palamon ; say you come to eat with her, and to com- 
mune of love ; this will catch her attention, for this 



linife. Our editioD ia f 
idoBl nudeaiB, The , 
leare and Fletcher ma 
nirse with reference t 
'verenca tor ShBlnpani 






nploy the pruning- 



. It is 



T Dahg 



where 



ball perceive her be- 



Datigh. I have forgot it quite ; the burden on't was 
"dowu-a-down-a ;" and penned by no worse man 
than Giraldn, Kmilia's schoolmasters he's as fantas- 
tical loo, as ever he may go npon's legs ; for in the 
neit world wili Dido see Palamon, and then will she 
be out of love with JEneas. 

Doclor. 'Wlial stuff's here ? poor soul ! 

GboI*!-. Even thus all day long. 

Dmiii:)!, Now for this charm that I told you of; you 
mi'sl bring a piece of silver on the tip of your tor^e, 



„ , - -Just dlacrlmitntlon betweea the 

qoalily of wliat la o^enalve ia him sad' in oilier writers of 
hli sue. Coleridfie has deSned lUii diUbrence vrilb big luu- 
al Tyb'loBopiilcn] judgment: "Even 8hakapenio'B p-OBuieBB 
—that which is really eo, independenEly of the inixreHBe in 
morlera times of vicious assodatioiu wiOi thinga hidlfl^renl 
— (for Ihore ia a state of mmmerB conoslTahle so pnre, that 
the liDCuage of HEmilet at Oj>he1ia'HfeBtiri^M ba anaiiuleBS 
railyliig, or plnyful tes^og, of a aiiame tiiaC would e:d>^ In 
Psrndi^e)— at tlio worM, how divarH In kind [9 It from 
Ecaumont and Fletcher's I In 9hakspeare it la Oie mere 
generilitieH of PeSirnerewordfiibTlhQ most pari; seldom or 
never dlallnct Images, all headwoib, and CmcyKlraUeTien ; 
there is no Benfiation siippMed In Qio speaker. I need not 
proceed to — ' — ""'"' "'" " — ^^-— ^ m _._■■.__ ■■* 



.^ irf tBe aoihor-a Infterforiq' 

tban iaibe sodden cbangaliilKrcharacter.maxiaieBtrooe- 
willed Rnd Gomewbat coarBe rustic, to the creature of such 
delicate sen^bilities as he tiere end^ors to dsssritjeher. It 
was an ntter-lhoughc to make lier reamnble Opliella, [a ^e 



tOOi^Ic 
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her mlndbeaia upon; other objecls,[liat are ins 
'iweeu her mind and eye, become the pranks and 
ings uf her madness ; sing to her such green soni 
love, HE she says Palamon hath sung in prison ; ■ 
to hpr, stuck in as sweet flowers as the season is 
tresa of, and thereto make an addition of some other 
coinpuuQfled odors, which are grateful to the sense : 
all this shall become Palamon, for Pahimon can sing, 
and Palamon is sweet, and eTery good thing ; desire 
(o eat with her, carve for her, drink to her, and still 
intermingle your petition of grace and acceptance in- 
to her favor ; Iflam what maids have been her com- 
panions and play-hecrs ;' and let them repair to her 
with Palamon in their mouQis, and appear wilh to- 
kens, as il' they suggested for him ; it is a falsehood 
she is m, which is with falsehoods to be combated. 
This may bring her to eat, to sleep, and reduce what 
are now out of square in her, into their former law 
and regimen : 1 have seen it approved, how many 
times [ know not ; but to make the number more, I 
hate great hope in this. I will, betiveen the passages 
of this project, come in with my appliance. Let us 
put it in execution ; and hasten the success, which, 
doubt not, wiO bring forth comfort. 

[Exeunt. 



tendants. 

TABS. Now let them enter,and before the gods 
Tender their holy prayers ! Let the temples 
Burn bright wilh sacred fires, and the altars 
In hnJlowed clouds commend their swelling incense 
To those above us ! Let no due be wanting ! 

IFIourish of conwto. 
They have a noble work in hand, will honor 
The very powers that love them. 

£nlw Palahon, Ahcite, and Weir Knights. 

Ter. Sir, they enter. 

Thit. Yon valiant and strong-hearted enemies, 
You royal germane foes, that this day come 
To blow that nearness out that flames between ye, 
Lay by your anger for an hour, and, dove-like. 
Before the holy altars of your helpers,— 
The all-feared gods — bow down your stubborn bodies 1 
Your ire is more than mortal ; so your help be ! 
And, as the gods regard ye, fight with justice ! 
I'll leave you to your prayers, andbelwiit ye 
I part my wishes. 

Ver. Honor crown the worthiest ! 

[Exemd Thes. ani Train. 

Pof. The glass is running now that can not finish 
Till one of us expire ; thhik you but thus ; 
That were there aught in me which strove to show 
Mhie enemy jn this business, wer't one eye 
Against another, arm oppressed by arm, 
I would destroy the oflender ; coz, I would. 
Though parcel of myself !— Then from this gather 
■How I should tender you ! 






To push your 


na 




cientlo 


e, our kindre 


Out of my ni 










To seat some 


hi 


g I would 






The sails tha 






f even whej 


The heavenly 


I. 


miter plea 












Yoi 


speak well : 


Before I tmn 


le 


me embr 






This I shall n 










Arc. 






One farewell 1 


Pai. Why, 


let 


the so; farewell. 


01 ! 



Kn%hts, kinsmen, lovers 
if Man 



[Exetijit Pal. and kis Knights. 






;rifices, 



Expels the seeds of fear, and th' apprehensio 
Which still is further off it, go with me 

Require of him the hearts of lions, and 
The breath of tigers, yea, the fiercenees too '. 
Vea, the speed also ! to go on, I mean, 
Else wish we to be snails ; you know my prii 
Must be dragged out of blood F force and grea 
Must put my garland on, where she will stick 

Must be to him that makes the camp a cestro 
Brimmed' with the blood of men ; give me yi 
And bend your spirits toward him ! — 

Thou mighty one, that with thy power hast ti 
Green Neptune into purple f [whose approacli 
Comets prewam ; whose havoc in vast field 
UnearthM skulls proclaim; whose biiiaih blow 
The teeming Ceres' foison ; who dost pluck 
With hand armipotent ftom forth blue elouds 
The masoned turrets ; that both mak'st and b 
The stony girths of cities ; nie, thy pupil, 
Young'st follower of thy drum, instruct this d 
Wilh mihlary skill, that to thy laud 
I may advance my streamer, and by thee 
Be styled the lord o'the day I Give me, gteai 
Some token of thy pleasure ! 
IHere they fall on their fait 



hem-d ei 
the I 



totheal 



a battle, t 
jrof 



reupan they all ti 



Oh, great c( 

Shaker of o 

Of dusty an 

The earth when it is sick, and curest the world 

Of the plurisy' of people ; I do lake 

Thy signs auspiciously, and in thy name 

To my design march baldly. Let us go ! 

[EI...I. 
e Seward reHda"jiar!,"Breaaing that seemsmoreolivioiia 

veswls muM amve, would seem to be neceasBril; in^I^'Hiod 
by the reference to tfie heavenl; " Umiter"— it ii to the 
Hmil of the rayago that ha aHodeB- 

^ Ceston 1 sappOBe to be the proper word— 1. e., >< a ttaA- 
ded eiidfe" — a not hi«>propriate fifiuJB deecriplive of tlio 
.._. =r: ,,..,. ^ ^. vi„j ... i..i.„i^ the flght. 



- i^le of ept 
4 fjome of ^e.old copies res 

s The words tnbraoketaarei 
lereadaedhy Seward. Asaoi 
lie BildiCion to judicious. 

7 P(«H™-iiaed b; the old p. 

* And yet, 61 to lethlood iv 






. Mars was the great lihciltr. 
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Enter Paiamob and his Knights, viitK ttc former ob- 
servance. 
Pal. Ouj Elars must glister with new fire, or be 
To-day estincl : our argument is loTe, 
Which if the goddess of il grant, she gives 
Victory loo ; (hen blend yout spirits with mine, 
You, whose free nobleness do make my cause 
Your personal hazard ! To the goddess Venus 
Commend we our proceeding, and implore 
Her power unlo our party '■ 

[Here they kneel. 
Ha)., sovereign queen of secrets 1 who hast power 
To call the fiercest tyrant from his rage, 
To weep untoi a girl ; that hast the might 
Even with an eye-glance to choke Mars'a drum, 
And turn th' alaim to whispers ; that canst make 
A Clippie flourish with his crutch, and cure him 
Fefote Apollo ; thai mayst force the kii^ 
To be his subjecls' vassal, and induce 
Stale gravity to dance ; lie polled" bachelor 
(Whose youth, like wanton boys through bonfires, 
Have skipped thy flame) at seventy Ihon cansl catch, 
And make him, to the scorn of his hoarse throat, 
Abuse young lays of love. What godlike power 
H asl IhoD not power upon ? To Phmbas thou 
Add'sl flames, hotter than his ; the heavenly flres 
Did scorch his mortal sou, thine him ; the huntresE 
All moist and cold, some say, began to ihtow 
Her bow away, and sigh ; take to thy grace 
Me thy vowed soldier ! who do bear thy yoke 

Heavier than lead itself, slings more than nettles : 
I've never been foul-monthed against thy law ; 
Ne'er revealed secret, for I knew none ; would not 
. Had I kenned all that were. I never practised 
Upon man's wift, nor would the libels road 
Of liberal wits ; I never at great feasts 
Sought to betray a beauty, but have blushed 
At simpering sirs that did. I have been harsh 
To lai^e confessors, and have hotly asked them 
If they had mothers! — 1 had one, a woman. 
And women 'twere they wronged. I knew a man 
Of eighty winters (this I told them), who 
A lass of fourteen brided ; 'twas thy power 
To put life into dust ; the ^f d cramp 
Had screwed his square fool round ; 
The gout had knit his fingers into knots. 
Torturing convulsions fhim his globy eyes 
Had almost drawn their spheres, that what was lif 
In him, seemed torture ; this anatomy 
Had, by his young fair pheer, a boy, and I 
Believed it was his, for she swore il was. 
And who would not believe her? Brief, I am 
To those that prate, and have done, no companion 



To those that hi 



t, and hi 



To those that would, and can not, a rejoicer ;' 
Yea, him I do not love that teUs close ofiices 
The foulest way, nor names concealments in 

I Tiieobftld reads "in((i"iiiateai of "unto," wMcliItliiii 
tile tar preferable reading. To weep uito a girl seen 
pcnreeiy ro couv^ die intended idea. 

3 Thaa' Qie old copy, but that flie baclielnr aliould 1 
polled, is B metter of course. Perhapa we shoul ' " ' 
• bi,l4 Iwhaltr." or ths " Mn-taJJ" bachelor. EitI 



'e should read, the 



iBlbllo™ 



, by which, changing the ^ 



The boldest language : such a one I am [not'] 
And vow that lover never yet made sigh 
Truer than I. Oh, then, most soft sweel goddess, 
Give me the victory of this question, which 
Is true love's merit,t and bless me with a sign 
Of thy great pleasure ! 
[flere marie is heard, doves are seen to flutter ; they 
fail again upon thar faces, then on their knees. 
Oh, thou that ftom eleven to ninety reign'st 
In mortal bosoms, whose chaseis this [whole] world, 
And we in herds thy game, I give thee thanks 
For this fair token, — which beh^ laid unto 
Mine innocent true heart, arms, in assurance, 

[Theubom. 
My body to this business. Lei us rise 
And bow before Ihe goddess ! Time comes on. 

[Exeunt. 
[Still mime of records. 

ETiler Ehilia m white, her hair about her shauldersj a 
vthealen >a-eaih ; one in white holding up her train, 
her hair atiick with flowers j one before her carrying 
a silver land, in which ii conv^ed intense and s^eeel 
odors, which being set upon the altar, her Maids 
slanMng aloof, she sets fire to it; then they cowiesy 
and^eel. 

Emi. Oh, sacred, shadowy, cold, and constant 
Abandoner of revels, mute, contemplative, [queen. 
Sweet, solitary, white as chaste, and pure 
As wind-fanned snow, who, to thy female knights, 
Ailow'st no more blood than will make a blush. 
Which is their order's robe ; I here, thy piiest, 
Am humbled 'fore Ihuie altar. Ob, vouchsafe. 
With that thy rare green^ eye, which never yet 
Beheld thing maculate, look on thy virgin ', 
And, sacred silver mistress, lend thine car 
(Which ne'er heard sourtil term, into whose port 
Ne'er entered wanton sound) lo my petition. 
Seasoned with holy fear ! This is my last 
Of vestal office j I'm bride-habited. 

But do not know him ; out of two 1 should 

Choose one, and pray for Ms success, but I 

Am guiltless of election of mine eyes. 

Were I to lose one (they aie equal precious) , 

I could doom neither ; that which perished should 

Go to't unsentonced : therefore, most modest queen. 

He, of the two pretenders, thai best loves me, 



And hi 



f the tn 



<l title in 



, let him 



into " desirs," it appears to me we compass ?nd BuppTy all its 
deficiencies :— 

"Brief Ism, 
To those that prate and have dona ;• no companion 
To those that boBst, and. liave not a desire ; 

* That is, to diose that prate only, and do no more than 

f That ia, doinff for them what Ihey desire to have done. 



domff for them wl 
do lor tJiemoelve 



The diflieultj ia in snying those things It might be grateful 
to hear, yet which decency would not Buffer to be apoken 
eKcepE ambigoDusly. 
* The sense seems to demand the negative hi aia place. 
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Take off my 

The file end quaiiiy i noia, i mnj 
Continue in Ihy band ! 
[Hve the hind vanishes iitiiei' the allar, and in ike 
place ascends a rose-Jree, having on« rose upon it. 
kee what our fteneral of ebbs and flows 
Out from fbe bowels of her holy altar 
Willi ERcred act advances ! But one rose ? 
If well inspired, this battle shall confound 
Doth these brave knights, and I a virgin flower 
Must grow alone unplucked. 

[Here is heard a sudden ttnang qf instriaaenh 
and the rose fidls from the tree. 
The flower is fall'n, the tree descends ! Oh, mistress 
Thou here dischai^est me ; I shall be gathered ; 
I think so ; but I know not tMnei own will : 
Unclasp thy mystery ! — I hope she's pleased ; 

ITIieij courtesy, and exeant 

SCENE II. 

Enter Doctor, Gaolkb, and Wooer (in habit oj 
P ALA mow). 

Doctor. Has this advice I told yoi 

Done any good upon her ? 

Wooer. Oh, very much : 

The maids tliat kept her company, 
Have half persuaded her that I am Palamon ; 
Within tbis half-hour she came smilii^ to me, 
And asked me what I'd eat, and when I'd kiss her: 
I told her presently, and kissed her twice. 

Doctor. 'Twas well done ! twenty times had beet 
far better ; 
For there the cure lies mainly. 

Wooer. Then she told me 

She'd watch witli mo lo-night, for well she knew 
What hour my £t would take me. 

DocioT. Let her do so. 

Wooer. She'd have me sing. 

Doctor. Tou did so ? 

Wooer. No. 

Doctor. 'Twas very ill done, then ; 
Tou should observe her every way. 

Wooer. . Alas ! 

I have no voice, sir, to confirm her that way. 

Doctor. That's all one, ifyou [only] 
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ly bring her in, a 



wahei 



Gaoter. 1 will, and tell her Palamon stays for her 



Doctor 


How old 


IS she 1 








Wooer. 






Kb 


s eighteen. 




Doaor 








She may 


ifi 


ut that' 


aUone, 


lis notMng 


ooOTpurpose.5 




Enter Gaol 


n, Dau 


HT 


ER, and Maid. 





Gaoler. Come ; your love Palamon stays for you, 
And has done this long hour, to visit you. [child; 

Dough. I thank him for his gentle patience ; 
He's a kind gentleman, and I'm much bound to him. 
Did you ne'er see the horse he gave me ? 

Gaaler. Yes. 



Dough, How do you like him ? 

Cooler, He's a very fair <. 

Daugh. You never saw him dance ? 

Gaoler. No. 

Dans'!. I have oft 

He dances very finely, very come[!i]ly j 
And, for a jig, come cut and long tail to him ! 
He turns you like a top. 

Gaoler. That's fine indeed. 

Daugk, He'll dance the morris ivpT^mj miles 
hom. 
And thai wifl founder the best hobby-horse 
(If I have any skill) m all the parish : 
And gallops to the tune of " Light o'love :" 
Wliat thhik you of this horse ? 

Gaoler. Having these vlru 

I think he m^ht bo broi^ht to play at tennis. 

Daugk. Alas, that's nothing. 

Gaolei: Can ho vrrile and read ti 

Daugh, A very fait hand ; and casts himself 

Of all his hay and provender : that ostler 
Must rise betime that cozens him. You know 
The chestnut mare the duke has ? 

Gaoler, Very well. 

Daugk. She's horribly in love with him, pi 
ut he is like his master, coy and scomftd. [bea 

" ' What dowry Ikis she? 



Daugh. 
d twenty strike of oats : 
He lisps m's neighing, able 
A miller's mare ; he'll be t! 
Doctor. What stuff she u 
Gaoler. Make courtesy ; '. 
Wooer. 



It he'll ne'er h 
death of her. 
■e your love cc 



How do you ? 
esy 
Davgh. Youi 
How far is' 



That' 



rs? 

Doctor, Why, a day's journey, vench. 

Daugh, Will you go with me ) 

Wooer. What shall we do there, wench ? 

Daugh. Why, play at stool-ball. 

What is there else to do ? 

Wooer. I am content, 

If we shall keep our wedding there, 

Daugh. 'Tis true ; 

For there I will assure you we shall find 

blind pt 
To marry us, 
"Bsides, my father muslba hanged to-moti 

nd that would be a blot i' the husmesa. 

re no I you Palamon t 

Wooer. Do you not know m 

Dough. Yes ; but you care not for me 






Ltthia: 



-. That's all one ; I will have you. 
1. Will you St 

-. Why do you rub my kiss ofT? 



Df Mr. Knisbfs cmiasioni, o 
lenciea tru^, but of the ver. 



1^ of the scene. 
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And will perfume me linely 'gainst the wedding. 
Is Dot this your cousin Arcite ? 

Boclar. Yes, sweetheart ; 

Ajid I am glad my ( 



-SCENE III. 

hall make 
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IS made so feir a choi< 



DougS. 
Snagh. 



Do you think he'll have me ? ] 



Do yon Itiinli so loo ! 
Yes 
Wa shall have many children. — Lord, how 



i.Iy Paiamon I hope will grow, too, finely, 
Now he's at liberty ; alas, poor chiclien, 
He was kept down with lard meat, and ill-loi^ing, 
But I will kiss him up again. . 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. What do yon here ? 

You'll lose the noblest aighl that e'er was seen. 

GooJo-. Are they i' the field ? 

Mesa. They are: 

You bear a charge there too. 

Gaoler. I'll away straight, 

I must even leave you here. 

Dodar, Nay, we'll go with you ; 

I will not lose the fight. 

Gaoler. How did you lite her ! 

Bottar. I'll warrant jou withm these three or four 

I'll make her riglit again. You must not from her, 
But Blill presetvB.her in this nay. 

Woom: I will. 

Doctor. Let's get her in. 

Wooer. Come, sweet, we'll go lo dinner j 

And then we'll play at cards.' 

Saugh. And shall we kiss too ? 

Wooer. An hundred times.' 

lExeutit, 
SCENE III. 



Enter Thesedb, Hifpoltta, Emilia, PEHiriioni, m 
Attendants, 

Emi. I'R no step further. 

Per. Will you lose this sight 

Emi. I had rather see a wren hawk at a fly, 
Than this decision ; every blow that falls 
Threats a brave life ; each stroke lamcnls 
The place whereon it fells, and sounds more like 
A bell, than Wade : I will stay here : 
It is enough my hearing shall be punished 
With what shall happen ('gainst the which there is 
No deafing), but to hear, not taint mine oye 
With dread sights it may shun. 

Per. Sir, my good lord. 

Your sister will no fnrther. 

Tkea. Oh, shamnst: 

She shall see deeds of honor la their kind. 
Which sometime' show well-pencilled ; Nature now 



Blands in flie orlglnel, 



1 Thigscens,a9ll 
lieHOtlhonghcferm 
languaga nlone. We nwku puiDLwu 
(wo nrevlDUB Imitancea. 

1 IlieH are two of Mr. Kn^hfs < 
onljobJearedtoaatbeyareauppoBed 

3 Seward reads for ^ somedme she 
Perhaps tlie additiOQ of fiio letter 
answer the purpose. The duka me 



intains 



and act the story, the belief 
with eye and ear. You must be present; 
the victor's meed, the price and garland 
11 the question's title. 

Pardon me ; 
■e there, I'd wink. 

You must he there; 



The only st 

Emi. 1 am emnct ; 

There is but envy in that light, which shows 
The one the other. Darkness, which ever was 
The dam of Horror, who does stand accursed 
ny mortal millions, may, even now, 
sting her black mantle over both, 
ITiat neither could find [th'J other, get herself 
a good name ; and many a murder 
to she's guilty. 



Hip. 



You IT 



it go. 



Emi. In faith, I 

Thes, Why, the knights must kind 

Their valor at your eye. Know, of this war 
You are the treasure, and must needs be by 
To give the service pay. 

The title of a kingdom may he tried 
"ut of itself. 

Tkta. Well, well, then, at your pleasure i 
Those that remain with you could wish their office 
To any of thch- enemies. 

know your husbaad 'fore yourself, 
By some small start of time ; he whom the gods 
Do of the two know best, I pray them, ho 
made your lot ! 



[£m 



us,&c 



ite is gently visaed ; yet his eye 
igine bent, or a sharp weapon 
In a soft sheath ; mercy and manly courage 
bedfellows in his visage. Paiamon 
I a most menacmg aspect ; his brow 
Is graved, and seems to bury what it frowns on ; 
Yet sometimes 'tis not so, but alters to 
The quality of his thoughts ; long tune his eye 
Will dwell upon his object ; melancholy 
Becomes him nobiy ; so does Arcile's mirth ; 
But Palamon's sadness is a kind of mirth, 
So mingled, as if mirth did make him sad. 
And sadness, merry ; those dark* humors that 
Stick misbecon^ngly on others, in him^ 
Live in iair dwelling. 

[Cornels. Trtimpeh aaand as to a cluirge. 
Hark, how yon spurs to spirit do incite 
The princes to their proof! Arcite may win me; 
And yet may Paiamon wound Arcite, lo 
The spoiling of his figure. Oh, what pity ! 
Enough for such a chance ! If I were by, 
" " " do hurt ; for they would glance their eyes 

! my seal, and, in that motion, m%ht 
Omit a ward, or forfeit an ofience. 
Which, craved that very time ; it is much better 

IComels. Cry within, A Paiamon ! 



£S " on hiin," and tg fallowed In tbia 
I can not doubt that we should any 
jreiy grafls on others. In him tber 
2," that thev 'live in fair dwellinE.* 
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Enter, a Servant, 
Sen. The hit's a Palamon. 
Emi. Then he has won. 'Twos ever likely : 
He looked all graoe and success, and he is 
Doublleaa the prim'at of men. I prjlhee run, 
And tell me how it goes. 

[Skotil and cornets ; erj, A Palamon. ! 
S«T>. Still Paiamon. 

Emi. Run and inquire. Poor servant, thou hast 

Upon my right side still I wore thy pictnre, 
Palamon'son theleft; why so, I know not; 
I had no end in't else ; chance woold have it bo. 

[Anolh^r cry and shout v/ithia, and comets. 
On the sinister side the heart lies : Palamon 
Had the best-boding chance. This burst of clamor 
Is sure the end o^ the combat. 

Enter Servant. 
Serv. They said that Palamon had Arcite's body 
Within an inch o' the pyramid ; that the cry 
Was general, a Palamon ; but, anon, 
The assistants made abrave redemption, and 
The two bold lifters at this instant are 
Hand lo hand at it. 

Emi. Were they metamorphosed 

Both into one j — Oh, why! There were no woman 
Worth so composed a man ! Their sii^Ie share. 
Their nobleness peculiar lo them, gives 
The prejudice of disparity, value's shortness, 

[Cormts, Crg wUhin, Arcile, Aroite ! 
To any lady breathing.' — More amlting ! 
Palamon still ! 
Se™. Nay, now the sound is Arcite. 

Emi. I prithee lay attention to the cry ; 

ICornela. A greai shout and cry, ArciK,yii:torY'. 
Set both thine ears to the baaness. 

Serv. The cry is 

Arcile, and victory ! Hark ! Aroite, victory 1 
The combat's consummation is proclaimed 
By the wind-inEtruments. 

Emi. Half-s^hts saw 

That Arcile was no babe ! God's 'lid, his ricbnesa 
And costliness of spirit looked through him t — could 
No more be hid in him than fire in flai, 
Than humble banks can go to law with waters, 
That drift winds force to raging. I did think 
Good Palamon would miscarry ; yet I knew not 
Why 1 did think so : our reasons are not prophets. 
When oil onr fancies are. They're coming off; 
Alas, poor Palamon ! IComets. 



The gods, by their divine arbitrament, 
Have given you this knight : he is a good one 
As ever struck at head. Give me your hands ! 
Receive her, you; you him; be pl%hted with 
A love that grows as you decay ! 

To buy you I have lost what's dearest lo me, 
Save what is bought ; and yet I purchase cheaply. 
As I do rate yoiu: value. 

Thes. Oh, loved sister. 

He speaks now of as brave a knight as e'er 
Did spur a noble steed ; surely the gods 
Would have him die a bachelor, lest his race 
Shouldshowi' the world too godlike! His behavior 
So charmed me, that melhought Alcides was 

sow= of lead ; if I could praise 
Each part of him lo the all I've spoke, your Arcite 
Did not lose by't ; for he that was thus good, 
Encountered yel his better. I have heard 
Two emulous Philomela beat the ear o' the night 
With theh' contentious throats ; now one the higher, 
Anon the other ; then agahi the first. 
And by-and-by ou^breaEled, that the sense 
Could not be jn^e between them: so it fared 
Good space between these kinsmen ; till heavens did 
Make hardly one the winner. Wear the garland 
With joy that you have won ! For the subdued, 
Give them our present justice, since I Imow 
Their lives but pinch them ; Jet it here be done. 

Rightjoyful, ivithsoma sorrow! Arm your prize;' 

I know you will not lose her. Hippoiyta, 

I see one eye of yours conceives a tear, 

The which it will deliver. {Flourish. 

Is this winning J 
Oh, all you heavenly powers, where is your mercy ? 
But that your wills have —■"'■ — ' 



rt, thus uuiriended. 



Yet quaking and unsettled. Fakesl Emilia, 



tliBt of a wish that the tma 
Bui fiia Bpenker inatanHy cbe 

ehoTild I wish ao, when ttiere .__^ ^„. 

posed a mun 1" The aingie shade of noblcQeae peculiar 
— 1, ...^...... -n 1. ^j jijg pr,.judice of dispaiil 



liming, " Why 



.- the preju. 

fall short of the wonderful atandard 
might reasonably deaire and 



And charge m 
This miserable prince, that 
L life more worthy from him than i 
should and would die loo. 
Hip. Infinite 

That four such eyes should be so fi 
That two must needs be blind for't ! 
Thes. I 



Bl. There's many a man alive thai hath ou^ 

love o' the people ; yea, i' the self-same slate 
ids many a father with bis child ; some comfort 
We have by so considering; we espire, 
' id not without men's pity ; to live sliJl, 

Lve their good wishes; we prevent 
The loathsome misery of age ; beguile 
The gout and rheum, tha,t in Jag hours attend 
gray approachers ; we come tow'rd the gods 

■'FifT at lesd wouM be bettor undsrsWod by the mod 
, unleaa we told (hem lha^ in the old Engliab the word 

ing is that Alcidea was " leaden-headed to him." 
5 Arm your priie-offer your ana to the lady you hava 
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Voung, and unwappencd,' not hailing under orimes 
Mniiy and stale ; that sure shall please the gods 
Sooner Ihaa sucli, to give us nectar with them, 
For we are more clear spirits. My dear kinsmen, 
Whose lives {for this poor comfort) are Jaid down, 
You've sold them too, loo cheap. 

1 Knight. What ending could he 

Of more content ! O'er us the victors have 
Forlune, whose title is as momentary 

They col o'erweigh us. 
S Knight. Let us bid farewell ; 

And with our patience anger tott'ring fortuno, 

Who,at her cenain'st, reels ! 
3 iHiishl. Come ; who begins T 

Pal. Even he that led you to this banquet shall. 

Taste to you all. Ab-ha, my frtend, my Mend ! 

Your genUe daughter gave me freedom once ; 

You'll see't done now for ever. Ptay, how does she ? 

I heard she was not well j her kind of ill 

Gaoler. Sir, she's well restored. 

And to be married shortly. 

Pa;. By my short life, 

I am most glad nn't '. 'tis the latest thing 
I shall be glad of; prithee tell her so ; 
Commend me to her, and to piece her portion 
Tender her this. 

1 Knight. Nay, let's be offerers all ! 

S Knight. Is it a maid? 

Fal. Verily, I think so ; 

A r^hl good creature, more to ma deserving 
Than I can 'quite or speak of! 

AUKnishla. Commend ne to her. 

[(Hve their ■purses. 

Gaoler. The gods requite yon all, 

And make her thankful ! 

Pal. Adieu ! and let my life be now as short 
As my leave-taking. [Lies on the block. 

1 Knight. Lead, courageous cousin I 

S Knight. We'll follow oheerMly. 

lA gitca nolle within, crying, Bun, save, hold ! 

EtUer in haste a Messenger. 

Jlftsj. Hold, hold r oh, hold, hold, hold !» 

Enter Pebithous in haste. 

Per. Hold, hoa ! it is a eursSd haste yon made, 
If you have done so quickly. — Noble Palamon, 
The gods will show Iheir glory in a life 
That thou art yet to lead. 

Pol. Can that be. 

When Venus I've said is false ! How do things fare ? 

Per. Arise, great sir, and give llie tidings ear 
Tlwi are most dearly sweet and bitter ! 

PoJ. What 

Hath waked us from our dream ? 



Mounted upon a steed that Emiiy 

istow on him — a black one, owning 
■worth of while, which some will say 
Weakens his price, and many will not buy 
His goodness with this note — which superstition 
Here finds allowance : — on this herse is Arcite, 
Trotting the stones of Athens, which the calkins^ 
Did rather tell than trample ; for the horse 
'" lid make his length a mile, iPt pleased his rider 
lul pride in him : — as he thus went, counting 
flinty pavement, dancing as 'twere to music 
own hoofs made (for, as Ihey say, from iron 
Came music's origin), what envious fiint, 

ind, like him, possessed 
With fire malevolent, ^rted a spark — 

fierce sulphur else, lo Ihis end made, 
^nt not ; — Che hot horse, hot as fire, 
Took Coy ac this, and fell to what disorder 
His power could give his will; bounds, comea on end. 
Forgets school-doing, being therein trained, 
A nd of kind manege ; pig-like< he whines 
At the sharp rowel, which he frets at rather 
Than anyjot obeys ; seeks all foul means 
Of boisterous and rough jadcry, lo dis-seat 
His lord that kept it bravely: Whennaughc served, 
When neither curb would crack, girth break, nor dif- 

firing ,J„B,. 
Dis-root his rider whence be grew, but that 
He kept him 'tween his legs ; — on his hind hoofs, 
On end, be stands. 

That Arcite's legs being higher than his head, 
Seemed with strai^ art to hang ; his victor's wreath 
Even then feH off his head ; and, presently. 
Backward the jade comes o'er, and his full poise 
Becomes the rider's load. Yet is he living ; 
But such a vessel 'tis, that floats but for 






IViHiont 



ai again,"* 



It after all, the word m 



Thet 



;othat 



Hem 



To have some speech with you. Lo, he appeal 



Pal. Oh, nuseraWe end of our alliance ! 
The gods are mighty 1 — Arcite, if thy heart, 
Thy worthy manly heart, bo yet unbroken, 
Bive me thy last words ', I am Palamon, 
One that yet loves thee dying. 

Arc. Take Emilia, 

And with her all the world's joy. Reach thy hand ; 
Farewell! I've told my last hour. I was false, 
Yet never treacherous. Forgive me, cousin '. 
One kiss from fair Emilia '. 1( Is done : 
Take her, I die ! [Dies, 

Pal. Thy brave soul seek Elysium ! 

End, I'll close thine eyes, prince ; blessed souls be 
with thee ! 
Thou art a right good man ; and while I live 
This day I give to tears. 

Pal. And I to honor. 

The3. In this place first you foi^ht ; even very here 
I sundered you i acknowie^ lo the gods 
Our thanks that you are living. 
His pan is played, and, th«^h it were too short. 
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He did it well; your day is lengtliened, and 
The blissful dew of heaven does attose you ; 
Th.e powerfuZ Venus veil hath graced her allar 
And given you your love i our master Mars 
Has vouched his oracle, and to Arcite gave 
The grace of the contention! so tha dailies 
■a shown due justice. Bear this hence ! 



Pea. 



Oh,c( 



That wo should things desire, which do 

The loss of our desire ! That naught could buy 

Dear love, but loss of dear lovo ! 

Thes, Never fortune 

Did play a subtler game : the conquered triumphs. 
The victor has tJie loss ; yet, in the passage, 
The gods have been most equal, Falamon, 
Vour kinsniEin, hath confessed the right o' the lady 
Did lie in you ; for you first saw her, and 
Even Ihen proclaimed your fancy. He reston 
As your stolen jewel, and desired your spirit 
To send him hence forgiven : the gods my jwf 






Taie from my hand, and they themselves become 

The eiecutioners. Lead your lady off; 

And call your lovers''from the stage of death. 

Whom 1 adopt my friends ! A day or two 

Let us look sadly, and give grace unto 

The funeral of Arcite ; — in whose end 

The visages of bridegrooms we'll put on, 

And smile with Palamon ; for whom an hour. 

But one hour since, I was as dearly sorry. 

As glad of Arcite ; and am now as glad, 

As for him sorry. Oh, you heavenly charmers, 

What things you make of us ! For what we lack 

We laugh, for what we have are sorry ; still 

Are children in some kind. Let us be thankful 

For that which is, and with you leave disputes 

That are above our question ! Let's go off, 

And bear us like the time 1 [Flemish. Exeunt. 

Kni^tj and yeli if written "followera," the 
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INTRODUCTION 



THE LONDON PRODIGAL. 



This comedy was first published in 16II&, 'with the 
following title : "The "London ProdigaUl as itwas 
plaide by the King's Majestie's Servants: By William 
Shakspeare. London: Prmted by T.C., for Nathan- 
iel Butler." T. C. was Thomas Creede, and Nathan- 
iel Butter was the bookseller, uho, three years after- 
ward , published King Lear. 

" Concerning the origin of this play, havhig been 
ever ascribed to Shalispeare, I haye niM been able to 
form any probable hypothesis." This is tha language 
ofMalone. He adds: " One blows not which most to 
admire, the impudence of the printer, in affixing our 
great poet's name to a comedy publicly at his own 
theatre, of which it is rery improbable thai he should 
have written a line, or Shakspearc's negligence of 
fame, in suffering such a piece to be imputed to him, 
without taking the least notice of it." Keasoning 
according to all common modes, one would ba apt to 
admit this Jailer fact as condusiye of the authorship. 
It is certainly an argument, to which the mere dispari- 
ty between this performance and those which the com- 
mentators have chosen to adopt exclusively as Sbali- 
peare's, will alford an hisufficient obstacle. Schlegel 
says : " If wCj^e not mistaken, Lesshig pronoonced 



this piece to be Shakspcare's, and wished to bring it 
on the German stage ;" and Leasing was one of the 
soundest of German critics. Tieck, another German, 
also assigns this comedy to Shakspeare. Hazlitt 
says : " If Shakspcare's at all, it must be among the 
sins of his youth." Mr. Knight, while analyzing the 
plot and materiel, and comparing these with the un- 
questionable performances of Shakspeare, rejects the 
play altogether. 

Without urging a single word on this subject, we 
content ourselves with saying that its crudities ar« 
equally great as a work of thought and as a work of 
art. It exhibits a very immature condition of mind 
on the part of the writer. The invention, the verse, 
and the philosophy, are equally humble. It was 
probably the work of a youth — perhaps a boy — and 
that boy might have been Shakspeare. We know 
nothing more utterly absurd than this habit of test- 
ing the authorship of a work by its intrinsic merits; 
applying the standards formed in tha malnrer eihibi. 
tions of a great genius, to the crude and feeble per- 
formances of his be^ning. But we have dwelt up. 
on these generalities already. 

The comedy is not wholly devoid of merit. The 
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ingenuity of tha &lher, ia finding excuses for the 
son's profligacy, ia exemplary. The very reeiless- 
neas and mter profligacy of the eon himself, howeT- 
et fanity bb a conception of cliaracter, has yel a re- 
deeming something in his desperate hardihood. It 
would seem, too, that the exeeseiTa overdrawing of 
tliis character was the result of a too great anxiety 
to brii^ out that of the weak woman, his wife ; whom 
our author probably aouglit to mate another "Pa- 
tient Grissil." The scenes in which she appears, and 
the devotion which she shows, which finally worlfs 
the miracle in his reformation, are not warning in 
force and spirit, Mr. Knight says, harshly: "If 
Shalrspearo had chosen such a plot, in which the 
sudden repentance of the offender was lo compensate 
for tlie miseries he had inflicted, he wouM hare 
made the prodigal retain some sense of honor, some 
remorse amid his recklessness — eomethii^ that 
would iiaTc gicen the assurance that hia contrition 
was not hypocrisy. We haTe little donbt that the 
low moral tone of the writer's own mind produced 
the low morality ot the plot and its catastrophe. We 
see in this play tliat confusion of principles of which 



the stage was too long the faithful mirror. In Shali- 
speare, the partition which separates levity and guilt 
is never broken down ; though [lescness and dishonor 
are not treated with equal indulgence. This is qnile 
argument enough to prove that Shakepeara could not 
have written this comedy, nor rendered the least 
assistance in its composition. If it exhibited any 
traces of his wit or his poetry, we should still reject 
it upon this sole ground." And if we ai^ed tha 
case Witt reference only to Shakspeare, as the mature 
master-mind of ages, rather than with regard to tlie 
boy who was just beginning his apprenticeship, we 
should say exactly the same thing. But this would 
be very idle. These old plays, if Shakspeare's, are 
from his "prentice ban';" and, with all deference to 
the commentator, we are inclhied to think that the 
" prentice ban' " of a very superior and original ge- 
nius is much more rude and awkward, for various good 
reasons, than that of a merely talented person. Bnt 
we profess to determine nothing in regard lo the au- 
thorship of the drama before ua— only to suggest, that 
the reasons whiohrender other editors most confident, 
are, as we think, of Do sort of Tahie in this discussioiL 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

■i a mCTChanl. 
Matthew Flowehdale, Jiis «<in. 

Lf janiur, brother to the Jnerchant^ 



ir Laiin 



Sir A 



"■""■"> i Luco. 

a I>econshire ClotMer, J 

rasile to Sir Lamicelot Spurooclt. 



Artichoke ( '^'""""'s '" ^'' Launi^Jot Sjmrcocli. 
DicH and Raifh, Iwo ckeoling gameslera, 
RurnAH, oponifer. 

Frakoee, > daughters to Sir Launcelot Spurcock, 
Luce, > 
Citiim's uife. 

Sheri^a offlcera ; Limlenant avd SoZJieri ; Braa'ei 
and other Attendants. 

SCENE, — Lobe OB, and the pai-/s adjacsn!. 



SCENE L — Lonilo 



n-Fiow) 



ir, and Flowekdal 



,jumi 



Fioui., MB. Brother, from Venice 
guised, 

I come to prove llie humors of my son. 
How hath he borne himself since my dejiartare, 
I leatinB yon his patron and his guide ! 

Flow.jjun. Faith, brother, so as you will grieve to 
And I almost ashamed to report it. [hear, 

FlBie., sen. Why, how is't, brother? What ! doth 
ha spend beyond 
The Bllowanoa that I left him ? 

F/ou;.,jiin. How! beyond that ! [Ay] andfarmore. 
Why, your exhibition's nothmg. He hath spent 
that and since hath borrowed ; protested with oaths; 
alleged kindred to wring money from me ; [entreat- 
ing] "bylheloTO Iborehisfather,— by the fortnnes 
[that] might lall upon himself" —to furnish his wants. 
That done, I bare since had his bond, his ffieiid and 



friend's 
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Alth 


igh Itn 
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th^i 


wbal] he 


spends 




, yet it 


frievesm 






unbridled 




thai 


■eigns t 


er him.i 








Flow 


sen. 


Brother 


what is 


th 


mam 


er of his 



life! 
he name of his offences ? If they do ni 
Altogether, relish of damnation, 
His youth may privilege his wantonness. 
I myself ran an unbridled course till thuly; nay, al- 
most till forty ; well ! you see bow I am ! For vice 
once looked into with the eyes of discretion, and 
well balanced with the weights of reason, the coursa 
past seems so abominable, that the landlord of him- 
self, which is the heart of his body,= will rather en- 
tomb himself in the earth, or seek a new tenant to re- 
main in him f which once settled, how much better 
are they thai in their youth have known all these 
vices, and left them, than those that know liltle, and 
in theh' age run into them ! Believe me, brother, 
they that die most virtuous, have in their youth lived 
most vicious ; and none linows the danger of the fire 
more than he that faUs into it. But say, how is the 
course of his life ! let's hear his particulars. 

Flow., ju«. Why, I'll tell you, brother: he is a 
continual swearer, and a breaker of his oatlis ; which 

Fl'/w,, sen, I grant, indeed, to swear is bad, but in 
not* liceping those oaths is belter. For who will set 
by a bad thing 1 Nay, by my faith, I hold this rather 
a virtue than a vice ! Weil, I pray, proceed. 

Flow.fjun. He's a mighty brawler, and comes com- 
monly by the worst. 

Flaw., sen. By my faith, this is none of the worst 
neither ; for if he brawl and be beaten for it, it will 
in time make him shun it ; for wliat brings man or 
ciiiU more to virtue than correction ? What reigns 
over liim else ! 

Flov!.,JBn. He is a great drinker, and one that will 
forget himself. 

Flow.,sen. Oh! bcstofall! [since] vice should be 
forgotten. Lei him drink on, so he drinlt not [in] 
churches. Nay, nn this be the worst, I hold it rather 
a happiness in him than any iniquity. Hath he any 
more attendants? 
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Floie.,jun. Brother, he is one Uiat will' 
any man. 

Flour., sen. Why, see yoa,i so doth tho S£ 
rows of all (he small currenls in the world, t 
himself. 

f (oio.jjun. Ay, hot the sea pays it aga 
■will nevef your 






a would the sea neither, if It 
were dry as my son. 

Flow.,jun, Then,brother, I see, 
You rather like these Tieea in your son, 
Than any way condemn them. 

Flow., sm. Nay, mistake me not, brother, 
For though I slur them over now as things 
[Hut]slight and nothing, his crimes being hi the bud, 
'Twonld gall my heart they ever KhouJd' reign in him. 

M, Film, [knocking vMkin]. Ho! who's within; 
f!o! 

Flow.jjun. , That's your son ; he's come 

Tn borrow more money. 

Flaw., sen. For God's sake give it out 

[That] I am dead. Sea how he'll take it ! Say 
I've brot^ht you news &om his father. I have here 

drawn 
A formal will, as it were from myself, 
Which I'U deliver him. 

Flow., jim. Go to, brother ; no mora ; I will. 

M.Flow. [icHftin]. Uncle! where are you,nncle? 

Flov!,,jun, [flJoTwlJ . Let my cousin^ in there. 

Flow,,aen. [hi!slil^,an&inuniertotiis\. I am a sail- 
er come from Venice, and my name is Christopher. 

Enter M*rrKEW Fiowerdaie. 

Flow. By the Lord, in truth, tinde 

Vnrh. In truth would a-scrved, cousin, without the 
Lord. 

Flou: By your leave, uncle, the Lord js the Lord 
A couple of rascals at the gate, set upon 



lefor 



ly purs< 



Vnde. Why, what is it, cousin? 

Flow. Marry this, tmole, can you tel! me if tha 
K^te and Hugh^be come home or no! 

Uncle. Ay, marry, is't. 

Flaw. By God! I thank you for that news. 
What, is't in tho pool, can you tell? 

Unele. It is ; what of that? 

Flow. What? — why then IhaVB sii pieces of vel- 
vet sent ma — I'll give you a piece, uncle; for thus 
said the letter, a piece of ash-color , a three piled black, 
a color de roy j^ a crimson, a sad green, and a purple : 
yes i'fluth. 

Vacle. From whom should you receive this ? 

Flow. From whom! Why, from my fether! — 
With commendations to you, uncle ; and thus ha 
writes; "I know," sailh he, "thou hast much troubled 
thy kind uncle, whom, God willii^, at my return, I 
wijl see amply satisfied." •-: Amply, I remember, was 
the very word ; so God help me ! 

Uncle. Have you the letter here ! 

Flow. Yes, I have the letter here ; here is the lal. 
ter 1 no — yes, no, let me see ! what breeches wore I 
on Saturday : let me see ; o'Tuesday, my calamanco ; 
o'Wednesday, my peach color satin ; o'Thursday, my 
velure i* o'Friday, my calamanco agam ; o'Saturday— 

o'Satirday is the letter: 0, my riding breeches, un- 
cle; those that you thought had been velvet— ill those 
very breeches is the letter. 

Uncle. When should it be dated ? 

Flow. Marry, dechno tertio Septambris — no, no, 
Octobris ; ay, Ootobris 



Unci 



o Octol 






Uncle. You never coma, but you brhig a brawl hi 
Flow. By my truth, uncle, youmust needs len 

Uncle. Give my eonsin some small beer here. 

Flaw. Nay, look you, you turn it to a jest; now, by 
this l^ht, I should ride to Croydon fair, to meet S* 
LaunceJot Spurcock ; I should have his daughti 
Luce ; and, for scurvy ten pound, a man shall lot 
nine hundred threescore and odd pounds, and adaily 
friend beside ; by this hand, uncle, 'tis true. 

Uncle. Why, anything is true for aught I know. 

Flow. To see now ! why yon shall have my bona, 
uncle; or Tom White's, James Brock's, or Nick Hall's, 
as good rapier and da^ar men, as any [that] be in 
England ; let's be damned if wo do not pay you ; 
the worst of us all will not damn ourselves for len 
pound. A pos of ten pound. 

Uncle. Cousin, Ibis is not the first lime I have 
believed you. 

Flow. Why, trust me now, you know not what may 
fall ; If ono thing were but true, 1 would not greatly 
care ; I should not need ten pound; — but when a 
man can not be believed, — there's it. 



a letter that your father died in June ; how say you^ 
Kester! [To Piow., sanior, ai Christopher. 

Father, Yas, truly, sir, your father is dead, those 
hands of mine holp to wind him. 
Flow. Dead? 
Father. Ay, sir, dead. 

Flow. 'Sblood, how should my father come dead? 
FiUk. V faith, sir, aocordhig to the old proverb. 
The child was born, and cried. 
Became a man, fell sick, and died. 
Uncle. Nay, coushi, do not take't so heavily. 
Flow. Nay, I can not weap you eittempore : marry, 
three days I • > •> ..... 






But I 



oory. 



Fath. Very well, sir, and set down everything ii 
good order ; and tha Xatharina and Hugh you talk of. 
I came over in ; and I saw all tha bills of lading ; and 
the velvet that you talk of, there is no such aboard. 

F(oto. By God ! I assure you, then, there is knavery 



hi Venice. 

Flow. I hope he died in good estate. 

Father. To the report of the world ho did, and 
made his will, of which I am the unworthy bearer. 

Flow. His wiU, have you his will? 

Father. Yea, sir, and in tha presence of your uncle, 
I was willed to deliver it. [Delivers the will. 

Uncle. I hope, cousin, now God hath blessed you 
with wealth, you will not be unmindful of me. 



d=. V^iUUVlL' 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 



FloiB. I'll do raasim, nncla ; yet, i'faith, I take the 
ilenial of this ten pound verf Imrdly. 

Unclt. Nay, I denied you not. 

Flow. By God, you denied me directly. 

Unde, I'll be ju^d by thia good fellow. 

Fnlher, Not directly, sir. 

Flow. Why, he said he would lend me nona, and 
that had wont to be a direct denial, if the old phrase 
hold. Well, unde, come ; we'll fall to Ihe legacies. 
[reads.] In the name of God, Amen. 

Rem, I bequeath to my brother, Flowerdale, three 
hundred pounds, to pay such trivial debts as I owe in 
London, 

Hem, To my son, Matthom Flowerdale, I bequeath 
two hale of false dice, videiicit, high men and low 
men, fulloma, stop-cater-traies,i and other bones ot 

Flow. 'Sblood, what doth he mean by this ? 

Undt. Proceed, cousin. 

Flow, [reads]. These precepts 1 leaTa him ; — let 
him borrow of his oath— for of bis word nobody will 
trust him. Let him by no means marry an honest 
woman ; — for the other will keep herself. Let him 
steal as much as he can; that a giUlly conscience may 
bring him to his destinate repentance. — I think he 
means hanging ! An this were his Inst will and lee- 
lament, the devil stood lai^hiug at his bed's feet 
while he made it. 'Sblood, what doth he think to fob 
off his posterity with paradoMs. 

Faih. This he made, sir, ■with his own haiids. 

Flow. Ay, well; nayeome, goodancleiletmehaTH 
this ten pound j imagine you have lost it ; or were 
robbed of it; or misreclioned yourself so much ; any 
way, to make it come easily off, good uncle. 

Unde. Notapenny. 

Folk. I'failh, lend it him, sit ; — I myself have an 
estate in the city worth twenty pound ; all that I'll 
engage for him ; — he sailh it concerns him in a mar- 
riage. 

Flme, Ay, marry doth it ; this is a fellow of some 
sense, Ihjs : come, good uncle. 

Uncle, Will you givo your word for it, Kester? 

Falh. I will, sir, willingly. 

Uncle. Well, cousin, come to me some hour hence, 
— you shall have it ready. 

Flow. Shall I not fail ? 

Uncle. You shall nol ; come or send. 

Flow. Nay, I'll come myself. 

Fath. By my troth, would I were your worship's 

Flow. What! wouldst thou serve! 

Falh. Very willingly, sir. 

Flow. Well, 111 tell (hee what thou shall do ;— thou 
say'st thou hast twenty pound ; — go into Burchin 
lane, and put thyself into clothes ; — Ihou shall ride 
with me to Croyden fah. 

FiUk. I thank you, sir ; 1 will attend you. 

Flow. Well, luide, yon will not Idl me an hour 
.hence. 

Unde. I will not, cousin. 

Flow. What's thy name? Kester! 

Falk. Ay, sir. 

Flow. Well, provide thyself; unde, farewell tiO 
anon. [ExU Fi " " 

Uncle. Brother, how do you like your i 



Falh. I'faiib, brother, as a mad, unbridled colt, 
Or as a hawk, that never stooped to lure ; 
The one must be tamgd with an iron bit, 
The other must be watched, or still she's wild.' 
Such is my son, a while let him be so ; 
For counsel still is folly's deadly foe. 
I'll serve his youth, for youth must have his course. 

His pride, his riot, e11 that may lie named. 
Time may recall, and all his madness tamed. 
Enler Sir LAtracELOT, Master Weathebcocic, Daf- 
Tosa., Abtichoee, Luce, and fRAHCEs. 

Launce. Sirrah, Artichoke, get you home before ; 
And, as you proved yourself a calf in buying. 
Drive home your fellow calves that you have bought. 

Art. Yes, forsooth ; shall not my fellow Daffodil 
go aloi^ with me ! 

Loitnee. No, sir, no ; I must have one to wall on me. 

Art. Daffodil, farewell, good fellow Daffodil. 
You may see, mistress, I'm set up by the halves, 
Instead of waiting on you, I'm sent to drive home 

Laience. 'Faith, Frank, I must turn away this DatTo- 
He's grown a very foolish, saucy fellow. [dil ; 

Frances. Indeed ! la 1 father, he was so since I had 
him: 
Before, he was wise enough for a foolish' servmg-man. 

Weoih. But what say you to me. Sir Launcelol ! 

Launci. Oh ! — 

About my daughters ; well, I will go forward; 
Here's two of them, God save them; but the iMrd, 
0, she's a stranger in her course of life : 
She hath refused you. Master Weathercock, 

Wealh. Ay, by the rood, Sir Launcelot, that she 
hath; 
BullmdBhetrledme,she'dhave found aman 

Lavnci. Nay, be not angry, sir, at her denial. 
She hath refused seven of the worshipful 'st 
And worthiest housekeepers this day in Kent ; 
Indeed, she will not marry, I suppose. 

Weatk. The more fool she ! 

launce. What ! is it foUy to love charily !' 

Weath. No, mistake me not, Sit Launcelot ; but 
'Tis an old proverb, and you know it well, 
That women dying maii^, lead apes in hell. 

Launce. That is a foolish proverb and a false. 

Weath. B'the mass, I think't be, and therefore let it 
[0.1- 



Pools may have lenve to prattle as Ihey walk 

Oaff. Senlcntiouss still, sweet mistress. 
You have awil, an 'twere your alabaster.^ 




"^b"? 


a hawk,— 
oat be watched or rtill 


he's wild. See the 


Taming 


4 One of'tte rfitiona before me reads "charily," anolhe 
" choadtT -r I ehould pnifer " charily," fliat ia, cautioud j. 
li One of the copeo Helbre me rcnda " Bentesseo," snother 

>to>lfl™tandn.u^ 

% The meaning la obacnre. '■ You have a wH if It were 
yonr alabaster 1" that Ift fair aa alabaster, and as bnnle 

rebuke whicb follows.. 
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Lact. Faith, and thy tongue trips itench-morc' 
Zaunct. No, of my knighthood, not a suitor yet 
Alas '. God hpip her, silly girl, a fool, a very fool ; 
But there's the other black brows, a shrewd girl, 
Sh'ath wit at will, and suitorB two or three : 
Sir ArthurGreenshieldone, a galliml knight, 
A valiant soldier, bnt his power but poor. 
Then (here's yoai^ Oliver, the Devonshire lad, 
A wary fellow, marry, full of wit. 
And rich, by the rood ; but there's a third, all air, 
Light as a feather, ehan^ng as the -wind ; 
Young Flowerdale. 

Wealh. O, he, sir, he is 

A desperate Dick indeed. Bar him your house, 
latince. Fie, sir, not so ; he's of good parenlage 
Weath. By my say and so he is, a proper man. 
Latmce, Ay, proper enough, had he good qualitii 
Wealk, Ay, marry, there's the point. Sir Launcelo 
For there's an old saying : — 

Be he rich, or be he poor. 
Be he high, or be he low : 
Be he born in barn oi 
'Tis manni 
Latmce, You ai 



in the r^ht, [g 



Eiitw Monsieur Ciyet. 

Civet Soul ! I thhtk I am sure crossed, or witched 
with an owl ! 1 have hunted them, inn after inn, booth 
after booth, yet can not £nd them ; ha, yonder they 
are ; that's she ; 1 hope to God 'tis she ; nay, 1 know 
'tis she now, for she treads her shoe a little awry. 

Laance. Where is this inn ! we are past it, Safib- 



dil. 



Daff, The good E^ Is here, 
befori 



r, but the black gate 



I. Save you, sir. I pray, may 
of a word with you ? 

Daff, No pieces, sir. 

Citel. Why, then, the whole. 
I pray, sir, what may yonder gentlewomen be! 

Daff. 'They may be ladies, sir, if the destinies ajid 
mortality work. 

Civel. What's her name, sir ? 

Daff. Mistress Frances Spmeodi, Sit Launcelot 
Spuroock's daughter. 

Civet. Is slie a maid, sir? 

Baff. You may ask Phito, and Dama Proserpine 
that : I would be loath to bo riddled, sir. 

Civel. Is she married, I mean, sir? 

Duff- The fates know not yet what shoemaker shall 
make her wedding- shoes. 

.Civel. I pray where inn you, sir? I would be very 
glad to bestow the wine of that gentlewoman. 

Daff. At the Geoi^e, sir. 

Civet, God save you, sir. 

Daf. I pray your name, sir ? 

Civet. My name is Master Civet, sir. . 

Bqif. A sweet name; God be with jrou, good Mas- 
ter Civet, [£iii Civet. 
'« spied you, stout St. George ? 



For all 
luc dragon, y'had be 



t sell us good wine 



Enter Drawer. 

or these [youug] girls and knaves, small wine 
. pint of sack, — no more l [ 

hraiivr, A quart of sack in the Three Tuns, 



Etiier young Flowerdaie. 

M. FloiB. How now ! Fie ! silye in the open room! 
Now, good Sir Launcelot, and my kind friend 
Worshipful Master Weathercock ; what at? — 
Your pint ! — a quart, for shame ! 

Laimee. Nay, roysterer, by your leavo, we will 
away. 

iW. Fioui. Come, give ns some music [first]: we will 
go dance ; 
Be gone, Sir Launcelot ! what ! and fair day too. 

Luce.* 'Twera foully done to dance within the fair 

M. Flow. Nay, if you say so, fairest of all fau^ 
Then I'll not dance ! A poi upon my tailor. 
He hath spoiled me a peach-color satin snit. 
Cut upon cloth of silver f but, if ever 
~ such another trick, 



mlea 



,i'fa 






The calendar of fools ; and you. Sir Launcelot, 
Yon, Master Weathercock, my goldsmith too. 
On t'other side [of you] . I bespoke thee, Luce, 
A carcanet of gold,s aiid thought thou shouldst 
Have had it for the fairing. And [yet] the rogue 
Puts me in 'rearagea for orient pearl ; — 
But thou Shalt have't by Sunday night, wench. — 
EtiSer Drawer. 

Drawer. Sir, here is one that hath sent you a bottle 
of Rhenish wine, brewed with rose water.' 
Flow. To me ? 

Djnirar, No, sir, to the knight ; 

^ acquaintance. 
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ACT II.— SCENE I. 



Launee. Call hjni in, Daffodii. 

Flow. O, I know him, si 

He IS a fool, but reasonable rich ; 
His fnlher's one of these Icasemongers, these 



Enler Masler Civet. 

Launa. I promise you, sir, 

Touareat too much charge. {To Cive' 

Civet. The charge is small, sir! IthankGod, 
My father left me wherewithal. IPt please you 
I've a great mind to this gentlowoman here 
I' tho way of marriage. 

Xauncc. I thank you, sir j — 

Please you to come lo Lewsham, my poor house ; 
You shall be kindly welcome. I knew your father. 
He was a wary husband. To pay here, drawer? 
Brawa: All's paid, sir ; this gentleman hath paid 

alL 
Launce. I'ftdth, you do us wrong ; 
But wa shall live to make amends ere long. 
Master Flo werdale, — is that your man! 
Jtf. Flow. Yes, (aith ; a good old knave. 
Launce. Nay, then,I think, 

Youwill turn wise, now you take such a servant. 
Come ; you'll ride with's to Lewsham ? Let's away, 
'Tis scarce two hours to ^he end of day. [Exiunt. 



Arth. Lieutenant, lead your soldiers to the ships, 
There let them have their coats ; at theh arrival 
They shall have pay; fiirewell; look to your charge. 

Sot. Ay; we are now sent away, and can not so 
much as speak with our friends. 

Oli. No man what e'er you used a zuteh a fashion, 
Ihiclt you can not take your leave of your sreens. 

Arth. Fellow, no more ; lieutenant, lead them off. 

Sol. Well, if I have not my pay and my clothos, 
I'll venture a running away, though I hang for't. 

Arth. Away, sirrah, charm your tongue.' 

lExeunl Soldiers. 



Oil. 






, r, under the Mug. 

Oli. Sfoot, man, an you be' never such a commander, 
I shud a-spoke with my vreens before I shud a-gc 

Artk. Content yourself, man ; my authority 
Will sttelch to press so good a man as you, 

Oli, Press me* I defy ye, press scoundrels, and 
thymessels': press me, chee scorns thee, i'falth; 
seest thee, hero's a worshipful knight [who] knows, 
Cham not to bo pressed by thee. 



•odsteB— pBTtiea to BiJ m. 



Lmince. Sir Arthur, welcome to Lewsham, wcl- 

ime, by my troth. What's the matter,man, [(c 0/?- 

r] why are you vexed! 

Oli. Why, man, he would press me. 

Launce. O, fia. Sir Arthur, press him ? 

e is a man of reckoning. 

Weath. That he is. Sir Arthur, hath the nobles. 
The golden ruddock^ he. 

Arth. The fitter for the wars : and were he not 
In liivor with your worships, he should see 
That I have power to press so good as he, 

Oli. Chill stand to the trial, so chill. 

Flow. Ay, marry shall he ; press cloth and kar- 

sy,* 
White-pot and drowsen broth :< tut, tul, he can not 
Oil. Well, sir, though you see [he] vlouten cloth 

the town sick a ziliten jacket, as thick as one you 

Flow. Well-fed vlittanvlattall" 
Oli. Ay, and well-fed cockney, and boi-bell too:6 
what doest think cham aveard of thy zilken coat! no 

Launce. Nay, come ; no more ; be all lovers and 

Weath. Ay, 'tis best so, good Master Oliver. 

Flow. la your name Master Oliver, I pray you ? 

OH. What tit and be tit, an it grieve you. 

Flow. No, but I'd gladly know if a man might not 

iva a foolish plot out of Master Oliver lo work upon. 

Oil Work thy plots upon ma ; stand aside ; work 
thy fooUsh plots upon me ; chill so use thee, thou 
wert never so used since thy dam bound thy head } — 
work upon me f 

Flow. Let him come, let him come, 

Oli. Zurah, zirrah, if it viere not for sliame, chee 

ould a given thee iutch a whister-poop under tlie 

IT, chee would have made thee a vanged another at 

y feet. Stand aside, let me loose ; cham all of a 

flmh^ firebrand ; stand aside. 

Flow. Well, I forbear you ior your friends' sake. 
ig for all my vreens ; dost thou tell me of 






IS? 



i, good Master Oliver ; no i 
Sir Arthur. And maiden, here, in the sight 
Of all your suitors, every man of worth, 
I'll tell you whom 1 ftinest would prefer 
To the hard bargain of your marriage-bed. 
Shall I be plain among you, gentlemen ! 

Arth. Ay, sir, 'lis best. 

Launce. Then, sir, first to yc 

I do confess you a most gallant knight, 
A worthy soldier, and an honest man ; 



le golden niildoch ia tie red-br 
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1 M-m not jUiise 1 Goci can n-ork miracles, 
But he were beller make a IiundiciJ uew, 
Than Uiee a thrifty and an honest one. 

Weallt. Believe me, he hath hit yon there ; he hath 
touched fon to the ^uick, that he hath. 

Fhte Woodtock o' my side j 
Why, Master Weathercock, 
You know I am honest, howsoever trifles 

IVealh. Now, by my troth, I know no otherwise. — 
Oh ! your old mother was H dame indeed : 
Heaven hath her soul, and my wire's too, I trust: 
And your good father, honest gentleniBn, 
He's gone a journey as 1 hear, far hence. 

Floa: Ay, God be prids^d, he Is far enough ; 
He'9 gnae a pilgrimage Lo Paradise, 
And left me to cut capers against care ; 

Luce. I'faith, I like not shadows, bubbles, breath, 
I hate a " iight o' love," as I hate death. 

Uiunce. (iiri, hold thee there; looli on this De'n- 
shire lad: 
Fat, fair, and lovely, both in purse and person. 

Oil. Well, sir, eham as the Lord hath made me, 
ynu know me well ivin, cha have threescore pack of 
kaisay at BiacUem HaU,i and chief credit beside, and 
my fortunes may be so good as another's, xo it may. 

Luce. 'Tis you I lore, whatever others say. 

Arth. Thanks, fairest. 

Floie. What, wouldst thou have me quarrel with 

Falh. Do but soy he shall hear from you. 

Lnuntf. Yet, Bentlfmen, hows'ever 1 prefer 
This De'nshire suitor, I'll enforce no love ; 
My daughter shall have liberty to choose 
Whom she likes best j in yonr lovesuils proceed ; 
Not all of yoii, bnt only one, must speed. 

Weaih. You have s.iid well: indeed, right well. 



Aril. Mistress, here's one would speak with yt 
wy fellow Daffoilil halh him in the cellar already ; 
he knows him ; he met him at Croydon fair. 

Laanee. Oh, I remember j a little men. 

Jxli. &j, B very Utile man. 

Zaunce. And yet a proper man, 

Arli. A very proper, very little man. 

tounff. His name is Monsieur Civet. 

Arli. The same, sir. 

LaTtnce, Come, genllpmen, if other suitors come, 
My foolish daughter will be fitted loo : 
But my saint Delia, no man dare to move. 

[Eieunt all but yoiaiff Fioweboale and 

F!ov. ffark you, sir, a word. 

Oli. What han you say to me now f 

Flow. Ye shall hear from me, and that very ahonly. 

OH. Is that all ! vare thee well ; chee vere thee 
noiBvig. [ExUQuvE^. 

Flow. Whatifheshonldcomenow!= I am felrly 
dressed. 

Falli. I do not mean that you shall meet with him, 
But presently we'll go and draw a will : 
Where we will set down land we never saw. 
And we will have it of so lai^e a sum, 
"^ir Launcelol ^all entreat you lake his daughter : 

1 Rlackwell llnll, the great repoeilorr of woollen goods in 



being framed, give it to Master Weathercock, 
nake Sir Launcelol's daughter heir of all : 
nalie him swear never to show the will 
To any one, until (hat jou be dead. 
This done, the foolish changeling Weathercocit, 
Will straight discourse unto Sir Launcelot, 
"■ "orm and tenor of your testament. 

stand to pause of it, be ruled by me : 
What will ensue, that you shall quickly see. 
Flow. Come, let's about it; if that a will, sweet 



Can get 



Kit, 
:he wench, I shall re 






SCENE II.— 4 Room in Sir Launcelot's House. 

Enter Daffodil and Luce, 

Baff. Mistress ! still fVovrard '. No kind looks unto 

four Daffodil, now, by the gods 

Lace. Away, you foolish knave, let go my hand. — 

Oaf. There is your hand, but this shall go with 

My heart is thine, this Is my true love's fee. [me ; 

[Takes off ka- bracelet. 

Lure. I'll have your coat stripped o'er your earn 

You saucy rascaL [for this, 

Xounee, How now, maid, what is the news with 

luce, Yoiu' man is something saucy. [EisI Luce, 

Lniiaa. Go to, sirrah ; I'll talk with you, anon. 

Daff. Sir, I'm a man to be talked with witlial ; 
1 am no horse, I (row ; 
I know my strength then, no more than so, 

Wealk. Ay, by the mannikins.s good Sir Launcelot, 
T saw htm t'other day hold up the bucklers, 
Like an Hercules ; futh, God-a-mercy, lad, I like 



Lauiice. I like him well ; go, sirn 



, fetch m 



That, ere I part with Master Weathercock, 
We may drink down our farewell in French wine 
[Exit DArro 
Wealh. I thank you, sir, I thank you, friei 

I'll come and visit you ; by the mouse-foot I will 
-Mcantiine, take heed of cutting Flowerdale ; 



e Dick, I 
Re-mler Daffodii., leith w 



Launce. He is, he is ! FiU, Daffodil, some wme, 
Ha • what wears he on his arm i Fill me 1 — 
My daughter Luce's bracelet i 'tis the same : 
Ha' to you. Master Weathercock, 

tVealk. I thank you, sir: here, Daffodil, an honpst 
fellow and a tall thou art : Well: I'll take my leave, 
good kn^ht, and I hope to have you and all your 
daughters at my poor house ; in good sooth 1 must. 

Laiinci. Thanks, Master Weathercock, 
I shall be bold lo trouble you, be sure. 

tVeath. And welcome, heartily ; — farewell. 

[ExU Weaih. 

Thas, ff Colmnn nnd PerBeda (1549). " By coek and pie. 
and mggse-tbot,"— Sisnunj, 
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ACT IL— SCENE IV. 



taujiM. Sirtah, I saw my daughter's ivrong,5 end 
[see] willittl, 
Her bracelet oq your arm. Off wilh it [sitrah] , 
And with it my living too. Have I a cate 
To see my dauglifei matched with men of worship, 
And are you grown so bold? Go from my house 
Or I will whip you hence. 

Daff. I'll not be whipped, sir : there's your living ! 
This is a servhignian's reward. What care I ? 
;e ; ay ! 



Temple Bar; that will be nea 

Launte. At the Eose be it t 
He that eomes last forfeits a j 
. A pint is no payment, 
Let It be a whole quart, or no 



[En 



;Daff 



Ma: 
dale. 



SCENE m—Anolker Room in Ike same. 
Enler Sir Arthur and Luce. 

Yell above any suitor that I have. 

Although that soldiers soartfl know how to love. 

Arth, I am B soldier, and a geiyleman. 
Know what belongs to war, what to a lady ; 
What man offends me, that my sword shall right ; 
What woman loves me, I'm her faithful knight. 

Xuce. I neither doubt your valor nor your love. 
But there bo some that bear a soldier's form. 
That swear by him they never think upon, 
G(i swaggering up and down Irom bouse to house, 
Crying, " (!od pays all ;" and 

Arik Faith, lady, I'll describe you swch a man ; 
Of them there be many which you've spoke of, 
llial beat the name and shape [alone] of soldiers, 
Yet, Ood knows, very seldom saw the war; 
That haunt your taverns and your ordinaries, 
your alehouses someiimea, for all alike 
To uphold the brutish humor of their minds, 
Being marked down, for the bondmen of despair : 
Their mirth begins in wine, but ends in blood, 
Theif drink is clear, but their conceits are mud. 

t«M. Yet these [they tell us] are great gentlemen ; 

Jrlk. No soldiers; — they are wretched slav 
[my Luce], 
Whose desperate lives doth bring them timeless 



SCENE IV. 
E-n'.er Sir Laubceiot and Oliveh. 

on. And tyt trust to it, so then. 

Laance. Assure yourself, 

You shall be married with all speed we may : 
One day shall serve for Frances and for Luce. 

Oli, Why che wouid vain kiiow the time, for pf( 

Zaance. Why no more but this ; first get yonr a; 

Touiliingmydnt^hter'BJoinlHre; that despatched, 
We will, in two days, mahe provision. 
OH, Why.man, chil have the writings made by 11 

Launte. To-mortow be it then ; let's meet at \i 
King's Head in Fish street. 

Oil. No, fie man, no ; let's meet at the Rose : 



Enler Autichoke. 
% Master, here is a man would speait with 
er OUver ; he comes from young Master Floivcr- 



Oli. Why cbil speak with him, chil speali with him. 

/.ounce. Nay, [good] son Oliver, I'll surely see 
Wliat ['tis] young Flowerdale tialh sent to you. 
Pray God it be no quarrel. 

Oli, Wliy,man,if he quarrel with me, chil give him 
his hands full. 

Enter Flowcrdaie, senior. 

Folk. God save you, good E^ir Launcelot. 

Launce. Welcome, honest friend. 

Path. To youandyours my master wishelh health, 
But unto you, sir, this, and this, he sends : 
There is the length, sir, of his rapier ; 
And in that paper diall you know his mind. 

Oti. Here, chil meat him, my friend, chil meet Viini. 

Laanee. Meat hLn 1 you shall not meet the ruf- 
fian, fie I 

Oli. An I do not meet him, chO give you leave to 
call 
MeCut. Where is't, alrrah ! where is't) whereis'tt 

Falh. The letter showeth both the time and pliice, 
Anil, if you be a man, then keep your word. 

Lauitce. Sir, he shall not keep his word, he shall 

Fath. Why let him choose ; he'll be the better 
For a base rascal, and reputed so. [known 

Oli. Zirrah, zirrah ! and 'twere not an old fellow, 
and sent after an errand, chid give thee something, 
but chud lie no money : But hold thee, for 1 see thou 
art somewhat teslem ; hold thee ; there's vorty shil- 
lings i bring thy master a veeld, chil give thee vorty 
more ; look tiiou bring him, chil maul him, leU him ; 
chi) mar his dancing tressels ; chil use him, he was 
ne'er so used since bis dam bound his head ; cbil mar 
him for capering any more, ohy vore tliee. 

Ftith. You seem a man, sir, si out and resolute, 
And I will so report, whale'er befall. 

Laanee. An it fall out ill, a 



I'ilm 



aiflytl- 



lehim 



Falh. My master, sir, deserves 
And that you'll shortly find. 

Laante. Thy master is an nnlhrift, you a knave. 
And I'll attach you first, next clap him up ; 
Or have him bound unto his good behavior. 

Oli. I wood you were a sprite if .you do him any 
harm for this; an you do J cbil ne'er see yon, nor any 
of yours, while chil have eyes open ; what, do you 
think, ehii be abasselled up and down the town for a 
messel,' and a scoundrel J no chy vore you ; zitrnh, 
ay no more ; chil come ; tell him I defy 



Fatk. Well, sir. 

Launce. Now, gentle son, let mi 

Oli, No, chy vore you. 

I Meeoel. a iTOcr- Ho probably in 



[ExU. 



..Google 



I ; chil va 



I riiil watch JOU fc 
meet him, xo ; ifnoi.zi 
or chil kaov! why I shall 

Whai ! will yon then neglect my daugh- 



hers, for a loose braivl ? 
not kill him, marry chil veze' 
1 zOjGoa be wilh you, rather, 
leel to-morrow. [Eii(. 

lould have thought he had been so 
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e [but} 

; chil malES him 



:sbaU 



t. Artichoke. 



bucliler mended ; 
Oh ! for thai lin.ne, that lill^ Diiffodil : 
He woold have done good Eervice. But to 
Arli, Ay, tliis is the triclis of al 









Daffodil, O, where is he T but if you be angry, 
be but for the vcagging of a straw, then out o' doors 
with the lioace ; luni the coat over his ears. This is 
the humor oC you all. 

laimct. Oh ! for that knaye, that hisly Daffodil. 

Alii. Why iheve 'lis, now: our year's wages and 
onr rails will scarce pay for broken sworils and buck- 
lers; Ihnt we use in our quarrels. But I'll not fight it 
Diiffiid.l be o' 'tother side ; — tliat's flat. 

Ijiunce. 'Tis no such matter, man, get weapons 
And be at London ere the break of dayt [ready. 

Watch near the lo<lging of the De'nsbire youth, 
But be unseen : and as he goelh out, 
As he will go, ami early, without doubt — 

Arii. What, would you have me draw upon him, 
As he goes in the street! 

lAuiiee. Not for a world, man ; 

Into Ihe Selds. For to the field he goi^s, 
There to meet the desperate Flowerdale: 
Take thou the part of Oliver my son, 
For he shall be my son, and marry Luce; 
Do'sL undetstanil me, knaTe ! 

AtU. Ay, sir, I do understand you, but iny young 
mistress might be better provided in matching with 
niy fellow Baffodil. 

Lauiice. No mote ; [thy fellow] Daffodil's a knaye, 

Enler Weathercock. 

Master Weathercock, yon come in happy time ; 
The desperate Flowerdale hath writ a chajleiigs : 
And who thinit you must answer it but (he], 
The Devonshire man, my son Oliver? 

Wealk. Marry, I'm son-yforlt,goodSir Lanncelol, 
But if you'll be ruled by me, we'll stay their fury. 

Launce. As how, I pray ? 

Weath, Marry, I'll tell you, by promising young 
Flowerdale the red-lipped Luce. 

/jmnce. I'll rather follow her unto her grave. 

in the " Taming of Ihs Shrevi"— 



TV/alh. Ay, Su- Launcelot, I would have thought so 
But you and I hate been deceived in hinj. [too, 

Come read this will, or deed, or what you call il, 
I know not : come, yonr spectacles, I pray. 

Laimce. Nay, I thank God, 1 see [it] very weli. 

Wealk. Marry, God hless your eyes, mine have 
Almost this thirty years. [been dim 

Launce. Ha, what is this ? what is this ' [Reoda] 

Weath. Nay, there Is true love indeed; 
He gave it to me brit this very mom. 
And bade me keep'l unseen ftom any one. 
Good youth, to see how men may be deceived. 

Launce. Pasisioa of me i What a wretch am I 
To hate this loving youth ! — 
He hath made me, together with my Luce, 
He loves so dear, eieoutors of aU 
His wealth. 

Wealli. AH, all, good man, he hath given you all. 

Launce. Three ships, now in the straits, and home- 
ward bound, 
Two lordships of two hundred pound a year : 
The one in Wales, Ih' other in Gloslershire : 
Debts and accounts are thirty thousand pound, 
Plate, money, Jewels, siileen thousand more. 
Two houses Aimished well in Coleman street : 
Besides whate'er his uncle leaves to him, 
Being of great domains and wealth at Peckham. 

Wealh. How like yon this,good knigh 



like 



joul 



Launce. 1 have done him wrong ; hut now I'll make 

The De'nsliire man sliall whistle for a wife ; 
He marry Luce ! Luce shall bo Flowerdale's. 

IVaHh. Why that is friendly said, lets ride !o I.nn- 
Ancl straight prevent their match, by promising |dnn 
Your daughter to that lovely [loving] lad. 

Xauncc. We'll ride to London;— or, it sliall not 



Enkr AnircHOKE. 
1 Here be the very knaves, but : 
' Here, laite my cioalt; I'll h 



rt the merry 
le a walk to 



DepUord 

AiU Sir, we have been scouring of our swords and 
bucklers for your defence. 



'11 haven 




et blows alone I [r 


lidDeUa 


see aU things in 


eadinesa 




e wedding. We 


11 have two at once; 


[■hat will 


ave charges, M 


ster Weathercock. 


Ai-ll W 


e'll do it, sir. 
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ACT 


III. 


SCENE 1 


-Aualkb^orell 


IhUSfO/SitLAVfCE 


Ea(i;r Civei, Frabces, ond DeijA. 


Civ. By my troth this is 


good luclt ; 1 (hank 


■or this. 


a good sooth I have even my heart' 




■ Delia,— now : 


may boldly call yoi 


or your fiither hath frank and fteely given rni 


daughter 


rranli. 





, Google 



Frances. Ay, by my Iralh, Tom; Ihou hast my 
good will too, for, I iliank God, I longed for a hus- 
band, and would I might never stir, for one whose 

Del. Why, sistfr, now you hare your wish. 
Civ. YoD say very true, sister Delia, and I pr'ytheo 
coll me nothing bul Tom ; and 111 call thee sweet- 



ried? 






0, Frank, I'll hare thee go like a citizen 
la a guarded gown, and a French hood.' 

Frantes. By my troth, that wiJl be eicellenl indeed. 

Del. Brother, maintain yonr wife to your estate. 
Apparel you yourself like to your father : 
And let her go lilie lo your ancient molher. 
He, spming, got his wealth, left it to you. 
Brother, latie heed, for pride bids thrift adieu. 

Civ. So as my father and my mother went I — 
That's a just indeed; why, she went in 
A fringed gown, a single ruff, and white cap. 
And my father In a mocado^ coat, 
A pair oC ted satin sleeves, and a canvass back. 

Del. And yet his wealth was full as much as yours. 

Civ. My estate, my estate, I thank God, is forty 
pound a year, in good leases and tenements ; besides 
twenty mar); a year at Cuckolds '-HaVen ; and that 
comes to us ail by inheritance. 

Del. That may indeed, 'tis very filly 'plied. 



Hhow 






, falls 01 



Thai those whose fathers have died wondrous rich. 
And took no pl^sure but lo gather wealth. 
Thinking of hltle [but] that they leave behind 
For them, they hope, will be of their like mind. — 
But it liills out contrary ; forty years sparing. 
Is scarce three seven years spending ; never caring 
What wm ensue. When all their coin is gone. 
And all too late, then thrift is thought upon : 
Oft have I heard, that pride and liot kist. 
And then repentance cries — ForAod lakst. 

Civ. You say well, sister Delia, you say well : but 
I mean to live within my bounds : for, look you, I 
have set down my rest thus far, but to maintain my 
wife in her French hood, and her coach, keep a cou- 
ple or geldings, and a brace of greyhounds ; and this 
is ail I'll do. 

Be!. And you'll do this with forty pound a yearl 

Civ. Ay, and a batter penny, sister. 

Fmnces. Sister, you forget that at [the] Cuckold's- 
Ilavea, 

Civ. By my troth weL remembered, Frank, 
I'll give thee that to buy thee pins. 

Del. Keep yon the test for points. Alas the day ! 
Fools shall have wealth, though all the world say nay : 
Come, brother, will you in? dinner stays for us. 

Civ. Ay, good sister, with all my heart. 

Frances. Ay, by my troth, Tom, foe 1 have a good 

CJu. And I thelike, sweet Frank ; no, sister, do not 

I'll go beyond my bounds. [think 

Bel. God grant you may not. [Exeunt. 

1 GunrdB cr fadiigs. Bo in Heniy IV. we Lave " velvet 
wHnfdj and Sundtiv eiiiMns." 

J A woollen Btuffin ImilalJon of velvet. Moclt velvety It 
ia freouently mentioned in the old plays, 
tl's Charter?' 16I" ""—'--'—■-—-■■" 



ot of velvet, old heart of dure 



SCENE II. 55 

SCENE II.— London. TkeStreel!ieforcyounsFl.ovi. 



Flow. Sirrah, Kit, tarry thou there ; I have spiec 
Sir Launcelotand old Weathercock comhig this way 
they are hard at hand ; I will by no means be spokei 



Latmce. Is he within, my good fellow 
Fath. No, sir, he is not within. 
Liamce. I pr'ythee if he be within, I 



La-ance. I pr'ythee tell him his very good friend 
Sir Launcelot Spurcock entreats lo speak with him. 

Fath. By my troth, sir, if you come lo take up the 
matter between my master and the Devonshire man, 
you do but beguile your hopes, and lose your labor. 

Launte. Honest friend, I have not any such thing to 
him ; I come to speak vpith him about other matters. 

Fath. For my master, sir, hath set down his reso- 
lution, either lo redeem his honor, or leave his life 
hehmd hhn. 

Laance. My friend, I do not know any quarrel 
touching thy master or any other person ; my busi- 
ness is of a different nature to him, audi pr'ythee so 
tell him. 

Faih. Far howsoever the Devonshire man is, 
My master's mind is bloody; that's a round O,^' 
And therefore, sir, entreaties are but vain. 

Laimee, 1 have no such thing to him, 1 tell thee 
once again. 

Fath. I will then so signify to him. [Exil Father. 

Zaunce. A sirrah 1 1 see this matter's hotly carried. 
Bul 1 will labor to dissuade him from it. 



w FiowEHDAiE and hia Father. 
:r Flow 



Enter M 

Flaw. Good morrow, good Sir Launcelot; Master 
Weathercock, good morrow ; by my troth, gentlemen, 
I have been reading over Nick Machiavel ; 
1 find him good to be known , not to be followed : 
A pestilent bumano fellow ! I have made 
Certain annotations on him — such as they be I 
And how is't. Sir Launcelot? ha! howis't? 
A mad world, men can not live quiet in it. 

Ljhotk. Master Plowerdale, I do understand there 
is some jar between the Devonshire man and you. 

Falh. They, sir? tiny are good friends as can he. 

Flovi. Who? MasterOliverandl? asgoodfricnds 

launce. II is a kind of safely In you to deny it, and 
a generous silence, which too few are endued wilhol : 
but, sir, such a thing I heat, and I could wish it oih- 
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Finn: No such thing, Sir Laimcclot; o' my repula- 

Lounce, Wow, then, I do believe you, if you do 
Engage your reputation there is none. 
Flaw. Nay, I do not engage my reputation there is 

You shall not bind me to any condition of hardness i 
But if there be anything between us, then there is ; 
If there be not, then there is not : be, or be not, all's 

Latmce, I do perceiYe by this, that there is some- 
tiling between you, and I am very sorry for it. 
Flow. Yon may be deoeiTed, Sir Launcelot ; -^ 

Hath a fKltj saying, Queslo — l have forgot it too, 
'Tis out of my head [now], but, in my translation, 
If't hold, thus ! Thon hast a friend, keep him: if a 



(, Idc 



!ee by this liere is sc 



jwhat 



And, before God, I could wish it otherwise. 

Flow. Well, what is between us can hardly be al- 
Sir Launcelot, I am to ride forth to.morrow, [tered: 
That way which I must ride, no man must deny me 
The Sim ] I would not by any particular man. 
Be denied common and general passage. If any one 
Sailh, Flowerdale, thou passeat not tliis way ; 
My answer is, I must either on or return ; 



If I 



)t then ir 



:e my way, nature 
Hath done the last for me, and there's the fine. 

Jjiunce, Master Flowerdale, every man hath one 
And two ears. Nature in her building, [tongue, 

Is a most curious workmaster. 

FIoiD. That is as much as to say, a man shouldheai 
More than he should speak. 

Launce. You say true, and indeed I have heard more, 
Than at this time I will speak. 

Flow. You say well. 

Flowerdale ; but proof is the rule for both. [Master 
Flow. You say true . Whal-do-you-call.him, 

Hath't there in his third canton )' 
Launce. I have heard you have been wild i I have 

believed it. 
Flow. 'Twas fit, 'twas necessary. 






in you. 



That hath confirmed u 
GtHidness toward you. 

Fhtc, Faith, sit, I'm sure I never did you harm : 
Some good I've done, either to you or yours, 
I'm sure you know not, neither is't my will you should, 

Jjmnee. Ay, your will, sir. 

Flow. Ay, my wili,sir: 'sfoot, do you know aught 
By God, an you do, sir, I am abused. [of my will! 

Xounce. Go, Mr.Flowerdale, what IlmoWjIknow; 
And know yon thus much out of my knowle^e, 
That I [do] truly love you. For my daughter. 
She's yours. And if you like a marriage better 
Tlian a brawl, all quirks of reputation set 
Aside, go with me presently : and where 
You ^ould fight bloody battle, you'll be married 
To a [mostl lovely lady. 

"' Nay but, Sir Launcelot! 



Flow. 



1 Canto 



baHj the 1 






r'ecry C^Gon, in which Ahesaaelandera the Lady Una. ec 



Zinince. If you will not embrace my offer, yet 
Assure yourself thus much, I will have order 
To hinder your encounter. 

Flare. Nay, but hear rae. Sir Lanncelot. 

Launce, Nay, stand not you upon putative honor 
'Tis merely unsound, unprofitable, and idle. 
Your business is to wed my daughter, therefore 
Give me word, I'll go and provide the maid ; 
Your present resolution, either now 
Or never. 

Flow. Will you so put me to it ? 

Laimct. Ay, before God, you either take me now, 
Or take me never. Else what I thought should be 
Our match, shall be our parting, so, fare you well, 
For ever. 

Flow. Stay ; fall out what may. 
My love is above all ; I will come. 

Launce. I [will] eipect you, and so fare you well. 
[Exil Sir Launcelot ond Weathercock. 

Folk, Now, sir, how shall we do for wedding ap- 

Flow. By the mass, that's true ; now help. Kit ; 
The marriage ended, we'll make amends for all. 

Falh. Well, well, no more, prepare you for your 
bride, 
We will not want for clothes, whale'er betide. 

Flow. And thou shall see, when once I have my 

In mirth we'll spend full many a merry hour ; 

As for this wench, I not regard a pin; 

It is her gold must bring my pleasures m. [Exit 

Falh. Is't possible ho hath his second livingT^ 
Forsaking God, himself to the devil giving : 
But that I knew his mother firm aad chaste. 
My heart would say, my head she had disgraced : 
But that her fair mind so foul a deed did shun,' 
Else would I swear, he never was my son. 

Enter Uncle. 

Uiicls, How now, brother ! how do you find your 
son? 

Fath. brother, heedless as a libertine. 
Even grown a master in the school of vice ; 
One that doth nothing, but invent deceit : 
For all the day he humors up and down. 
How he tho neit day might deceive his friend ; 
He thinks of nothing but the present time : 
For one groat ready down, he'll pay a shiifing : 
But then the lender must needs stay for it. 
When I was young, I had the scope of youth. 
Both wild, and wanton, careless, desperate : 
But such mad strains, as he's possessed withal, 
I thought It wander for to dream upon. 

Uncle. I told you so, but you woidd not beUeve il. 

Feik. Well, I have found it;but one thing comforts 
Brother, to-morrow he's lo be married [me ; 

To beauteous Luce, Sir Launcelot Rputcock's daugh' 

Uncle. Is't possible ! 

Falh. 'Tis true, and thus I mean to curb him : 
Brother, this day, I will you sliall arrest him ; 
If anything will Wme him, it must be that. 
For he is rank ui mischief, chained to a life 
That will increase his shame, and kill his wife. 
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Uncle. Whit '. arrest him on Us wedding- day ! That 
Were an tmchristian, an inhuman part ; 
How many couple, even for that very day, 
Have purchased seven years' sorrow afterward { 
Forbear him ihea to-day ; — do it to-morrow ; 
And this day mingle not his joy with sorrow. 

Falh. Brother, I'll have it done tMa very day. 
And, in the view of all, as he comes from chuidh. 
]]o but observe the course thai he will lake ; 
Upon my life he will forswear the debt ; 
And, for we'll have the sum shall not he slight, 
Say that he owes you near three thousand pound : 
Good brother, let it be done immediately. 

Vnck. Well, brother, seeing you will have it so, 
I'll do it, and straight provide ^e sheriff, 

Folk. So, brother, by this means shall we perceive 
What ['tis] Sir Launcelot in this pinch will do ; 
And how his wife doth stand affected lo him ! 
Her love will then be tried to the uttermost ; 
And all the rest of them. What I will do, 
Shallharmbimmuch,andrauchavailhimtoo. lExil. 

SCENE III— J Hish Road ntar London, 

Enter Olivee, and ofterwardi Sir Akthiih Green- 

OH. Cham assured thick be the place that the 
scoundrel [zo. 

Appointed lo meet me; if a come,zo ; if a come not, 
And che war avise, he would make a coystreli on us, 
Cbed veze him, and che vang him hi hand, che would 
Hoist him, and give it him too and again, zo chad. 
Who been a there ! Sir Arthur ? chil stay aside. 

Jrlh. I've dogged the De'nshire man into the field. 
For fear of any harm that should befall him : 
I had an inkling of that yestem^ht, 
That Flowerdale and he should meet this morning ; 
Though, of my soul, Oliver fears him not. 
Yet, for I'd see fau' play on either side. 
Made me to come, lo see their valors tried. 
Good morrow to you. Master Oliver. 

Oli. God and good morrow. 

Arlh. What, Master Oliver, are you angry? 

Oli. What anit be, tyt an giieven you? 

Arth. Not me at all, sir, but 1 imagine by 
Yonr being here thus armed, you stay for some 
That you should %ht withal, 

OH. Why an he do, che would not dezire yon to 



ACT III.— SCENE III. 

Enter Flowekdaie, Sheriff, Officers. 
Arthui'; good n 



Uncle. Good m 
Master Oliver. 

Oli. God and good mom, Mr. Flowerdale. I pray 
yoq tellen us, is your Booundrel kinsman married ? 

Uncle. [Ay] [Master Oliver, call him what you will, 
But he is married to Sir Launcelot's daughter, 

Arlh. Unto her! 

Oli. Ah ! ha the old fellow zerved me thick a trick 1 
Why, man, he was a promise chil chud a had her ; 
" a zitch a vox, chil looli to his water che vor him. 

Uncle. The music plays ; they are coming from the 

Sheriff, do yonr office : fellows, stand stoutly to it ! 
r Sir Lauboelot SruKCOCK, M. Flowehoaie, 

EATHEBCOCE, CiVET, LUCE, FKAHCEB, FlOWER- 

i,E, senior, and Attendants. 

i. God give you joy, as the old zald proverh is. 



might, s 



, for I'm 



Ay, marry is he, sir, 
. very justice, and sworn to keep the peace : 
'ou must not disturh the weddings, 
Lattnce. Nay, never frown nor storm, sir j if you do, 
I'll have an order talten for you. 
OK. Weil, chil be quiet. 

WfOlh. Master Flowerdale, Sir Launcelot, look you, 
who's here, Master Flowerdale? 
Launct. Master Flowerdale, welcome with all my 

F(oiD. Uncle, this is she — faith! Master under- 
sheriff. 



dale? 



r Flo-n 



Arlh. No, by my troth, I thinit you need it not, 

Oli. No, and che lUr assure of that, cbed veze 1 
in another place. 

Enter Daftodil. 

Sttff. 0, Sir Arthur, Master Oliver, ah me ! 
Your love, and yours, and mine, sweet Mistress Li 
This morn is married to young Flowerdale. 

Arlh. Married to Flowerdale ! Impossible. 

Oli. Married, man! che hope thou dost but jef 

Daff, O, 'tis too true i here comes his uncle. 

1 Coystrel, from the Prenoli ctailinitr, properly Oie 
rant ot h mm-at-EUTna : lence it beoema degroded in its 



Uncle. This is the matter, sh-i this unthrift here 
Hath cozened you; and [he] hath bad of me. 
In several sums, three thousand poiuid. 
Flow. Why, uncle ! 

Uncle. Cousin, you have uncled me. 

And if you be not [now] stayed, you will prove 
■ lener unto aU that know you. 

loice. Why, sir, suppose he be lo you in debt 
Ten thousand pound, his state to me appears 

de. 0, sh-, I was too late informed of that plot, 
How thai he went about to cozen you i 
And formed a will, and sent it lo your friend there, 
Good Master Weathercock, in which was nothing true. 
But brags and lies. 
La-ance. Ha! iiathhe not such lordships, Iands,and 

Uncle. Not worth a groat , not worth a halfpenny, he. 
Launce. Pray, tell us true ; he plain, young Flower- 

F/oufrdO, My uncle 's mad, disposed to do me 
wrong; 
But here's my man, by the Lord, an honest fellow. 
And of good credit, knows [that] all is true. 

Fath. Not I, sir; I'm too old to lie ; I rather know 
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You forged b. will, where every line you writ, 
You studied where to quole your lands might jie. 
tVeaift. Ipr'yiheej where be they, inylionestfi'ieiic 
Folk. I'faith, nowhere, sir, for he hath none at al 
tVealh. Benedict ! we aie o'erreached, I believe. 
ZaiBice. I'm eoaaned, and my hopeful'st child ui 

Flo!i>. You are not cozened, not is she undone ; 
They slander me ; by this light, they slander me : 
Look you, my uncle here's an usurer, 
And would iindn me, but I'll stand in law ; 
Do you but bail me, you shall do no more ; 
You, brother Civel, Master Weathercock, 
Bail me, and let me have my marriage-money, 
And we'll ride down, and there your eyes shall see 
How my poor tenants there will welcome me. 
You shall but bail nie, you shaB do no more ; 
And you, you greedy gnat, their hail will serve. 

Uticle. Ay, sir, I'll ask no better bail, 

ir, you shall not laiie my bail 



Nor 



nCive 



I'Unc 



lechca 



Ay I 



Come, girl, tliough it be late, it falls out well — 
Thou Shalt not live with him in beggar's heli. 

Luce, lie is my husband, and high Heaven doth 
know, 
With what unwiilingnesa I went to church, 
But you enforced me, you compelled me to it ; 
The holy man pronounced these words but now; 
I nmst not leave my husband in distress : 
tiow, I must comfort him, not go with you. 

Launce. Comfort a cozener ! On my curse forsake 

Lace. This day you caused me on your curse to 

Do not, I pray, my grlevl-d Soul oppress ; 

God knows my heart dolh bleed al his distrass .' 

ZuuRce. O, Master Weathercock, I must confess 
I forced her to this match. 
Led with opinion his false will was true. 

Weath. He hath o'erreached me loo. 

Laiina. She might have Eved 

Like Delia, in a happy virgin state. 

Delia. Father, be patient ; sorrow comes loo lale. 

Launte. And on her knees she begged and did en- 
If she must needs taste a sad marriage-life, [treat. 
She craved lo be Sir Arthur fireenshield's wife. 

Arlh. Yon have done her and me the greater wrong. 

Laanee. 0, take her yet. 

Arth. Not I. 

Lauaei. Or, Master Oliver, 

Accept my child, and half my wealth is yours. 

OIL No, sir, chil break no laws. 

Lttce. Never fear, she will not trouble yon. 

Delia. Yet, sister, in this passion 
Do not run headlong to coni\ision : 
You may affect him, though not follow him. 

Frances, No, sisler ; hang him, let him go. 

IVeath. Do, 'faith, Mistress Lnee, 

Eace. You are throe gross fools, let ma alifiie ! 



I'll ILi 



in all his 



Arlk, Ay, but he is now in huckster's handling t( 
running away. 

Zaunce, Huswife, you hear how you and I ai 
wronged. 
And if you will redress it yet you may : 
But if you stand on terms to foltoiv him, 
Never come near my sight, nor look on me ; 
Call me not father ; look not for a groat ; 
For all the portion I will this day give 
Unlo Ihy sister Frances. 

Fronccs, Howsayyoatothat,Tom? [To Cive 



shall hi 



id deal ; 



'II be a good wife ; and a good wife 
Is a good thing I can tell. 

Civel. Peace, Frank, I would be sorry to see thy 
sistor cast away, as I am a gentleman. 

Zaunce. What, are you yet resolved ? 

Luce. Yes, I'm resolved. 

Latiiice. Come then away, or now, or never come. 

Luce, This way I turn, go you unto your feast, 
And I to weep, that am with grief oppressed. 

Launce. For ever flymy sight. Come, gentlemen. 
Let's in, I'll help you to fiir better wives. 
Delia, upon my blessing talk not to her; 
Ease baggage, m such haste to beggary ! 

Unele. Sheriff, take your prisoner to your charge. 

Flo-ai. Uncle, by God, you have used me very 
hardly ; 
By my troth, upon my wedding-day. 

lExeunt Sir Laukcelot, Civet, and all but 
young Flowebdaie, his Father, Uncle, 
Sheriff', and Officers. 

Luce. 0, Master Flowerdale, but hear me speak ; 
Stay but a little while, good Master Sheriff"; 
If not for him, lor my sake pity him; 
Good sir, stop not your ears nt my complaint, 
My voice grows weak, for women's words are faint. 

Flow, Look you, uncle, where she kneels lo you. 

Vn^t. Fair maid, for you, I lovo you wilJi my 

And grieve, sweet soul, thy fortune is so bad. 
That thou shouldst match with such a graceless 
Go to thy iiither ; think not upon him, [youth; 

Whom hell hath marked to be the son of shame. 

Luce. Impute his wildness, sir, unto his youth. 
And think ^at now's the time he doth repent ; 
Alas, what good or gain can you receive, 
T'imprison him that nothing hath lo pay ! 
And where naught is, the king dolh loso hL^ due ; 
0, pity him, as God shall pty you. 

IJncle. Lady, I know his humors all too well. 
And nothing in the world can do him good. 
But misery itself to chain him with. 

i.uce. Say that your debts were pidd, then is he 

TlncU. Ay, virgin, that being answered, I have 
But that to him is as impossible, [dona 

As 'twere with me to scale the pyramids. 
Shrieve, take your prisoner ; maiden, fare thee welL 

Lace. 0, go not yet, good Master Flowerdale ! 
Take my word for the debt } my word, my bond. 

Flow. Ay, by God, uncle, and my bond loo, 

Luct. Alas, I ne'er oughti nothing but I paid it ; 
And I can work ; alas, he can do nothing ; 
I have some friends perhaps will pity me. 
His ehlefest friends do seek his misery. 
1 " Ought"— ow(J. 
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KhaU be for you ; O, do not turn away : 
Mcttinks Ihat one wilh fhce so reverent ; 
So well esperienced in this tottering world, 
Should have some feeling of a maiden's grief: 
For my sake, for his father's, your brother's salte, 
Ay, for your soul's sake, that doth hope for joy, 
Pity my ptate ; do not two souls destroy. 

Uncle. Fairicaid, stand up; not in regard of him 
But in [deep] pity of thy hapless clioice, 
I da release Mm : Master Shrieie, t thank you: 
And officers, there is for you to drink. 
Maid, take this money, there's a hundred angels j 
And, fnr 1 will be sure he shaU not have it, 
Here, Kester, take it you ; use'l sparingly, 



G,do n 



It aU. 






Dryyoui 

For him whose life halh been m not spent : 

If well he usBth thee, he gels him friends ; 

If ill, a shameful end on him depends. [Exil Ukcle. 

FlotB. A plague go with you for an old fornicator ; 
Come, Kit, the money, come, honest Kit. 

Faik. Nay, by my IMth, sir, you shall pardon me. 

Flow. And why, sir, pardon you t pve me the 
money, you old rascal, or I shall make you. 

Luce. Pray, hold your hands, give it him, honest 

F/Uk. If you be so content, with all my heart, 

/"toiu. Content, sir; 'sblood .' — she shall be content 
Whether she will or no. A rattle-baby come 
To follow me ! 

Go, get you gone to the greasy chuff your Hither ; 
Bring me your dowry, or never look on me. 

Falh. Sir, she hath forsook her father, and all her 
ftiends for you. 

Flow. Hang thee, her friends, and father, allo- 
geiher. 

Fath. Yet part with somethit^ to provide her lodg- 



IWinckins,! look you do not follow me ; 
If you do, he^ar, I shall slit your nose. 

Luce. Alas, what shall I do ! 

Flout. Why[not] turn whore? that's agoodlrode; 
And so perhaps I'll see thee now and then. 

Luce. Alas, the day that ever I was bom. 

you. 

Luce. Alas, my fViend, I know not what to do ; 
My father and my friends, they have despised me : 
"nd 1, a wretched maid, thus castaway, 
jiow neither where to go, nor what to say. 

Falh. It grieves me to" the soul to see her tears 
Thus slain the crhnson roses of her cheelfs : 
Lady, take comfort, do not monm in vain, 
I have a little living in this town. 
The which I think comes to ahundred pound ; 
All that and more shaU be at your dispose ; 
I'll strait go help you to some strange disguise, 
And place you in a service m this town ; 
Where you shall know all, yet yourself unknown ; 
Come, grieve no more, where no help can be had. 
Weep not for him, that is more worse than bad. 

Lace, I thank you, sir. [Exeunt. 



id you j but 
.post, rii 



uig. 

Fhio. Yes, I mean to part with her 
if I pan with one angel, hang mo a 
rather throw them at a cast of dice, ai 
a thousand of their fellows. 

Faih. Nay, then, I will be plain, degenerate boy. 
Thou hadst a father would have heen ashamed 

Flow. My father was an ass, an old ass. 

Falh. Thy felher? [Oh I thou] proud licentious 

What are you at your foils ! I'll foil with you. 

Luce. Good sir, forbear him. 

Folk. Did not this whiaing woman hai^ on me, 
I'd teach thee what 't was t'abuse thy father : 
Go hang, beg, starve, dice, game, that when all's 

gone, 
Thou mayst atler despair and hang thyself. 

Luce, 0, do not cnrse him. 

Fath. I do not, but to pray for him Were vahi j 
It grieves me that he bears his father's name. 

Floui. Well, you old rascal, I shallmeet with you: 
Sirrah, get you gone ; I will not strip the livery 
Over your ears, because yon paid for it: 
But do not use my name, sirrah, do you hear! 
Look [that] you do not ; you were best. 

Falh. Pay me the twenty pound then that I lent 
Or give security when I may have it. [joti. 

Flow. I'll pay thee not a penny ; 
And for security, I'll give thee none. 



SCENE I. — A Roma in Sir Lavkceloi Spdecock'; 

floHsB, in Kent. 
Enter Sir Launcelot SennoocK, Sir Aiithub, Oii 
VEB, Weathebcock, CrvET, JFbakces, and Dr.LrA. 

OH. Well, cha' a bin zerved many a sluttish trick 
But such a lerriponp as thick ych was ne'er sarved 

Laatice, Son Civet, daughter Frances, bear with me 
You see how I 'ra pressed down with inward grief, 
About that luckless giri. But, 'tis fallen out 
With me, as with many families beside, 
They are most unhappy, that are most beloved. 

Civet. Father, 'tis even so ; 'tis fallen out so ! 
But what the remedy. Set hand to heart. 
And Jet ilpass. Hera is your daughter Frances, 
And I. Well not say that we will bring forth. 
As witty children, but as pretty children 
As ever she was ; though she had the prick' 
And praise for a pretty wench. But, father, 



Dun' is the r 



- you'll 



Lannce. Ay, s 

Cio. And yon, Master Oliverl 

OH. Ay, for che a veil out this veast, ehil 
Make abetter veast there. 

Cie. And you. Sir Arthur ? 

Arlk. Ay, sir, althongh my heart be Ml, 
I'll be a partner at your wedding feast. 

Civ. And welcome all indeed, and welcom 
Come, Frardt, are you ready ! 

1 ProbabTy r corraptiori of mannildn, or miniJdi 
fellow. 
1 Old ciifjearefli3,"atBie soul," 

' "DimiithemonBe." That is'to ray, yoncanm 
tte color of the tbinttnow. A proverblef speecli, ^ 
Gun In Romeo and Juliet: "Tat: dun's the IDOost 



, Google 



(iO 



THE LONDON PRODIGAL. 



France). Jen, how haal y aU these husbands are ; 
I pray, father, pray to God lo bless me. 

Latinct. God btesa thee, and I do ,' God make thee 
Send yoa both joy, I wish it wi,th wel eyes, [wise ; 

Frances, Hut, father, shatl not my eisler Delia go 
■hing with oa t She is excellent good at cookery, and 

arry shaJl she ; Delia, malte you 

irst go to Greenwich, 



h thinj 



eady. 



From theuea to my i 
To London. 

Civ. It shall suffice, good sister Delia, it shaU suf. 
lice ; but fail US not, good sister ; give order to cooks, 
aud others; for I would not have my sweet Frank 
lo soil her lingers. 

Fiances. No, by my troth, not I ; a gontlewoman, 
ani] a married gentlewoman too, to be companion to 
cooks and kitchen-boys ; not 1, i'faith ; I scorn that. 

Civ. Why, I do not mean thou shait, sweet heart ; 
thou seest I do not go about it : Well, farewell lo 
yon- God's pity, Mr. Weathercock ! we shall have 
your company too ! 

Weaih. With all my heart, for I love good cheec. 

Cin. Well, God be with you all ; come, Frank. 

Frances. God be with you, father, God be with you, 
Sic Arthur, Master Oliver, and Master Weathercock, 
sister ; God be with you all : God be with you, father j 
God be with jou every one, 

[Eieunl Civet and Feakcee. 

Wealh. Why,hownow,Sir Arlhur,allamort? 
Master Oliver, hownow, man ? 
Cheerly, Sir Launcelol, and merrily say. 
Who can hold that will away ? 

Launce. Ay, she is gone indeed, poor girl, undone ; 
But when they'll be self-willed, children must smart, 

Arth. But, that she is wronged, you are the ohiefest 

Therefore 'tis reason yon redress her wrong. 

Weaili. Indeed you must. Sir Launcelot, you must. 

iflunce. Must? who can compel me, Master Weath- 
I hope I niay do what I list, [ercock? 

Wealh. I grant you may, you may do what you list. 

Oli, Nay, but and you be well evisen, it were not 

By this vrampolness, and Trowardness, to cast avray 

As pretty a Dowsabel, as ane could chance to see 

In a summer's day : chil teU you what chaU do, 

Cbil go spy up and down the town, and see 

If I can hear any (ale or tidings of her, 

And take her away from thick a messel, vor cham 

Assured he will but bring her to the spoil ; 

And so vor well ; we shall meet at yoiu' son Civet's. 

Launce. I thank yon, sir, I take it very kindly, 

Arlh. To find her out, I'll spend my dearest blood. 
So well I loved her, to efiect her good. 

[Exeant both. 

Latince. 0, Master Weathercock, what hap had I 
To force my daughter from Master Oliver, 
And this good knight, lo one that hath no goodness 
In'B thought 1 

Wealh. Ill luck,' but what the remedy ! 

Laimce. Yes, I have almost devised a remedy, 
Young Flowerdale is sure a prisoner. 

WealA. Sure, nothing more sure. 

Latmce. And yet perhaps his uncle hath released 



Wealh. It may be very like, no doublhe hatti. 

Launce. Weil, if he be in prison, I'll have warrants 
T'allach my daughter till the law be tried, 
For I will sue him upon cozenage. 

Wealh. Marry, you may, and overthrow him loo. 

Jjoince. Nay, that's not so ; I may chance to be 
And sentence passed with him. [scoffed, 

Wealli. Believe me, so it may; therefore take heed. 

Ltatfice. Well howsoever, yet I will have warrants, 
In prison, or at liberty, all's one : 
You'll help to serve them, Master Weathercock? 

lExmnt, 



SCENE 11.—-! Si 



in London, 



Enter Matthew Fiowebdale, 

Flow. A plague of the devil j the devil take the 
dlcel-^the dice, and the devil, and his dam together I 
Of all my hundred golden angels, I have not left me 
one deuiet: a poi of" came a Jijie,"^ what shall I do J 
I call borrow no more of my credit ; there's not any 
of my acquaintance, man, nor boy, but I h^ve bor- 
rowed more or less of; I would I knew where to lake 
a good purse, and go clear away ; by this light, I'll 
venture for it. God's lid, my sister Delia! I'll rob her, 
by this hand. 

Enirr Delia and Artichoke. 

Delia. I pr'ytheo, Artichoke, go not so fast, 
The weather's hoi, and I am something weary, 
Arti. Nay, I warrant you. Mistress Delia, I'll not 

With leadhig, we'll go an eslreme moderate pate. 
FlQTB. Stand, dehver your purse. 
Arti. 0, Lord, tiiieves, thieves! 

lExit Artichoke. 
FloiB. Come, come, jour purse, lady ; your purse. 
Delia. That voice I have heard often before this 

What, brother Flowerdale become a tliief! 

Flow. Ay, plague on' t! — thank your father ! 
But sister, come, your money, come ; What ! 
The world must find me ; I was born to live ; 
'Tis not a sin to steal, when none will give. 

Delia. O, God, is all grace banished &om thy heart. 
Think of the shame that doth attend this fact. 

Flow. Shame me no shames ; come, give me your 

I'll bind you, sister, lest I fhre the worse, 

Delia. No, bind me not ; hold ; there is all I have, 
And would tliat money would redeem thy shame. 

Enter OtivEa, Sir Abthub, and Aetichoke. 



s Delia 



■, Mis- 



Ha' you a liked tc 

Delia. Ho, Master Ohver, 'tis Master Flowerdale j 
He did but jest with me. 

Oli. How, Flowerdale, that scoundrel? sirrah, you 
meten us well ; vang« thee that. [Strikes him. 

Flow. Well, sir, I'll not meddle with you, because 
I have a charge. 

19 hl9 iuvocsllan to tlie dice ;~Bpai 
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ACT IV.— 

Delia. Here, brother Flowerdale, I'll lend you this 

Flow. I ihank you, sister. 

OH. I wad you were ysplit, an you let tlie mezel 
bavea penay; but since you con not lisep it, cliil 
iieep it myself. 

Arlh, 'Tis pity to relieve iiiin in this sort, 
WLo roahes a triumjiliBJit life' his daily sport. 

Ilelia. Brother, you see how all mf n oenaure you ; 
Farewell, and I pray God t'amend your life. 

Oil. Come, chil bring you along, and you safe 
enough from twenty such scoundrels as thiclt an one 
is. Farewell, and be hanged, zirrah, as I think so 
thou wilt be shortly. Come, Sir Arthur. 

lExmnt all but Flow- 

Flaw. A plague go with you for a. kersey rascal ! 
This De'nsliire man I think is made all pork, 
His hands made only for to heave up packs ; 
His heart as fat and big as his face, 
As differing far from all brave gallant minds. 
As I to serve the bogs, and drink with hinds, 
As I am very near novf. Well, what remedy ? . 
When money, means, and friends, do grow so small, 
Then fareweU life, and (here's an end of ail I [Exit. 

SCENE III.— ^noiSer Streei, b^ore Civet's Hovst. 

Enter Flo wekd ale, senior. Luce like a Dutch From, 
Civet, and Fbances. 

Civ. By raytrolh, God 'a mercy for this, good Chris- 
topiier ! I thant thee for my maid ; like her well : 
hov dost Ihou like her, Frances ! 

Franeea. In good sadness, Tom, very well, eiccl- 
lent well ; 
She speaks so pretlOy. — I pray what's your name 1 

Luce. My name, forsooth, be called Tanikin. 

Frances, By mytroth.afinename : OTaniliin,you 
are excellent lor dressing one's head a new fasliion. 

Ltice. Me sail do everyting about de head. 

Civ. What countrywoman is she, Kester ? 

Fath. A Dutchwoman, su-. 

CiK. Why, then, she is outlandish, is she not? 

Faih. Ay, su', she is. 

Frances, 0, then Ihou canst tell how to help ma to 
cheeks and ears' 

Folk. Cheeks and ears ! Why, Mistress Frances, 
why want you cheeks and ears i methinks you have 

Frances, Thou art a fool, indeed, Tom, thou know- 
est what I mean. 

Cio. Ay, ay, Kester, 'lis such as they wear o' their 
heads. I pt'ythoe. Kit, have her in, and show her my 
house. 

Folk. I will, sir ; come, Tanikio. 

Frances. Oh I Tom, you have not bussed me to- 

Civ. No, Frances, we must not 



Frances. Welcome, sister; how do you like the 

re of my head ? 

Delia. Very Vfcll, sister. 

Civ. I am glad you're come, sister Delia, to give 
order for supper ; they will be here soon. 

Arti. Ay, but if good luck had not served, she had 
jt been here now; filcliing Flowerdale had like to 
have peppered us ; but for Master Oliver, we had 
been robbed. 

Delia. Peaoe,.sirrah! no more. 

Faih. Robbed! by whom I 

Arti. Harry, by none but Flowerdale j he's turned 
thief. 

Civ. By my faith, but that's not well ; but, God be 

For your escape ; will you draw near, my sister? 

Fatk. SiiTah, come hither ; would Flowerdale, he 
that was my master, have robbed you? 1 pr'ythee 
tell me true! 

Arti. Yes,faiih,even that Flowerdale thatwas thy 

Faik. Hold thee, there's a French crown — speak 



re of tl 



lAsh 



word; now do I si 
In every purse this Flowerdale takes, he's half— 
And gives nie this fo keep counsel ; not a word 1 ! 
Faih. Why, God ha' mercy '. 
Frances. Sister, look here ; I have a new Dutch 
maid, 
And she speaks so line, it would do your heart good. 
Civ. How do yon like her, sister ! 
Delia, I like your maid well. 

.Civ, Well.dear sister, will you drawnear, and give 
directions for supper t The guests vrill bo here prcs- 

Ddia. Yes, brother, lead the way ; I'll follow yon, 
[Exetini all but Delia and LnoE. 
Hark you, Dutch frow. 



Bella, Si 
Nor this se 
From I tlxat know you. Pray tell 



your 



villw 



your broken language. 






Luce, Sister, I see you know me, yel he secret ; 
This borrowed shape that I have ta'en upon me 
ts but to keep myself a space unknown, 
Both ftom my father and my nearest friends, 
Until I see how time will bring to pass 
The desperate course of Master Flowerdale. 

Delia. 0, he is worse than bad; I pr'ythee leave 
him. 
And let not once thy heart to think on him. 

Luce. Do not persuade me now to such a thought ; 
Imagine yet that he is worse than naught : 
Yet one hour'^ time may all that ill undo 
That all Ms former life did run into. 
Therefore, kind sister, do not disclose my state ; 



jr his hea 
Delia. Well, 



. doth ti 
?eing 1 



counsel c: 






;r Frank, who's neither 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— Street before Civet's Home. 

Ertler M. Floweedale, solua. 

Flou!. On goes he that knows no end of his jour- 
ney ! ] have passed the very utmost Tjounds of shift- 
ing ; I hare no course now but to hang myself, I 
have lived since yesterday, two o'clocli, of a spice- 
cake I had at a burial i' and for drink, I got it at an 
alehonse, among porters — such as will bear out a 

their companies, — for they are men of good car- 
riage.' Who comes here ! The two cony-catchefs, 
. all my money of me. I'll try if the j'il lend 






Enter Djck and Baiph. 



Whnl, Master Richard, how do you do ? How do'st 
thou, Ralph ? By God ! gentlemen, the world grows 
bate with me ; will yon do as much as lend me ati 
angel between you both? — you know yon won a 
hundred of me t'other day. 

Ralph. How, an angel? 

Damn us if we lost not every penny 
Within an hour after thou wen gone ! 

Flow. I pr'ythee lend me so much as will pay lor 
my supper ; 
I'll pay you again, as I am a gentleman. 

Ralph. I'faith, we've not a farthing, not a mite : 
I wonder at it. Master Mowerdale, 
You will so carelessly undo yourself. 
Why, yon will lose more money in an hour. 

For shame, betake you to some honest trade, 
And live not thus so like a vagabond '. 

[Exeant both. 
Flow. A vagabond, Indeed ! more villains you : 
They give me counsel that first cozened me. 
Those devils first brought me to this I am, 
And, being thus, the first that do me wrong. 
Well, yet I have one ftiond left me m store : 
Not far from hence there dwells a cockatrice,' 
One that I first put in a satjn gown ; 
And not a tooth that dwells within her head, 
Sul stands me at the least hi twenty pound : 
Her will I visit, now my coin is gone, 
Here, as I lake it, dwells the gentlewoman. 
What, ho ! is Mistress Apricock within? 

Enter Ruffian. 

Ruff. What saucy rascal is't that knocks so bold ? 
Oh ! is it you, old spendthrift ! are you here ? 
One that's turned cozener about the town? 
My mistress saw you, and sends this word by me ; 
Either be packing quickly Stom the door. 
Or you shall have such greeting sent you straight 
As you will little like. You had best begone. [ExU. 

1 Therewas Blwayasomerefreshnieiitatoiicientftuieralg: 
lich daka ibr Gie ntQurficra, and poor cake (wldcli inclndcs 
the prodiaaL's epiee-cake) for llie popuFace. 

s A quibble between carcyius; biu4ens and demeanor. 



Flovi. Why,s 


0, this is as it should be : being poor, 


Thus art thou s. 


ved by a vile, painted whore 


Well, since the 


amnfd crew do so abuse me. 


I'll try, of hone 


t men, how they will use me. 






impassion of a 



It this in 



they seem to be : but if 1 1 
little porUon as would bring me to my friends, I would 
rest thankfbl until 1 had requited su great a courtesy. 
Citi. i'iel fie ! young man, this course is very bad; 
Too many such Mve we about this city; 
Yet, for I have not seen you in this sort, 
Hor noted you to be a common beggar — 
Hold, there's an angel to bear your charges down ; 
Go to your friends ; do not on this depend ; 
Such bad beginnings oft have w 



FloiB. Worser end ! Kay, if it 
than in old angels, I care not ! 
had such St fortunate beginning, 
penny purse escape me. By the 
another ! 



[ExU Citizen 
fall out no worsi 






Vife, viilk S 



God bless you, fair mistress ! Now, would it please 
you, gentlewoman, to look into the wants of a poor 
gentleman— a younger brother: I doubt not but God 
will treble restore it back again ; one that never be- 
fore this time demanded penny, halfpenny, nor far- 

di. W^fe, Stay, Alexander. Now, by my troth, a 
very proper man ; and 'lis great pity. Hold, my 
friend ; there's all the monej^ I have about me — a 
couple of ahillings : and God bless thee. 

Flow. Now God thank you, sweet lady ; if you have 
any friend, or garden-house where you may employ 
a poor gentleman as your friend, I am yours to com- 
mand in all secret service. 

cm. Wife. I thank you, good friend ; I pr'ythee let 
me see that again I gave thee ; there is one of them 
a brass shillii^ : give me them, and here is half-a- 
crown in gold. [He giiwJ U her. 

Now out upon thee, rascal ! Secret service — what 
dost thou make of me! It were a good deed to have 
thee whipped ! Row I have my money again, I'H see 
thee hanged before I give thee a penny. Secret ser- 
vice !— On, good Alexander. [Exeunt hath. 

Flow. This is villanous luck ; I perceive dishonesty 
will not thrive : here comes more ! God foi^vo me '. 
Sir Arthur and Master Oliver ! Afore God, I'll speak 
to them. God save yon, Sir Arlhur, God save you, 
Master Ohver. 

OH. Been you lhere,zirrahl Come, will jou taken 
yourself to your tools, coystrel ? 

Flow. Nay, Master Oliver, I'll not %ht with j-ou ; 
alas '. sir, you know it was not my doings ; it was 
only a plot to gel Sir Launcelot's daughter : by God, 

OH. And where is the gentlewoman thy wife, me- 
zel ? Where is she, zhtah, ha ! 

Flow. By my troth, Master 01iver,dck, very sick; 
an God is my judge, I know not what means to take 
for her, good gentlewoman. 
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on. TeU me true, is she sick! TeU me true, ilch 

Flow. Yes, faith, I Icll you true ■. Masler Oliver, 
if 7011 would do ne tlie smaD kindness but 10 lend me 
fony shiUings, so Gad help me, I vill pay you so soon 
as my ability shall mate me able, as I am a gende- 

OH. Well, thou zayest thy -wife is zick ; hold, 
[here's vorty shillings ; give it to Ihy wife ; look thou 
give it her, or 1 shall so veze thee, thou wert not so 
vezed this zeven year j look to it. 

Arlh. I'faitli, Master Oliver, it is in vain 
To give to him that never thinks of her. 

OH. Well, would ohe could yiind it. 

Flow, I tell you true, Sir Arthur, as I am a gentle- 

OU. Well, farewell, zirrah. Come, Sir Arthur. 

[Exeunt both. 

Flow. By the Lord, this is eicellent ! 
Five golden angels compassed in an hour ; 
If this trade hold, I'll never seek a new;— 
Welcome, sweet gold, and beggary adieu. 



Enter Flowebdaie, se 



ondFLOn'EjiDAi.EiJun 



Uncle, See, Kester, if you can find the house. 

Flow, Who's here — my uncle, and my man 
lerf By the mass, 'tis they ! How do you, uncle ? 
how do'st thou, Kester? By iny troth, uncle, you 
must needs tend me some money j the poor gentle 
woman my wife, so God help me, is very sick ; I wa 
robbed of the hundred angels you gave me ; they ar 



Uncle, Ay, Ihey are gone, ii 






Flow, Kester, honest Kester ! 

Folk. Sir, I have naught to say to you. — 
Open the door to me. 'Kin, thou hadst best 
Lock fast, for there's a false knave [here] without. 

Flow, You are an old lying rascal, so yon are 1 
[Flowebdale, sen., and Fu>WEBDAi,E,jun., gain 



Enter V 



m Civet's Roiae. 



Luee, Vat is de matter ? Vat be you, yonlwr 1 

Flow, By this light, a Dutch frow ; they say they 
are called kind j I'll try her. 

Lvct. Valbeyouiyonker? Whydoyounotspeak! 

Flow, By my troth, sweetheart, a poor gentleman 
that would desire of you, if it stand with your liking, 
the botmty of your purse. 

Re-enter Flowe»i>ai,e, senior. 

Luce, hear him, God ! so young an armln.i 

Flo'e, Armin, sweetheart? I know not what you 
aiean by that ; but 1 am almost a beggar. 

Luce. Are you nota matriedmani Vere been your 
Vif^ ? Here's all I have ; take dis. 

Flow. What '. gold, young frow f This is brave. 

Faih. If he have any grace, he'll now repent. 

iMce. Why speak you not I Vere be your vife ? 



Flow. Dead, dead, she's dead ; 'tis she that hath 
undone me ? Spent me all 1 had, and kepi rascals 
under my nose to brave me. 

Zace. Did you use her veil ? 

FlotB. Use her ', there's never a gentlewoman in 
England could be belter used than I did her. I could 
but coach her ; her diet stood me to forty pound a 
month ; but she is dead, and in her grave ; my cares 

Luce. Indeed ! dat vas not scone.' 

Faih. He is turned more devil than he was before, 

Flow. Thou dost belong lo Master Civet here : 
Dost thou not ? 

Luce. Yes, me do. 

Flow. Why, there's it .' 

There's not a handful of plate but |it] belongs 
To me. God's my judge, if I [but] hod 
Such a wench as thou, there's never a man 
In England would make more of her than I 
Would do — so she had any stock ? 

[Voice within.] Why, Tanikin .' 

Luce. Stay; one doth call. I shall come by-nnd- 
by. Again .' [Call WUhin. ExU LttcE vAtkin. 

Flow. By this hand, this Dnich wench is hi love 
Were it not admirable to make her steal [with mo .' 
Ali Civet's plate, and run away [with me] ? 

Folk. It were beastly ! 0, Master Flowerdale ! 
Have you no fear of God, nor conscience ! 
Wliat do you mean by this vile course yon take ? 
J'iinc.WhatdoImean?why,to live: 'tis thatlmean. 

Path, To live in this sort ? fie upon the course ! 
Your life doth show, you are a very coward. 

Flow. A coward ! 1 pray la what ? 

Falli. Why, you will borrow siJpence of a boy. 

Flow. 'Snails, is there such a cowardice in that ) 
I daie borrow it of a man; ay, and of the tallest man 
hiEi^lnnd, — if he will lend it me; let me borrow it 
how I can, and let them come by it how they dare- 
And It Is well known, I might have rid out a hundred 
times if I would ; so I might, 

Faih. It was not want of will, but cowardice i 
There is none that lends to you, but know they gain ; 
And what is that but only stealth in you ? 
Deha might hang you now, did not her heart 
Take pity of you for her sister's sake. 
Go, get you hence, lest lii^ring here your slay. 
You fall into their hands you look not for. 

Flaw. I'll tarry hero, till the Dutch ftow comes, i( 
all the devils in hell were here. 

F w B goej info Civet's Home. Enter 



Lb Wh the door? are we not past it. 

At By h here's one; I'll ask him. Do 

y h i ? Vh t, are you bo proud? Do yon 
hear? which is the way lo Master Civet's house? 
what, will you not speak ! 0, me ! This is filching 
Flowerdale. 

Lance. O, wonderful! is this lewd villain here? 
You cheathig rogue, yon cutpurse, cony-catcher. 
What ditch, you villain, is my dai^hler's grave T 
A cozening rascal, that must make a will ! 
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Take on him that strict habil ; Tery Ihai ; — 
When he shoald turn to angel ; a dying grace ! [will ; 
I'll father-in-law you, sir; PU make [you make] a 
Speak, villain, whete'a my daughter) [Speak, I 

say !] 
Poisoned, 1 warrant you, or knocked o' the head ! 
And 10 abuse good Masler Weathercock, 
WiihhiB forged will; and Masler Weathercock, 
To innkei my grounded resohition ; 
Then to abuse the De'nahite gentleman : 
Go ; away with him to prison. 
Flmi.: Wherefore to prison ? Sir, I will nol go. 



To you, in duty and obfdience; 
Yet this way do I tutn, and to hin 
My love, my duly, and myhnmblen 



ield 



Launce. Oh! here's his ancle I Welcome, genlle- 

Welcoma all J Such a cozener gentlemen ! 

A murderer loo, for anything I know ; — 

My daughler's missing ; hath been looked for ; can 

Be found ! — A vild upon thee f [not 

Uncle. He is my kinsman, though his life be vile ; 
Therefore, in God'sname, do with him what you will. 

Launce, Marry, to prison. 

Flow. Wherefore to prison! snick-up ^ I owe you 

La-aiice. Bring forth my daugher, then ; away wilh 

Flow, Go seek your daughter ; what do you lay 
my chnrge ! 

Lannce. Suspicion of murder ; go, away with him. 

Flow. Murder your dogs ; 1 murder your daughler ? 
Coma, uncle ; I know you'll bail ma. 

Than I the gaoler, thou the prisoner. 
Launce. Go ; away with him. 

Luce. O'my life, where will you ha de man ? 
Vat ha de yonker done ! 

WetKk. Woman, he hath killed his wife. 

Luct. His wife, dat is not good ; dat is not sci 

Launce. Hang not upon him, huswife ; if you do 
I'll lay you by him. 

Luce, Have mo no Oder way dan yon hsTe him ! 
He tel! me dat he love me heartily. 

Frances. Lead away my maid to prison ; why, 
Tom, will you suffer that! 

Cittet. No, by your leave, father, she is no Tyrant : 
She is my wife's chambermaid, and as true as the skin 
Between any man's brows here. 

Latince. Go to, you're both fools: 
Son Civet, o' my life, this is a plot ; 
Some straggling counterfeit preferred to you ; 
No doubt, to lob you of your plate and jewels: 
I'll have you led away to prison, trull. 

Luce. 1 am no trull, neither outlandish ttow ; 
Kor he, nor I, shall to the prison go : 
Know you me now 1 Nay, never stand amazed. 
Father, I know I have offended you. 
And though that duty wills me bend my luiee, 

1 To unmake, rathnr— to mar, 

B Malone tellB ufl Tliu *^fi]iLck-iip" is equivalent t 

3 Hod hnudBome — Niciit.sciiooii. 



lo such a slave ? 
aastcr Flowerdale, if too much grief 
ipped up the organs of your voice. 
Then speak to her that is thy futhful wife ; 
" " ith contempt of me thus tie thy tongue : 
Turn not away, I am no Ethiop, 
"o wanton Qressid, nor a changing Helen : 

ut rather ono made wretched by thy loss. 

?iiat ! tumest thou still from me ? 0, then, 

guess thee wofullest 'mong hapless men. 

Ji'/ou'. I am,indeed, wife;— wonder among wives! 
Thy chastity and virtue hath infused 
Another soul in me ; red with defame. 
For, in my blushing cheeks Is seen my shame. 

Launce. Out, hypocrite ! I charge thee, trust hia 



I. Not tr 



; by the hi 



of after bliss. 



Well, since thou wert ordahied to be^ary. 

Follow thy fortune, I defy thee, I 

Oil. Ywood chewero so wellydoussedas was ever 
white 
Cloth in tockhig mill, an che ha not made mo weep. 
Falh. If he hath any grace he'll now repent. 
Arth. It moves my heart. 
Weatk, By my froth, 1 must weep; I can not 

Uncle. None but a beast would such a maid misuse. 

Flow. Content thyself; I hope to win his favor. 
And to redeem my reputation lost ; 
And gentlemen, beUeve me, I beseech you ; 
I hope your eyes shall [soon] behold such ciiange. 
As shall deceive your eipe elation. 

OH. I would che were split now, but che believe 

Launce. How, believe him ! 

IVealh. By the mackins, I do. 

Launce. What do you think that ever he'll have 
grace! 

Wealk, By my faith it will go hard. 

OH. Well, che vor ye he is changed ; and Master 
Flowerdale, in hope you been so, hold, there's vorty 
pound toward your zelting up ; what ! be not ashamed ; 
vang it man, vang it ; be a good husband ; loving to 
wife : and you ^aJl not want for vorty more, I 






r thee. 



Arth, My means are little, but if you'll allow* me 
I will instruct you in my ablest power ; 
But to your wife I give this diamond ; 
And prove true diamond, fair, in all your life. 

Floui. Thanks, good Sir Arthur: Master Oliver, 
You being my enemy, and grown so khid, 

vorty pound more here ; vang it ; zouth chll devie 
London elsa; what, do not think me a mezel or a 
scoundrel, to throw away my money ! che have an 
hundred pound more to paoo of any good spolaiion : 
I hope your under and your oncle will vollow my 



* The old copies read, "Idllow." 
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Lcumu. But be shall never get a groat of me 
A cozener, a deceiver; one that killed 
His painful father; honest genllemBn, 
That passed the fearful danger of the Eea, 
To gel him living end maintain him brave. 

Weaih. What ! hath he killed his father ! 

Launce, Ay, sir, with ct 

Ofhis vile courses, 

Faih. Sir, you are raisinformad. 

Launce. Why, thou old knaTo, thou told'st r 
thyself. 



I 'plaud thy fortune in this virtuous maid, 
Whom Heaven hath sent to thee to save thy soul. 
Luce. This addeth joy to Joy; high Heaven be 

praised. 
Wealk. Welcome from death, good Master Flower- 
dale. 
'Twas said so here, 'twas said so here, good faith. 
Falit. I caused that rumor to be spread myself, 
Because I'd see the humors of my son. 
Which to relate the circumstance is needless; 
And, sirrah, see you run no more in that disease j 
i For he that's once cured of that malady, 
[ Of riot, swearing, drunkenness, and pride, 
d falls again into the like distress, — 
ThatfeveriB deadly; — doth till death, endure : 
Such men die mad, as of a calenture. 
Floa: Heaven helping me, I'll Mle the course as 



hell. 



;s weU. 



ne, Torr 



a Ion 



r handle. 



Civel. Ay, with russet feathers. 

France!. Here, stater, there's my fan toward your 
household, 

To keep you warm.' 
Luce. I thank you, sister. 

fVealh. Why, this is well ; and toward fair Luce's 
slock, 

Hpre's forty sliillings ; and forty good shillings more, 

I'll give her, marry. Come, Sir Launcelot, 1 

Must have you friends. 
launce, Not I ; all this is counterfeit ', 

He will eonsrame il, were it a million. 
Fath. Sir, what is your daughter's dower wortbl 
Launce. Had she been married to bji honest man. 

It had been better than a thousand pound. 
Faih, Pay it hbn, [then] and I'll give you my bond. 

To make her jointure better worth than three, 
Launct. Your bond, air ! why, what are you J 
Falh. One whose word in London, though I say it. 

Will pass there for as much as yours. 
Launce. Wert not ihoalate, that untbrift's serving- 
Foil, look on me better, now my scar is off; 

Ne'er muse, maJi, at this metamorphosis. 
Launce. Master Flowerdale ! 
Flow. My ftther ! Oh ! I shame to look on liim. 

Pardon, dear father, the follies that are passed. 
Falh. Son, son, I do, and joy at this thy change j 
1 Wb mmt not flJnk too lightly of the gift toward Luce'a 

Ihlnaa at the poiod of out play. Their liandlea were of 

of°jUve"anaiiim^ormuaoiila ^' ^' ""^ 



I take you to my favor. Brnlher Flowerdale, 
Welcome with all my heart. I see yoTir care 
Hath brought these acts to this conclusion, 
And I am glad of it ; come, let's m and feast. 

OH. Nay, zost you a while ; you promised to make 
Sir Arthur and me amends ; here is your wisest 
Daughter ; see which on's she'll have. 

Launce. A' God's name, yon have my good will ; 
get hers. 

Oli How say you, then, damsel ; tytets hale ? 

Delia. I, sir, am yours. 

Oli. Why, then, send for the vicar, and chil have it 
Despatched in a trice, so chil. 

Delia. Pardon me, sir ; I mean [that] I am yours. 
In love, in duty, and aSection ; 
But not to love as wife ] shall ne'er be said, 
Delia was buried married, but a maid. 

Arlh. Do not coodemn yourself for ever [thus], 
[Most] virtuous feir ; for you were born to love, 

Oli. Why, you say true, Sir Arthur ; she was ybore 



Delia. Not that I do condemn a married life, 
or 'tis, no doubt, a sanctimonious thhig ; 
But for the care and crosses of a wife. 
The trouble in this world that children bring. 
My vow's in heaven, on earth to live alone i 
Husbands, boisovar good, I will have none. 

Oti. Why, then, chil live a bachelor too I Che 
let not avig by a wife,if a wife zetnot a vig by ma : 

Folk. To-morrow I crave your comptmies in Mark- 
To-night we'll frolic hi Master Civet's house, [lane : 
And to each health drink down a full carouse. 

[Exeunt. 
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T H M A B L R )) R M W K J, I.. 



Tub lltEl cilUion of this play w;i5 published in 1C05, 
nndcr llio tille of the " Chronicle History of Tlioraas 
i^id Ciomwdl." No namo 07 liiUlaU,ofnny author, 
Rppeai in (lie llllB|iase of ihis cdliion. "Abookc 
entkd ills Life aiKl J»pa(h of Ihe Lord Cromiveli, as 
yl wos Intoiy aclcd by (ho Lord Chaniberleyn liis 
SetvanlBS," was eiilored on Ihe sialloner's boolis, by 
William Colloii, on iho llth Angwat, of the some 
year. In 1B13 appeared " The True Chronicle His- 
tnrle of iho whole I.ilb and DcMh of Thomas Lord 
Cromiffell: as ll hath been suadiy limes pnblickly 
aciedbyllioKIng^MaJcstt(!*sServanis: Written by 
W. S." Il appears, therefore, that ibo play was ori- 
ginally pcrfortncd, and cnntinticd to bo performed, 
by Ihe eotnpiuiy In which Shakspesro himveif was a 
chief proprielOT. ^Vhclher Ibis fact can make ai all, 
eillwrone wayoitliealherjin ceGolving the qucslion 
of authorship, is a mnitec which the reader mny de- 
cide for hiinecif, qiilio as reatiily as ff he bad the 
sssittaace of an editor. Shakspeare was in London, 
and coHiiecled with the actors, as a proprietor, «p to 
1613, the year when (his play wasfitsi publisbedwlth 
the iniliais W. S. ; and we are, therefnre, almost at 
liberty !0 twsaine that, if not by himself, and by an- 



other having the same initials, he wa? jct not uawil- 
ling tliat his iheuiro should derive (iotn Iho piiblica 
lion all Iho ailvantaees whi^ might be expeeted to 
accrue front hia siipimsed authoiship of the [dece. 

neyond the inillala, In the edition of IBI3, thoro is 
no exieinal evidence whatever, by which KO aliould 
ascribe Sir Thomaa Cromwell lo Wllllnin Shakspenra, 
I f the qifcslion depended upon t^e Intrinsic OThionco, 
assuming, for Iho standards by which lo judge ot its 
qunlUies, any of the acknowledged and unquestiona- 
ble plays of his mature genius, we should iiiiheslta- 
tingty reject Iho claim. There Is nolhlitg In tho l>cr- 
formnnce to entitle It, as a production of Sliakspeare, 
to tho Bmallcal considerallon. 

Thomas, I^ird O'omwell, is a very fiwble efiWi, 
almiKt lotally deHcient in poetry, mid lamciilably 
wanlhtg as a work of art. Tho sioty Is dl^ohiled, 
laiubling, and piirpoEetcss ; and, but for a soinethini; 
at sedalencss in (he thoi^ht, ocGBSinnnI past^^cs 
which show good sense, and an apprcelaiiou of i!ie 
general cbBrHctotlslicB of baraanlly, with a very tol- 
erable individualization of the persons of tho drama, 
it would be wholly wlihotil a redeeming featttro. 
And yet tliere are critics who Sod It in possession 
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of 



INTRODUCTION. 



Kchlegel, speaking of this play, of " the Yorkshire 
Tragedy," and of "Sir Johu OWcastle," says: 
" Thty are nol only unqaetlionaily Shakspeart's, Iml, 
in my opinion, they deserve to bt classed among his bea! 
and malureit jcorks.'' After this judgment, we may 
weJl hesitate U< speak our own. Schlegel proceeds 
to desciibe [hem as " biographicitl dramas, and 
mcMlpIs in this species." Biographical they are, cer- 
tainly— singularly so, indeed— since, in this play of 
Sir Thomas, we have almost all the events of his life, 
from his earliest manhood to his death, crowded into 
the scene with a rapidity of action which defies all 
reason and probability, and largely oTerleaps the 
usual privileges of the dramatic historian. Bat to 
caU this play, or either of the others mentioned, 
a model of its kind, betrays a large liberaUty in 
the critic which we can not conscientiously emu- 
late Mr. Knight, al the dose of his analysis of this 
play, remarks, thai " it would be a waste of Ihne to 
attempt to show that Thomas Lord Cromwell could 



not have been written by Shall! jware." Certainly it 
would be, if the question were to depend entirely 
upon Ihe arbitrary requisition of the commentatota, 
that Shakspeare's writings must be all of them of a 
uniform excellence, determined by standards drawn 
from our sense of his behest eicellences.' This, how- 
ever, is not permitted us. But this point we have con- 
sidered hi another place. It has been suggested, thai 
" W. 8." might be the initials of Wenlworlh Smith, 
another dramatic writer, of whom little is known, 
but for whom this play has never been claimed. 

It remains to add, ttat the subject of Sir Tliomas 
Cromwell is derived from Fuller, Scow, Speed, Hol- 
ingshead, and other English chroniclers. The events 
are narrated al la^e, in Foi's Book of Manyrs- 
The particulars relating to Frescobald, the benevo- 
lent Italian, were first published by Baiidello, the 
novelist, in 1554 : " Francesco Frescoboldi, fa conessa 
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THE HISTORY OF THE LIFE AID DEATH OF 

THOMAS LOHD CEOM¥ELL. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



; English merchanls. 



Drentine merchant. 
The Goaemor ^f (he English /oclory at Antwerp. 
GoDernor raid other officira of Bolognia. 
Master of an hotd in Bolognia. 
Seelt, a pMiaat of Hounslow. 
LUtilemut of Ihe Tower. 
Young Crohweil, the son of Thomas. 
HoDGE,Wiii., andToM, old CromveH's scmanis. 
Tttxi CUixtai. 



Tim Wilneases; a Sergconf-oi- 
Htmgman; a Feat; Messeagei 
snd Aitetidants. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I.— Putney. The entrance of a Smith's shop. 
Enter Hodge, Wili, and Tom. 

Hodge. Come, 
Is It not time w 
be stirring anoi 

Will. I can n 
ilirrin; or no ; 



afternoon's nap, for ray young Master Thomas. Ha 
teeps such a eoil in his stufly, with the sun, and tha 
moon, andlhesevenstais, that I do verily think he'll 

Hodge. He sliill of the stars! There's Goodman 
Car of Fulham (he that carried as to the strong ale, 
whero Goody Trundel had her maid got with child) -. 
O, ho knows the stars ; he'll tickle you Charles's 
Wain in nine degrees. That same man will loll Goody 
Trandei wheii hej ale shall miscarry, only by the 



Will. Well, masters, co 


ne ; shall we 


o our ham- 


Hodge. Ay, content ; fits 
Iral^ht, and then to work 
Tom. Ay, agreed. Go : 


let's lake o 
roundly. 
, Hodge. 


[EiwnJ 


SCENE II.- 


-The same. 




Enter young 


CROHWB.X. 




Crom. Good morrow, mo 




thybrighl. 


The night seems tedious t 


my troubled 


soul, 



Whose black obscurity breeds' in my mind 

A thousand sundry cogitations : 

And now Aurora, with a lively dye, 

A dds comfort to my spirit that mounts high ^ 

Too Wgh, indeed, my state being so mean. 

My study, like a mineral of gold, 

Makes my heart proud, wherein my hope's enrolled ; 

My books are ail the wealth I do possess. 

And unto them I have engagedmy heart. 

Oh, Learning ! how divine thou soem'st tome,— 

Within whose arms ifl all felicity. 

I &nf;ftj within hammer. 
Peace with your hammers, leave your knocking there ! 
You do disturb my study and my rest ; — 
Leave off, I say : — you mad me with your noise. 



Enter HoDOi 

Hodge. Why, h 

Will you not let 

Crom. You ft. 



:, Will, and Ton, from u.ilhin. 

ow now,Masler Thomas, how no' 

us work for you ! 

Bt my heart, with makuig ot tl 
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Hodge. Ho 

Your father's 
Tom. Ay, 
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rla about. 



e if you let us from working. 



Shali we leave work for your musing ? That's well, 

i'failh ; 
But here comes my old master, now 

Enter old Cbokwell. 

Old Crora. You idle knaTes, why are you loit'ring 

No hammers walking,! and my work lo do ? 
What, not a heat among your work to-dny ? 

Hodge. MaiTy, sir, your son Thomas will not let us 
work at all. 

Old Cnm. Why, knave, I say, have T thus carked 
ana eared. 
And all to keep thee like a genlleman ] 
And dost thou let my serrants at their work. 
That sweat for thee, knase — labor thus for thee? 

Croat. Father, their hammers do oflend my study. 

Old Crom. Out of my doors, knsTe, if thou lik'st 
it not : 
I cry you mercy ; are your ears so fine ? 



e up unto mj 

In hope that one day thou'dst relieve my a^e, 
And art thou now so lavish ot Ihy coin, 
To scatter it among these idle knaves I 

Crova, Father, be patient, and content yourself: 
The time will come I shall hold gold as trash: 
And here, I speak with a presaging soul. 
To build a palace where Ihis cottage stands, 
Ab fine as is King Henry's bouse at Sheen. 

Old Crom. You build a house I You knave, you'll 
be a beggar ! 
How, afore God, all is but cast away. 
That is bestowed upon this thriftless lad 1 
Well, had I bound him to some honest trade. 
This had not been ; but 'twas his mother's doing. 
To send him to the university. 
How ! Build a house where now this collage stands. 
As fair as that at Sheen? — they shall not hear me ! 
lAalde. 
A jood boy, Tom ; I con Ihee ; — thank thoe, Tom, 
Well said, Tom ; Gramercy to ye, Tom ! 
■In to your work, knaves ; hence [thonj saucy boy. 
[Exeunt all but young Cromwell. 

Crom. Whyshowld my birth keep down my mount 



mg spi 



t! 



•s subject unto time ; 
To Time who doth abuse the cheated world. 
And fills it full of hodge-podge bastardy 1 
There's legions now of beggars on the earth, 
That Iheir original did spring from kings ; 
And many monarcha now, whose fathers were 
The rlir.rafi" of their age ; for time and fortune 
Wear oiit a noble train to beggary ; 
And from the dunghill, minions^ do advance 
To state and mark i\\ this admiring world. 
This is but course, which, in Ihe name of (kte, 









The river Thames, that by our door doth pass, 
His first beginning is but small and shallow ; 
Yet, keeping on his course, grows to a sea. 
And likewise Wolsey, the wonder of our age, 
His bhth as mean as mhie, a butcher's son ; 
Now, who, within this land agreater man! 
Then, CromweD, cheer thee up, and tell thy soul. 
That thoumay'st live to flourish and control. 

Ejiler old Crom*ei.l. 

Old Crom. Tom Cromwell; what, Tom, I say! 

wser come lo know if 
>n for the lords of the 



£nisr Master Bowseb. 
Bow. Now, Master Cromwell, have you despatched 

■■■ ■• ' by 



Bow. It shall n< 



t need i we'll read't i 
rell, I have 



And, Master Crom 

May do you good, an if you like of il. 

Our secretary at Antwerp, sir. Is dead, 

And [now] the merchants there have sent to me, 

For to provide a man fit for the place : 

Now, 1 do know none fitter than yourself. 

If il stand with your liking, Master Cromwell. 

Crom. With all my heart, sir; and I much am 
bound, 
Inlove and duty for your kindness shown. 

Old Cram. Body o'me, Tom,make baste, lest some- 
body gel between thee end honor, Tom.s I thank 
you, good Master Bowser, I thank you for my boy ; 
I thank you always ; I thank you most heartily, sir : 
Ho, a cup of beer here for Master Bowser, 

Boic. It shall not need, sir : Master Cromwell, will 



yougi 



I ; God bless thee, Ton 



1 will attend you, s 
Jiaurom. Farewell, T 
d speed thee, good To; 

ENE III —London. A Street before Fbesc 
House. 

Enter B.^eot. 

Bog. I hope this day is fatal unto some, 
id by Iheh' loss must Bagot seek lo gain, 
lis is the loifee of Master Freseobald, 
liberal merchant and a Florentine, 
■ whom Banister owes a thousand pound } 
merchant' bankrupt, whose father was n: 



What do I ca 
Be once was 

Al soil of thl 
nd. by 



■e for pity or regard ? 
Arealthy, but he now is fallen, 
irning have him got arrested 
i same Master Freseobald ; 
neans, shall I be sure of coin. 



3 Old copies, 'belneen Oiee and honu." 
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ACT II.— SCENE I. 






Enttr Feebcobaid. 
Good morrow lo kind Masler Frescobi 

Fra. Good moirovf lo yourself, good Master 
flasotj 
And what's (he news, yon are so early stirring J 
II is for gain ; I make no doobt of lliat. 

Sag, 'Tis for the love, sir, that I bear to you. 
WJieii did you see your debtor, Banister! 

Frea. 1 promise you, I have not seen the man 
This two months day ; liis poverty is such, 
As I do thinlthe shames to see his friends. 

Bag. Why then assure yourself to seehim straight, 
For Bl your suit I have arrested him, 
And here Ihej Will be with him presenliy. 
^'ns. Arrest him at my suit ! Yon wer 
Iftnow the man's misfortunes lo he such, 
As he's not able for to pay ihe debt ; 
And were it ioiown lo some, he were undone. 

Bag. This is your pitiflii heart lo ihinli it so ; 
But you are mnch deceived hi Banister : 
Why, such as he will breaii for fashion salie, 
And unto those they owe a thousand pound, 
Pay scarce a hundred. 0, sir, beware of him, 
The man is lewdly given to dice and drabs j 
Spends all he hath in harlot's companies i 
It is no mercy for lo pily bim : 
I speaic the truth of him, for nothing else. 
But for the kindness that I bear to you. 

Fra. If it lie so, he hath deceived me much. 
And to deal strictly with such a one as he. 
Better severe than too much lenity : 
But here is Master Banister himself, 
And with him, as I talte it, [are] the officers. 

Enter Bakistee, hii Wife, and two Officers. 

Ban. O, Master Fresoobald, you have undone me : 
My state was well nigh overthrown before, 
Now, altogether downcast by your means. 

Mis. Ban. 0, Masler Fresoobald, pity my hus- 



Heisi 
Tiil et 



in halh li 









Did rob, disrobe, and spoil us of our own, 

Fres. Mistress Banister, I envy not your hosband, 
Nor willingly would 1 have used him thus; 
■ But that I hear he is so lewdly given. 
Haunts wiciied company, and hath enough 
To pay bis debls, yet will not own' thereof. 

Ban. Thisisthat damnedbroher,thiLt sameBagot, 
Whom I have olten fhim my trencher fed : 
Ui^rateibi villain for to use me thus. 

Bag. What I hare said to hhn is naught but truth. 

Mrs, Ban. What thou hast said springs from an en- 

i canniba],^ that doth eat men alive .' 
But here, upon my linee, beUeve me, sir ; 
And what I speak, so help me God, is true ! 
We scarce have meal lo feed our litlie babes : 
Most of our plate is in that broker's hand. 
Which, had we money lo defray our debts, 
O thinV, we would not bide Ihal penury I 
Be merciful, kind Masler Frescobaid ; 
My husband, children, and myself will eat 
But one meal a day ; the other, will we keep 

1 ^' A cbnclbBlr" in other copies. 



Be pitiful ;- 

Good Mistress Banister, Imeel not to me : 
Iprayriseup; you sliall have your desire. 
Hold, officers ; begone ; there's for your pains. 

[Exit Officers. 
You know you owe to me a thousand pound ; 

[ToBiBISTEB, 

Here, take my hand ; if e'er God make you able, 

And place you in your former state a^ain. 

Pay me : but, if still [dark] your fortune frown, 

Uponmy feiilh, I'll never ask a crown. 

I never yet did wrong to men in thrall, 

For God doth know what to myself may ikll. • 

fan. This unexpected &vor, undeserved, 
Dolh make my heart bleed inwardly with joy: 
Ne'er may aught prosper wilh me as^ my own. 
If I fot^et Ibis kindness you have shown. 

Afrs. Ban. My children, in their prayers, both nighl 

For your good fortune and success shall pray. 

Fres. I thank you both ; I pray go dine with me ; 
Within these three days, if God give ma leave, 
I will to Florence, to my native home. 

Bagol] there's a portBgue< to drink, 
ugh you ill deserved it by your merit ; 
Give not such cruel scope unto your heart ; 
Be sure, the ill you do will be reqoiled : 
Remember what I say, B^ot ; &rewell. 
Come, Master Banister, yon shall with me. 
My ^e's but simple, but welcome heartily. 

[Exeunt all bat BAaar 
A plague go with you ) would you had eat 
your last ! 

Is this the thanks I have for all my pains ? 
Confusion light upon you all for me ! 
Where he had wont lo give a score of crowns,' 

with a porlegue ! 
Well, I will be revenged upon this Banister, 
his creditors ; buy the debts he owes. 
As seeming that I do it for good will ; 
have them at an easy rate ; 
And when 'lis done, in Christendom ."^e slays not, 
ike his heart to ache witn sorrow ; — 
lanisler become my debtor. 
By heaven and earth, I'll make his plague the greater. 
{Exit Baqot. 



CAo. Now, gentlemen, imagine that yoimg Crom- 

In Antwerp's heger^ for the English merchants j 
And Banister, to shun this Boot's hale. 
Heating that he hath got some of his debts, 
Is fled lo Antwerp, with his wife and children j 
Which, Bagol hearing, is gone after them ; 
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be intended: for, ai 
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And thither sends Ms bills of debt before, 
To be revenged on wretched lianister. 
What dolli fall out, wilh patience sit and Bee 
A just requital of false treachery. 



ly be/are him, and 



■ my reckoning doth go st 

But, Cromwell, this same plodding fits not 
Thy mind is altogether set on travel. 
And Dot to live thus cloistered, like nnun. 
It is not this same trash, that [ regard ; 
Eipericnce is the jewel of my heart. 



Crom. Thus f 



Meantime, to comfort you, in jour distress, 
Receive these angels to relieve your need, 
be assured, that what I can effect, 
> jou good, no way will I neglect. 
s. Ban. That mighty God that knows each mor- 
tal's heaj't, 
Keep you tVom trouble, sorrow, grief, and smart. 

[Exit Mistress Bahister. 
Cront. Thanks, courteous woman, for thy hearty 
prayer! 
t grieves my soul to see her misery ; 
lot wa that live under the work of fate, 
lay hope the best, yet know not to what state 
lur stars and destinies have us assigned ; 
Fickle is fortune, and her face is blind. lEiil. 



Enter a Post {eoi 



er). 



Tou go as far be Frankfort, do you not ? 
Post. 1 do, sir. 
Crom. Well, pr'yihee, then, make all the baste 

For there be certaio English gentlemen 
Are bound for Venice, and may haply want. 
An if that you should linger hy the way : 
Bm in the hope that you will make good speed, 
There are two angels to buy spurs and wands.' 

Fosl, I thank you, sir ; this will add wings indeed. 

Crom. Gold is of power to make an eagle's speed. 



Enter M 



iS Banister. 



What gentlewoman is this, that grieves so much? 
It seems she doth address herself to me. 

Mri, Ban, God save you, sh"; is your name Master 
Cromwell 1 

Cram. My name is Thomas Cromwell, gentlewo- 

Mrs. Ban. Know you one Bagot, sir, that's come 
to Antwerp! 

Crom. No, trust me,I ne'er saw the man; but here 
Are bills of deb' 1 have received against 
One Banister . a merchant fallen into decay. 

Mra. Ban. Into decay, indeed, 'long of that wretch ! 
I am the wife to woful Banister, 
And, by that bloody villain am pursued, 
From London, here to Antwerp, where my husband 
Lies in the governor's hands ; the God of Heaven 
Ha only knows how he will deal with him ! 
Now, sir, your heart is framed of milder temper. 
Be merciful to a dislressSd soul. 
And God, no doubt, will trebly bless your gain. 

Crom. Good Mistress Banister, what I can, I will, 
In anything that lies within my power. 

Mra. Ban. O, speak to Bagot, that same wicked 
wretch ; 
An angel's voice may move a. damnf d dcvU. 

Crom. Why, is he come to Antwerp, as you hear? 

Mr). Ban. I heard he landed some two hours since. 

Crom. Well, Mistress Banister, assure yourself, 
I will to Bagot speak in your behalf. 
And wiR him to all the pity that I can : 



SCENE n.—A Street in Anlw 
Enter Baoot. 



■rp. 



5- So, all goes well ; it is as I would have it ! 
Banister, ha is with the governor. 
And shortly shall have gyves upon his heels. 
It glads my heart to think upon the stave ; 
~ hope to have his body rot in prison. 
And after hear his wife to haug herself, 
ind all his children die for want of food, 
'he jewels I have broi^ht wilh me lo Antwerp, 
ire reckoned to be worth five thousand pound, 
Vbich scarcely stood me in three hundred pound, 
boi^ht them at an easy kind of rale ] — 
care not much which way they came by ihem, 
That sold them me ; it comes not near my heart ; 
And, lest they should be stolen — as sure they are - 
I Ihoi^ht it meet lo sell ihem here in Antwerp ; 

" so have left Ihem in the governor's hand, 
Who ofiers me within two hundred pound 
Of allmypricai — bul now, no mora of that.— 
^ go see an if my bills be safe, 
which I sent before lo Master Cromwell, 
That, if the wind should keep me on Ihe sea, 
ight arrest him here before I came : 
in good time, see where he is i 

Enter Ckohwell. 



Cront. And you. — Pray, pardon me, I know you 

Bag. It may be so, sir; but my name is Bagot; 
The man that sent to you the bills of debt. 

Crom. Oh, you're the man that pursues Banister! 
Here are the bills of debt you sent to me ; 
As for Ihe man, you best know where be is. 
It is reported you've a flinty heart, 
A mind that will not sloop to any pity ; 
An eye that knows not how lo shed a tear, 
A hand that's always open for reward. 
But, Master Bagot, would you be ruled by me, 
You should turn all these to the contrary ; 
Your heart should still have feeling of remorse, 
Your mind, according lo your slate, be liberal 
To those that stand in need and in distress ; 
Your hand to help them that do sink in want, 
Rather than with your poise to hold Ihemdo'.ra ; — 
For every ill turn, show yourself more kind : — 
Thus should I ; pardon me, I speak my mind. 

Bag. Ay, sir, you speak to hear what I would say ; 



jOOgIc 



Bnl you must Uve 


r kjiow, as 


1 know this place 


be eitor 


And 'lis nol for a 


nan to keep 


ButhemUBniB;o 


gwilhhis 



ACT II.— SCENE III. 



And,asfor pity, scomil; J hate all conscience ; 
But yet I do commend yoin wit in this, 
To malte a show of wiial I hope you are not j — 
Bui I commend you, and it is »eU done : 
TTiis is the only way to bring you gain. 

Cram. Gain ! I had rather chain me to an oar, 
And, like a slave, there toil out all my life, 
Before I'd live so base a slave as thou. 
Ay, lite a hypocrite, to make a show 

No, Bagot, if thy eouscience were as clear. 
Ne'er had poor Banister been troubled here. 

Bag. Nay, Master Cromwell, be not angry, sir ; 
I know full well that you are no such man, 

It will be thought that you are otherwise. 

Crom. Will it be thought [that) I am otherwise ? 
Let them thai think so, Imaw they are deceived ; 
Shall Cromwell live to hare his faith misconstr'ed 1 
Antwerp, for all the wealth within thy town, 
1 will not stay here fuJI two hours longer. 
As good luck serves, my accounts are all made even, 
Therefore, I'll straight unto the treasurer, 
Bagot, I know you'll to tho governor : 
Commend me to him ; say I'm bound to travel, 
To see the fVuilful parts of Italy ; 
And if you ever bore a Chrislian mind, 
Let Banister some fovor of you End. 

Bag. For your sake, sir, I'll help him alll can — 
To starve his heart out e'er he gets a groat — lasidt,] 
So Master Cromwell, do I lahe my leave, 
For I must straight unto the governor. 

Crom. FaieweU, sir; pray remember what I've 
said. [SiJi Baqot. 

No, Cromwell, no ; thy heart was ne'er bo base. 
To live by falsehood or by brokery. 
But it falls oat well j — I little it repent ; 
Hereafter, lime in travel shall be spent. 

Enler Hodge. 

Bodge. Yoor son Thomas, quoth you? I have been 
Tbomas'd. 1 had thought It had been no such matter 
tohfl'gone by water; for at Putney I'Ego you to Par- 
ish (Jarden for two jience ; sit as still as may be, with- 
out any wagging or jolting iu my guts, in a litlle boat, 

great green water, but 1, thinking to go to my after- 
noon's nuncheon,' as was my manner at home, felt a 
kind of rising in myguls. At last, one o" the sailors 
spying of me,—" Be o'good cheer," says he ; " set 
down thy victual, and up with it ; thou hast nothing 
but an eel in thy belly." — Weil, to't I wont, and to 
my victuals went the sailors \ and, thinkhig me to be 
a man of better experience than any in the ship, they 
asked me what wood the ship was mado of ? They all 
swore I told them as right as if I had been acquajnted 
with the carpenter that made it. At last, we grew 
near land, I grew villanous hungry, and went to my 
bag. The devil a bit there was ; the sailors had 
tickled me ; yel I can not blame them ; it was a part 
of kindness, for I in liindness told them wha.t wood 
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ade of, and they in kindness eat u) 
my victuals; as, indeed, one good turn asketh another. 
Well, would I could find my Master Thomas, in lliis 
J>iilch town ! — he might put some English beer into 
my belly. 

Cram. What, Hodge, my father's man ! by my 

How doth my father? What's the news at home ? 

Bodge.. Master Thomas ! God, Master Thomas ! 
your hand — glove and all! this is to give you to un- 
derstand that your father is in health ; and Alice 
Downing here hath sent you a nutmeg ; and Bess 
Make-water a race of ginger ; my fellows Will and 






ntyoua 






and Goodman Toll, of the Goat, a pair of m 
myself came in person, and this is all the ni^ws. 

Ooni. Gramercy, Hodge, aod thou art welcome to 
But in as HI a lime thou comesl as may be ; [me, 
For I am travelling into Italy : — 
What say'st thou, Hodge, wilt iiear me company? 

Jfo^e. Will I bear thee company, Tom? What 
tell'st me of Italy ? Wore it to the farthest part of 
Flanders, I would go with thee, Tom. I am thine 
all, in weal and wo, thine own to command. What, 
Tom, I have passed the rigorous waves of Neptune's 
blasts. I tell you, Thomas, I have been in danger of 
the floods ; and when I have seen Boreas begin to 
play the ruffian with us, then would I down on my 
knees, and call upon Vulcan. 

Crom. And why upon him ? 

Hodge. Because, as this same fellow Neptune, is 
god of the seas, so Vidcan is lord over the smiths, 
herefore, I, being a smith, thoi^ht his godhead 
would have some care yet of me. 

Crom. A good conceit ; but tell me, hast thou 
dined yet ? 

Hodge. Thomas, to speak the truth, not a bit yet I. 

Crom. Come, go with me, thou shall have cheer 
good store i 
And farewell, Antwerp, if I come no more. 

Hodge. ! follow thee, sweet Tom ; I follow thee. 

SCENE Ul— Another Slrat in the same. 



Gov, Is Cromwell gone, then, say you. Master 
Bagot? 
What the dislike, I pray? What was the cause ? 

Bag. To tell you true, a wild brain of his own ; 
Such youth as he cau't see when they are well ; 
~ ' all bent 10 travel — that's his reason — 
And doth not love to eat his bread at home. 

Gov. Well, good fortune with him if the man be 
gone. 
We hardly shall find such « man as he, 
To fit our turns ; his dealings were so honest. 

ow, sir, for your jewels that I have, — 
What do you say? what, will you take my price? 

Sag. O, sir, you oficr too much under foot. 

Gov. 'Tis but two hundred poundbetween us, man. 
What's that, m payment of five thousand pound ? 

Bag. Two hundred pound, b^r lady, sir, 'tis great; 
Before I got so much it made me sweat. 

Gov, Well, Master Bagot, I'll proffer you fairly, 

ou see this merchant, Master Banister, 
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Is going now to prison at jour suit : 

His substance all is gone ; what would you hare ? 

Yet, in regard I fenew the man in' wealth. 

Never dishonest dealing-, but such mishaps 

Hath fallen on him, may light on me or yon: — 

There is two hundred pound between us two ; 

We wlU divide the same ; I'll giva you one, 

On that condition you will set him free. 

His slate is nothing; that you see yourself; 

And where naught is, the king must lose his right. 

Bag. Sit, you speak out of your love ; [but know] 
'Tis foolish love, sir, sure to pity him. 
Therefore content yourself, this is my mind ; 
To do him good, I will not hate a. penny. 

Ban. This is my comfort, though thou dost no 
good, 
A mightycbbfollows.a mighty flood. 

ilij». Ban. O, thou base wretch, whom we have 
fostered, 
Even as a serpent, for to poison us ! 
If God did ever tight a woman's wrong. 
To thai same God I bend and how my heart, 
To let his heavy wrath fall on thy head, 
By whom my hopes and joys ore butchered. 

Bag. Alas, fond woman, I pr'ylhee pray thy worst. 
The fox fares better still, when hs is cursed. 

Elder Bowser. 

Qim. Master Bowser '. you'ie welcome, sir, from 
England. 
What's the best news ! and how do all our friends ? 
Boll. They are all well, and do commend them to 
you: 
There's letters from your brother and your son : 
So, fare you weU, sir, I must take my leave, 
My haste and busmess do require it so. 
Gov. Before you dine, air? What, go you out of 

Bow. Ifailh, unless I hear some news in town, 
I must away ; there is no remedy. 
Gw. Master Bowser, what is your business ? — may 

I know it i 
Bow. You may, sir, and so shall all the city. 
The kii^ of late hath had his treasury robbed, 
And of the choicest jewels that he had ; 
The value of them was seven thousand pound. 
The fellow that did steal these jewels is hanged, 
And did confess that, for three hundred pound. 
He sold them to one Bagot, dwellu^ in London ; 
Now Bagol's fled, and, as we hear, to Antwerp j 
And hither am I come ID seek him out ; 
And they that first can tell me of his newt. 
Shall have a hundred pound for their reward- 
Jon. How just is God to right the ionocent ! 
Goo. Master Bowser, yon come in happy time, 
Here is the villain Bagot that you seek, 
And all those Jewels 



(. The devil owed ir 



■lold hi 



Bdip. Is this that Bagot? Fellows, bearbim heni 
We will not now stand here for his reply ; 
Lade him With irons, we will have him tried 
In England, where his villanies are known. 

Bag. Mischief, confiision, light upon you all ! 

I The old copies read, " of vrealtb." 



O, hang me, drown me, let me kill myself; 
Let go my arms, let me run quick to hell. 
Bow. Away ; bear hhn away ; stop the slave's 
mouth. [Exetail Officers, vHth Babot. 
jMw. Ban. Thy works are infinite, great God of 

Heaven ! 
Gob, I heard this Bagot was a wealthy fellow. 
Bow, He was indeed ; for when his goods were 

Of jewels, cobi, and plate, within his house. 
Was found the value of five thousand pound. 
His furniture worth fully half so much ; 
Which, being alt distrained for the king, 
" "rantly gave it to the Antwerp merchants ; 

they again, out of their bounteous mind, 
Have, to a brother of their company, 

;ayed by fortune of the seas, 
Given Bagot's wealth, to set him up again. 
And keep it for him ; his name's Banister. 

Gov. Good Master Bowser, with this happy news, 
You have revived two ftom the gates of death, 

liis is that Banister, and this his wife. 

Bam. Sir, I am glad my fortune is so good. 
To bring such tidings as may comfort you. 

You have given life unto a man deemed dead ; 
For by these news, my life is newly bred. 

Mrs, Bon, Thanks to my God, next torn 



king; 



ign 



's do bring. 



And last to you that these good new 

Gov. The hundred pound I must receive, as due 
For linduig Bagot, I fl-eely give to you. 

Bow. And, Master Banister, if bo you please, 
I'll bear you company, when you cross the seas. 

Pan. If it please you, sir, my company is but 

Stands with your liking,' I will wait on yon. 

Gov. I am glad that all things do accord so well ; 
Come, Master Bowser, let us in to dinner ; 
And Mistress Banister, he merry, woman. 
Come, after sorrow now let's cheer your spirit. 
Knives have their due, and you but what you merit. 
lEzetait. 

ACT III. 

SCENE 1.— Theprma^al Bridge aSFioreiice. 
Enter Cromwell ond Hodge in their shirts, and vilh- 

Hodge. Call you this seemg of fashions? Marry 
would I had stayed at Putney still. Oh ! Master 
Thomas, we are spoiled, we are gone. 

Crem. Content thee, man ; this is but fortune. 

Hodge. Fortune ! a plague of this fortune ; it makes 
me go wet.shnd ; the rogues would not leave me a 
shoe to my feel ; for my hose, they scorned them 
with their heels ; but for my doublet and hat, O, 
Lord — they embraced mo and unlaced me, and took 
away my clothes, and so disgraced me ! 

Crom. Well, Hodge, what remedy ? 

Hodge. Nay, I know not. Forbe^ng I amnaught. 
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ACT III.— SCENE II. 



for stealing worse : by my troth I most even fi 
my old trade ; to the hammer and the horse-heels 
again ; but now, the worst is, I am not acquainted 
with the humoi of the horses in this country; whether 
they are not coltish j given much to kicking oi 
for when I have one leg In my hand, if he should up 
and lay I'otlier on my chaps, I were gone ; there 
lay I, there lay Hodge. 

Crmt. Hodge, I believe thou must work for us 
both. 

Bodse. O, Master Thomas, have not I told you of 
this i Have not I, many a time and oRea, said, " Tom, 
or Master Thomas, learn to make a horse-shoe ; it 
will be your own another day i" this was not regarded. 
Hark you, Thomas, what do you call the fellows that 

Crom. The bantUttJ. 

Hodge. The banditti, do you call them? I know 
not what they are called here, but 1 am sore we will 
call them plain thieves m England. O, Tom, that we 
were now at Putney, at the ale there. 

Crom. Content thee, man; — here set up these two 
bills, 
And let us keep our standing fa the bridge : 
The feshion of this country still is such. 
If any stranger be oppressed with want. 
To write the manner of bis misery ; 
And such as are disposed to succor him, 
Will do it. What, Ho%e, hast thou set them up! 

Hodge. Ay, Ihej are up ; God send some to read 
them, and not only to read Ihem, but also to look on 
ns ; and not altogether look on us, but relieve us. 
Oh f cold, cold, cold ! 

[CaouwEU, stands at ene eitd of the bridge, 



J Hod 



at the o! 



Eraer Fi 

Frtscdbald. freads] . What's here ? 
Two Englishmen robbed by the banditti ? 
One of them seems to bo a gentleman, 
'Tis pity that his fortune was so hard, 
To fall Into the desperate hands of thieves !— 
I'll question him of what estate hi 



Godsa 



; you, s 






sscdE 



Frts. And what are you, my friend ? 

Hodge. Who I, sir ! By my troth, I do not km 
myself, what I am new ; but, sir, I was a smith, s 
a poor farrier of Putney. Thai's my master, s 
yonder ; I was robbed for his sake, sir. 

Ftis. I see you have been met by the banditti. 
And therefore need not ask bow came you thus ; 
But, Frescobaid, why dost thou question them 
Of their estate, and not relieve their need 1 
Sirs, — the coin ( have about me is not much ; 
There's sixteen ducats for to clothe yourselves, 
There's sixteen more to buy your diet with, 
And there's sixteen to pay for your horee-hire; 
'Tis all the wealth you see, my parse possesses ; 
But if you please for to inquire me out, 
You slvUl not want for aught that I can do. 
My name is Frescobaid, a Florence merclianf. 
A man that always loved your nation much. 

Crom. This iineipecled favor at your hands, — 
Which God doth Imow, if e'er I simll requite, 
necessity makes me to take your bounty, 



And for your gold can yield you naught but tiianks. 
Your charity hath helped me from despair; 
Your name shall stiL be in my hearty prayer. 
Fres. It is not worth such thanks; come to my 

Your want shall belter be relieved than thus. 

Crom. I pray excuse me j this shall well suffice, 
To beat my charges to Bolognia, 
Whereat a noble earl is much distressed ;— 
An Englishman, Bussel, the earl of Bedford, 
Is by the French king sold unto his death. 
It may fall out that I may do him good: 
To save his life. 111 hazard my bean's blood: 
Therefore, kind sir, thanks for your liberal gift, 
1 must be gone to aid him ; there's no shift. 

Frea. I'll be no hinderer to so good an act. 
Heaven prosper yon, in that you go about : 
If fortune bring you this way back again. 
Pray let me see you ; so I take my leave ; 
All a good man can wish, I do bequeath. 

[Exit Fbescoiald. 

Crom. Ail good that God doth send, light on your 

There's few such men within our climate bred. 
How say you now, Hodge ? is not this good tbrlune 1 

Hodge. Mow say you? I'll tell jou what. Master 
Thomas ; if all men be of this gentleman's mind, let's 
keep our stand upon this bridge ; we shall gel more 
here, with he^hig, in one day, than I shall with 
making horseshoes In a whole year. 

Criaa. No, Hodge, we must be gone nolo Bolognia, 
There to relieve the noble earl of Bedford ; 
Where, if I fail not in my policy, 
I shall deceive their subtle treachery. 

Hodge. Nay, I'll follow you, God bless ns from 
the thieving banditti again. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II.— Bolognia. A Room in ran Hotel. 
Enter BEDroBD and hU Host. 

Bed. Am I betrayed ? was Bedford bom to die. 
By such base slaves, hi Such a place as this ? 

re I escaped so many times in France, 
So many battles have I over-passed, 

le the French stir when ihey heard my name ; 
I now betrayed unto my death T 
Some of their heart's blood first shall pay for it. 
Hoal. They do desire, my lord, to speak with 

you. 
Bed. The traitors do desire lo have my blood, 
But by my birth, my honor, and my name, — 
By all my hopes, my life shall cost them dear. 
Open the door ; I'll venture out npon them, 
And, if I must die, then I'll die with honor. 

Host. Alas, my lord, that is a desperate course ; 
They have begirt you, round about the house. 
Their meanii^ is to talie yeu prisoner. 
And so to send your body onto France- 
Bed. First shall the ocean be as dry as sand. 
Before alive they send me unto France : 
I'll have my body first bored like a sieve. 
And die as Hector, 'gainst the Myrmidons, 
E'er France shall boast, Bedford's their prisoner. 
O ! treacherous France, tliat, 'gainst the law of arms, 
Hath here betrayed thine enemy to death ! 

sured, mj blood shall be revenged 
Upon the best lives that remain hi France, 
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£nler a Servant. 

Sland bad!, or else thou ninn'sl upon thy dealh. 

Mes, Pardon, my Jord, I come to tell your honor. 
That they have hired a. Neapolitan, 
Who, by his oratory, hath promised them, 
Without the shedding of one drop of blood. 
Into their bands, sale to deliTer you ; 
Ana therefore craves, none biit himself may enter, 

Bed. A Neapolilanl bid him come in. 

[Eiii Servant. 
Were he as cunning m Ms eloquence, 
As Cicero, the famous man of Rome, 
His words would be as chaff against the wind. 
Sweet- tongued Ulysses, that made Ajai mad. 
Were he; — and his toi^;ue in tiiis speaker's head. 
Alive he wms not ; 'tis no conquest, dead ! 

Enter Cromweli., in Neapolitan habU, and Hodge. 

Cram. Sir, are you the master of the house ! 

Hosl. I am, sir. 

Crom. By this same token you must leave this 
And leave none but tlie earl and I together, [place. 
And this, my peasant, here to tend on us. 

Host. With all my heart : God grant yoti do some 
good. 

[Exit Host. CnoMWELL shuts ike door. 

Bfd. Kow, sh-, what's your wiU with me ) 

Cram. Intends your honor not lo yield yourself? 

Bed. Nojgoodman goose, not while my sword doth 
Is tills your eloquence for lo persuade me J [last. 

Cram. My lord, my eloquence is for to save you ; 
I am not, as you judge, a Neapolitan, 
But Cromwell, your servant, and an Englishman. 

Bed, How ! Cromwell I not my farrier's son 1 

JTodgf. Yes, feilb, sir, and I am Hodge, your poor 
smith 1 many a time and ofl have I shoed your dap. 
pie gray. 

Bed. And what avails it me, that thou art here ? 

Crom. It may avul, if you'll be ruled by me. 
My lord, you know, the men of Mantua 
And these Boiognians are at deadly strife 
And they, my lord, both love and honor you. 
Could you but get out of the Mantua port. 
Then were you safe, despite of all their force. 

Bed. Tut, man, thou talk'st of things impossible i 
Dost thou not see, that we are round beset ? 
How then Is't possible we should escape ? 

Crom. By force we can not, but by policy. 
Put on the apparel here thai Ho%e doth wear. 
And give iiim yours: the states they know you not, — 
For, as I think, they never saw your face, — 
And, al a watch-word, must I call them in. 
And will desire, that we two safe may pass 
To Mantua, where I'll say my business lies ; 
How doth your honor lilie of this device ! 

Bed, O, wondrous good : but wilt thou ventUTfl, 

Hadge. Willi! 

Oh, noble lord, I do accord, 
In anything I can ; 

t thee ftee, 



Do fori 






Cram. Go, Hodge, make haste, lest they should 
chance to call. 

Hodge. I warrant you, I'll fit him with a suit. 

lExeunt BEnronn and Hodoe, 

Crom. Heaven grant this policy doth take success, 
And that the earl may safely 'scape away ! 
And yet it grieves me for this simple wretch, 
For fear lest they should do him violence ! 
But of two evils best to shun the greatest, 
And better is'l thai he should hve in thrall, 
Than such a noble earl as this should fall. 
Their stubborn hearts, it may be. will relent, 
Since he is gone, on whom their hate is bent. 

Re.enter Bedfohd and Hodoe. 
My lord, have you despatched I 

Bed. How dost thou like us, Cromwell? — is it 
we!]? 

Crom. O, my good lord, eicellenl. Hodge, how 
dost feel thyself J 

Hodgt. How do I feel myself? why, as a noble 
man shoidd do I Ohi how I feel honor come creeping 
on ; my nobility is wonderful melancholy. Is it not 
most gentlemaidike to, be melancholy ? 

Crom. Yes, Hodge ; now go [and] sit down in thy 
And talie [thy] state upon thee, [study, 

HodgB. I warrant you, my lord ; let me alone to 
take slate upon me : but hark, my lord, do you feel 
nothing bite about you? 

Bed. No, trust me, Hodge. 

Bodge. Ay, they know they want their old pasture. 
'Tis a strange thing of this vermin, they dare not 
meddle with nobilily. 

Crom. Go talte thy place, Hodge, vrhile I call them 

AU is now done. Enter, an if you please. [in. 

[Spfo/rfng uithin. 

Enter the Governor, and other States anil Citizens qf 

Bolognia, and Officers tuith AoTfterdj. 

Gov. What, have you won him ? will he yield him- 
self) 

Crom. I have, an't please you ; and the qoiet earl 
Doth yield himself to be disposed by you. 

Gav. Give him the money that we promised him : 
So let him go, whither he [jease himself. 

Crom, My business, sir, lies unto Mantua j 
Please you to give tne a safe conduct thither. 

God. Go and conduct him to the Mantua port, 
And see him safe delivered presently, 

[Ezeunt Chohwell, Bedfdiui, and Officers. 
Go, draw the curlnuis, let us see the earl : 
0, he is writing, stand apart awhile. 

Osdge. [reads] . Fellow William, I am not as I have 
been. I went fVom you a smith ; 1 write to you as a 
lord ; I am at this present writing, among the Bono- 
nian sausages. I do commend my lordship lo Ralph 
and to Bi^er; lo Bridget and to Dorothy, and so to 
all the youth of Putney. 

Gav. Sure these are names of English noblemen, 
Some of his special friends to whom he writes : 
But stay,he doth address himself losing. 

[Hodce aing] a lang. 
My lord, I'm glad you are so froHc and blithe j 
Believe me, noble lord, if you tnew all. 
You'd change your merry vein to sudden sorrow. 

Hodge. I change my merry vein ! no, Ihou Bono- 
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I am a. lotd, and thersrorB tel mc^ go ; 

I do defy thee and thy sausages ; 

Thereltore stand off, and come not near my honor. 

Gov. My lord, this jesting can not serve yout lum. 

Hodge, Dost think, thou blncli Soiionian beast, 
That I do flout, do jibe, or jest ? 
No, no, thou bear-pot ; know thai I, 
A nobJe earl, a. lord par-dy. [A Irumpet sounds. 

Gov, What means this trumpet's sound ? 
Enter a Messenger. 



of Man 

JUuj. Men of Bolognia, this my message is, 
To let you know the noble earl of Bedford 
Is safe vilhin the town of Mantua, 
And wills you send the peasant that you have. 
Who hath deceived your expectation ; 
Or else the stales of Mantua have vowed 
They will recall the truce thai they have mada, 
And not a man shall stir from forth your town, 
Thai shall return, unless you send him back. 

Gob. 0, this misfortune, how it mads my heart ! 
The Neapolitan hath beguiled ns all. 
Hence with this fool. What should we do with him, 
The earl being gone ! A plague upon it all '■ 

Hodge. No, I'll assure you, I am no earl, but a 

One Hodge, a smith at Putney, sir; one that hath 
Gulled you ; that hath bored you, sir. 
Gov. Away with him ; take hence the fool you 



Mesa. Farewell, Bologniaos.' Come, friend, along 

with me. 

Bodge. My friend, afore ; my lordship will follow 

thee. lEiit. 

GoK. Well, Mantua, since by thee the earl is lost. 

Within few days I hope to see thee crosl. lExeuiit. 

Enter Chorus. 

CAo. Thus far you see how Cromwell's fortune 

Tha earl of Bedford, being safe in Mantua, 
Desires Cromwell's company into ^France, 
To make requital for his courtesy; 
But Cromwell doth deny the earl his suit. 
And tells him that those parts he meant to see, 
He had not yet set footing on the land : 
And so directly takes his way to Spain — 
The earl to France — and so they both do part. 
Now, let your thoughts, as swift as is the wind, 
Skip some few years that Cromwell spent in travel : 
And now imagine him to be m England, 
Servant unto the master of the rolls ; 
Where, in short time, he there began to flourish: 
An hour shall show you what few years did cherish. 
[Eiii. 
SCENE III. — London, yl KoominSiiCHHiSTOPBER 
Haies' JJouse. Musie plays j then a Banquet . En- 
ter Sir CaaisroPHEtt Haleb, Ceobwell, and two 
Servants. 
Holts. Come, sirs, be careM of your master's 

1 I should be for giving Cbla afbctionate parting i 



And as our bounty now exceeds the figure 
Of common entertaimnent, so do you. 
With looks as free as is your master's soul, 
Give formal welcome to the thronged tables 
That shall receive the cardinal's followers 
And the attendants of the great lord chancellor. 
But, Cromwell, all my care depends on thee : 
Thou art a man, dlfiering from vulgar form. 
And by how much thy spirit's ranked 'bove these. 
In rules of art, by so much it shines brighter 
By travel, whose observance pleads thy' merit. 
In a most learned yet unaffected' spirit. 
Good Cromwell, oast an eye of fair regard 
'Bout all my house — and what this ruder flesh. 
Through ignorance, or wine, do miscreale. 
Salve thou with courtesy : if welcome want. 
Full bowls and ample banquets wiU seem scant. 
Cram. Sir, whatsoever lies in me, assure yoti 
I will show my utmost duty. 



Cromwell, thou hast those parts would rather si 
The service of the state than of my house : 
I took upon thee with a loving eye, 
That one day will prefer thy destmy. 

Snler Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, the lords be at hand. 

Hales, They are welcome ; bid Cromwell stri 

And look you all things be in readiness. 



Wol. O, Sir Christopher, 
You are too liberal ; what, a banquat too ! 
Holes. My lords, if words could show the ample 

That my free heart affords you, I eould then 
Become a prater: but I now must deal 
Like a feast-politician with your lordships ; 
Defer your welcome till the banquet end, 
That it may then salve our defect of fare ; 
Yet welcome now, and all thai lend on you. 

Wol, Our thanks to the kind master of the rolls. 
Come and sit down ; — sit down. Sir Thomas More. 
'Tis strange how that we and the Spaniard differ: 
Their dinner is our banquet, after dinner. 



Lof a< 






This I gather, that, by their sparing meat. 
Then' bodies aro more fitter for tha wars ; 
And if that famine chance to pinch their maws. 
Being used to fast, it breeds in them less pain. 
HaJea. Fill me some wine ; I'll answer Cardinal 
Wolsey :— 
My lord, we English are of more free souls 
Tlian hunger-starved and ill-compleiioned Spaniards. 
They that are rich, in Spain, spare belly-food, 
To deck their backs with an Italian hood, 
And silks of Seville : and the poorest snake. 
That feeds on lemons, pilchards, and ne'er healed 
His palate with sweet flesh, will bear a case 
More fat and gallant than his starved face. 
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Pride, the inquisition, and this belly-evi], 

Are, in my judgment, Spain's three-headed devU.' 

Mare. iDdeed, it is a plague unto their natioQ, 
Who Elae^er afler in blind iirutalion. 

Hales, My lords, with welcome,' I present your lord- 
A solemn health. [ships 

More. I love hcallha well, but when that healths 
do bring 
Pain to the head, and body's surfeiting. 
Then cease 1 healths : 

Nay, spill not, friend, for though the drops be small, 
Yet haTo they force, to force men to the wail. 

IVoL Sir Christopher, is that your man ! 

Halet. An it like 

Vour grace, he is a scholar and a linguist — 
One that hath travelled over many parts 
Of Christendom, my lord. 

Wol. My ftiend, come nearer. Have joa been a 
traveller ! 

Crom. My lord, 
I've added to my knowle^e the Low Comitries, 
With France, Spain, Germany, and Italy: 
And though small gain of profit I did find, 
Y«t did it please m; eye, uontent my mind. 

Wol. What do you think, then, of the several states 
And princes' courts that you have travelled [through] ? 

Ciom. My lord, no court with England may com- 

Neither for state, nor civil government : 
Lust dwells in France, hi Italy, and Spain, 
From the poor peasant to the prince's train ; 

And he thai most can drink, he most deserves. 
England I praiso not, for I here was horn. 
But that she laughs the others all to scorn. 

JVol. Mjfclord, there dwells within that spirit more 
Tlian can^ discemfid by the outward eye. 
Bir Christopher, will you part with your man ? 

Hates. I have sought to proffer him unto your lord- 



EiUer Chorus. 

"ho. Now Cromwell's highest fortunes do beg^. 

alsey, that loved him as he did his life 
Committed all his treasure to his hands. 
Wolsey is dead ; and Gardiner, his man, 
Is now created bishop of Whichesler. 
Pardon, if we omit all Wolsey's life. 
Because our play depends on Cromwell's death. 
New sit and see his highest slate of all. 
His height of rising, and his sudden fall- 
Pardon the errors aie already past. 
And hve in hope the best doth como at last r 
My hope upon your favor doth depend. 
And looks to hare your liking ere the end. lErii 



And 






SCENE I 



- The so 



. A public Walk. 



I see he hath preferred himself. 
Wul. What is thy name f 
Crom. Cromwell, my lord, 

Wol. Then, Cromwell, here we make thee of otnr 

Solicitor, and nearest next ourself. 
Gardiner, give you kind welcome to the man. 

[Gardineb mibracei Mm, 

More. Oh, my lord cardinal, you're a royal winner : 
Have got a man, besides your bounteous dinner ; 
Wei! may you pray, knight, tliat we come no more — 
If we come often, thou ma^st shut thy door. 

Wol. Shr Christopher, hadst thou given me half thy 

Thou couldst not have pleased me so much as with 
This man of thme. My infant thoughts do spell, 
Shorlly, his fortune shall he lifted higher ; 
True industry doth kindle honor's fire, 
And so, kind master of the rolls, farewell. 

Hale). Cromwell, fhrewell. 

Crom. Cromwell takes leave of you 

That ne'er will leave to love and honor you. [_Exeuni. 

[The mustc plays as they go out. 



Enter GAnDJMER, Bishop qf Winchester, Ihe DuteJ of 
Norfolk ani Suffolk, Sir Thomas Mohe, Sir Ciiais. 
'roPHEa Hales, and Cbouwell. 

Stirf. Master Cromwell, since Cardinal Wolsey's 
lis majesty is given to understand [death, 

'here's certam bills and writings in your hand 
That much concern the [present! stale of England. 
My lord of Winchester, is it not so ) 

Gar. My lord of Norfolk, we two were whilome 
fellows, 
And Master Cromwell — though our master's love 
Did bind us, while bia love was to the king 
It is no hoot now to deny those thmgs 
Which may be prejudicial to the state ; 
And though Ihat God hath raised my fortune higher 
Than any way I looked for, or deserved. 
Yet may my life no longer with me dwell, 
Than I prove true unto my sovereign. 

Suff. What say you. Master Cromwell ? Have you 
[Speak !] ay or no ? [those writings ! 

Crom. Here are the writings, and upon my knees 
I give them up unto the worlhy dukes 
or Suffolk and of Norfolk. 

as my master, and each virtuous pact 
That lived in him I tendered with my heart ; 

. what his head complotted 'gEunst the stale, 
My coantcy's love commands me that to hale. 
His sudden death I grieve for, not his fall, 
Because he sought to work my country's thrall. 

Su^. Cromwell, the king shall hear of this ih; 
Who, 1 assure myself, will well reward thee, [duty, 
My lord, let's go unto his majesty, 
And show these mitings which he longs to see. 

[Examt NottFOLK nnd Suftolk. 
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EiUer BEoroRD liastily. 

Bed. How now 1 who is this ? Cromwell ! By mj 

Welcome to England I Thou didst save mj life, 
Didst thou not, Cromwell ? 

Crom. If I did so, 'lis greater glory 
For me [my lord], that you remember it, 
Than for myself [now] vainly to report it. 

Bed. Well, Cromwell, now's the time [for gr«ti- 
I shall commend thee to my sovereign : [tude :] 

Cheer up thyself, for I will raise thy state ; 
A Russell yet was nevei found ingrale. [Exit 
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HdIej. how uncertain Is Ihe wheel of state !' 
Who lately greater Ihsn the cardiiml, 
For fear and love ! And now who lower lies ! 
Gay honors ore but fortune's llatleries ; 
And whom, this day, pride and promotion' swell, 
To-morrow envy and ambition quell. 

Mare. Who sees the cobweb tangle the poor fly, 
May boldly'say the wretch's death is nigh, 

Gar. I know his slate and proud ambition 
Were too, loo violent to last o'er long. 

llaies. Who soars loo near the sun with goldei 
wmgs, 
Melts them ; — to rnUi his own fortune brings. 
Enter the Dtifte 0/ SotroLK. 

Suff, Cromwell, kneel down, and, in King Henry' 
Arise, Kir Thomas ; — thus begins thy fame, [name 

Enter the Duke of Norfolk. 

Norf. Cromwell, the gradous majesty of England, 
For the good iiifing he conceives of thee, 
Makes thee the master of the jewel-house j 
Chief secretary [0 himself; and, withal, 
Creates thee one of hia highness' privy council. 

Enter the Earl of Bedfohd. 

Bed. Where is Sir Thomas Cromwell? Is he 
knighted ? 

S«f. He is, my lord. 

Bid. Then, to add honor to 

His name, the king creates him lord keeper of 
His privy seal,3 and master of the rolls — 
Which you, Sir Christopher, do now enjoy ;* 
The kii^ determines higher place for you. 

Crom. My lords, 
These honors are too high for my desert. 

Mare. O, content thee, man, who would not choose 

Gar. Here are honors, titles, and promotions I 
I fear this clunbing will have sudden &11. \Atide.\i 

Norf. Then come, my lords, let's all together bring 
This new-made counsellor to England's king, 

[Emko! all (ni! GABDlHEtt. 

Gar. But Gardiner means his glory shall be dimmed 1 
Shall Cromwell live a greater man than I ! 
My envy with his honor now is bred ; 
I hope to shorten Cromwell by the head. {ExU, 

t We BliooldprobRblyTflfldiffiila" with more propriety 



ie of &ie editions 



■blhete 



wh'liox 






injDlj audden, lint not quite so rapid &B lbs autlior 
eaeuced In l^T, lie waa mode a privy couDaellor 
iter o( the iewel-houaa ( uni tlie nest jear clera of 
iper and ehunoellor of the exchequer ; la 1534, prin- 
iretaryofstsKiandroaMeroftherollB. Thefofigw- 

alilies in England, under the king ; on the ad of Jnlv. 1S36, 
lord keeper of the privy pen! ; and, soon aPerward, he waa 
advanced la the dignity of a baron. In 1537, lie waa created 
knight of the garter ; and, in 1S40, earl of Essex and lord 

* The fact was exacllj the reverse of what is here Hated, 
CtomweU'spredeceMor in ttiia office was not Sir Christo- 
pher HaloB, but Dr. Toylor ; and Hales {wlio was the Jong's 

ever, unmedlately on his advancement to Iho office of keeper 
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SCENE II.— London. A St, 
House. 


eel ie/or 


Cito»w.t.'. 


Enter Fkesco 


BiLD, 





Frcs. O Frescobald ! what shall become of thee! 
Where shall thou go, or whither shall thou turn ! 
Fortune, that turns her too-mconstant wheel, 
Hath drowned* tliy wealih and riches in the sea. 
All parts abroad, wherever I have been. 
Grow weary of me, and deny me succor ; 
My debtors, they that should relieve my want, 
Forswear my money — say they owe me none ; 
They Itnow my stale too mean to bear out law ; 
And here, in London, where I oft have been. 
And have done good to many a. wretched man. 
Am' now most wretched and despised myself 
In vain it is more of their hearts to iry; 
Be patient, therefore, lay thee down and die ! 

[Lies Motrin. 
Ertier Seglv and Joab. 



for us 



I. Come, Joan ; c< 









and often he might have gone a hungry to bed. 
Wife. Alas! man,now he is made alord, he'll nev- 
er look upon us ; he'll fulfil the old proverb ; Set ieg- 
gara a horseback, and they'll ride ! Ah .' well-a-day 
for my cow ', Such as he hath made us come behind' 
hand ; ws had never pawned out cow else to pay our 

Seely. Well, Joan, hell come this way: and by 
God's dickers, I'll tell him roundly of it ; an if he 
were ten lords, he shall know that 1 had not my 
cheese and my bacon for nothing. 

Wife. Do you remember, husband, how he would 
mounch upon my cheese-cakes ? He hath forgot this 
now ; but now we'll remember him. 

Seely. Ay, we shall have now three flaps with a foi- 
iMl ; but i'failh I'U jibber a joint,' hut I'U teU 1dm 
his own. Stay, who comes here! 0, stand up; here 
he comes ; stand up. 

Biter HoDOE, iirUh a lip-staff; Cbomweli., tni(A the 
mace carried b^ore him ; Ihe Dukes of Noutolk and 
Suffolk, and Attendants. 

Hodge. Come, away with these beggars here. Rise 
Sirrah ; come out, good people. Run before, [up, 
There, ho ! [Fuescobaid rises obi! stands aloof. 

Seely. Ay, we are kicked away now, now wo come 
for our own ; the time hath been, he would a looked 
more friendly upon us. And you, Hodge, we know 
you well enough, though you are so fine. 

Cram. Come hither, sirrah { stay, what men are 
My honest host of Hoanslow, and his wife ? [these ! 
thee money, father, do I not ! 
V. Ay, by the body of rne, dosl thou : would 
vouldst pay me ; good four pound it is : I have 
the post o't at home. 



And look your wife a 



Andw 



■e you five, I freely give 



lo stayto dim 



e him 



" [gels; 



Four poimd a year, for the four pound I owed you. 
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1. Go on before, for lime draws on apac! 

[Exeunt all but Fresco 

. I wonder what this lord vfould have wi: 

n so strictly gave me charge to stay ! 

ffetid him to my Imowle^e. 



hee, ray good L 



-.0 tlian 1 ai 



>r bad, I 



Enler BAf 



n befdl. 
i kis Wife. 



Enter Gardiner. 

Crom. Sirrah, go lo yon stranger : tell hini I 
Desire him stay to dinner : I must speak 
With him. [To HoDo 

Gar. My lord of Norfolli, see you this same bubbL 
That's a mere puff;' but mark the end, my lord j 
But mark the end ! 

Niirf. I promise jou, I like not something he ha 
done; 
But let that pass ; the king doth love him well. 

Crom. Good.morrow lo my lord of Wioohester : 
Yon bear me hard abool the abbey laods. 

Gor. Have I notreason, when religion 'swrongei 
You had no color foe what you have done. 

Crom. ¥es, the abolishing of Antichrist, 
And at his popish order, from our realm. 
1 am no enemy to religion. 
But what is dona, it is for England's good. 
What did they serve for, but to feed a sort 
Of lazy abbots and of iUl-fed friars ? 
They neither jlough nor sow, and jet they reap 
The &t of all the land, and sock the poor. 
Look, what was theirs is in King Henry's hands; 
His wealth before lay in the abbey lands. 

Gas-. Indeed, these things yon ba™ alleged, my 
lord: 
When, God doth know, the mfent yet unborn 
Will curse the time the abbeys were pulled down. 
I pray now whera is hospilahty ! 
Where now may poor distressed people go. 
For to relieve their need, or rest their bones. 
When weary travel doth oppress their limbs ! 
And where religious men should take them in, 
Shall now be kept back by a masliff-dog ; 
And thousand, thousand 

NoTf. O my hird, no more ; 

Things past redress 'tis bootless to complain. 

■Crom. What, shall we to the convocation-house! 
Narf. We'll foUow you, my lord ; pray, lead the 



Bun. Come, wife, I lake it be almost dinner-time ; 
For Master Newton and Master Crosby sent to me 
Last night, they wotdd come dine with me [tcday] , 
And take their bond in. — Pray thee, hie thee home, 
And see that all things be in readiness. 

Mrs. Ban. They shall be welcome; husband, I'll 

But is not that man Master Frescobald ! [before. 

[SAe runs and anbracea him. 

Ban. O Heavens ! it is kind Master Frescobald. 
Say, sir, what hap hath broi^ht you to this pass ? 

Fres. The same that brought you to your misery. 

San. Why would you not acquaint me with your 
Is Banister, your poor friend, then forgot, [stale 1 
Whose goods, whose love, whose life and all, are 
yours! 

Fres. I thought your usage would be as the rest, 
That had more kindness at my hands than you, 
Yet looked askance when as they saw me poor. 

a. Ban. If Banister could bear so base a heart, 
ir would look my husband in the face. 



And well tl- 



night'st, should Ban 



w you, 6 



ended ; 



id, for the thousand pound I 
iave it ready for you, sir, at home ; 
And though I grieve your fortune is so bad, 
Yet, that my hap's to help you, makes me glad. 
' now, sir, will it please you walk with me ! 
M. Not yet ; I can not : for the lord chancello 
Hath here commanded me to wait on him ; 

iihat, I know not : pray God it be for good, 
n. Never make doubt of that ! I'llwatraot yoi 



He is 






a hath. 






We'll go along and bear you company ; 
' know we shall not want for welcome there. 
Fres. With all my heart ! But what's beco 



eof 



sof a Farmer. 



Bagot! 



Old Crota. How '■ one Cromwell made lord keeper 
sioce I left Putney and dwelt in Yorkshire ! I 
heard better news : I'll see that Cromwell,or it 



jr here ! Stale set aside. 



go hard. 

Cram. My agfid 
Father, upon my knee I crave your blessing. 
One of my servants go and have him m j 
At better leisure will we talk with him. 

Old Crom. Wow If I die, how happy were the day ! 
To see this comfort, veeps and rains forth showers 
of joy. lExii old Cbojiwell 

wUh Servant. 

Iforf. This duty in him shows a kind of grace. 

[Aiade. 

1 In tlie old editiona it reads, ' That same puff." 



Baa. Ho is hanged for buying jewels of the king's. 
Fres, A just reward for one so impious ! 
The lime draws on, sir ; will you go along ! 
Ban. I'll follow you, kind Master Frescobald. 

[Exmnt. 

SCENE III.— The same. Another Street. 

Enter Newton and Croset. 

New. Now, Master Crosby, I see you have a care 
To keep your word, in payment of your money. 

Cros. By my faith, I have some reason on a bond; 
Three thousand pounds is far too much lo forfeit j 
Yet do 1 doubt not Master Banister. 

New, By myfeilh, sir, your sumismore than nUn«i 
And yet I am not much behind you, too, 
Considering what to-day I paid at court. 
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and'lis well remembered ! 






That the Lord Cromwell's men wear such long skirts 
0pon their coats ! They reach down to their hams. 

New, I will resolve you, sir ; and thus it is ; 
The bishop of Winchester, that lores not Cromwell — 
As great men are envied as well as less — 
A while ago there was a jai between them, 
And it was brought to my Lord Cromwell's ear, 
That Bishop Gardiner would sit on his skirts j 
UpoQ which word he made his men long hlue coB,ts, 
And, hi the court, wore one of them himself : 
And, meetmg with the bishop — quoth he. My lord, 
Here's skirts enough now for your grace to sit on ; 
Which veied the bishop to the very heart. 
This is the reason why (hey wear these loi^ coats.' 

Cros. 'Tis always seen, and mark it for a rule, 
That one great man will envy still another j 
But 'tis a thing that nothing concerns me. 
What, shall we now to Master Banister f 

New. Ay, come, we'll pay him royally for our dm- 
ner. [E:t.«n(, 

SCENE lY. — A Roam m Cromwell's Eoioe. 



Crom. My noble lords of Suffolk and of Bedford, 
Tour honors are welcome to poor Cromwell's house. 
Where is my father! Nay, be covered, father ; 
Although that duty to these noble men 
Doth chaUenga it, yet I'll make bold with them. 
Your head doth bear the calendar of care : 
WhatI Cromwell covered, and his father bareV 



Your 



-Now, 






Florentine ! 
obald, till cruel fate 
Did rob me of my name and of my state. 
Crom. What fortune broight you to this country 

Fra. All other parts have left me succorless, 
Save only this. Because of debts I have, 
I hope to gain for to relieve my want. 

Crom. Did you not once, upon your Florence biidge 
Help a distressed man, robbed by the banditti ? 
His name was CromwelL 

Frea. 1 never made my brain 



repiei 






JClUBl 






_. 7 of the bishtip Bitting on hia aldrts 

told of thfl differenoo between Cie duSo of Buofclnsham und 
Cardinal Wolsey ?— Peecv. The story tnld of the diito of 
Buddnshnm and Cardinal Wolsey Is somewhat different. 
The dtdie one Asy. holding a ba^ for the king to vaiti, as 
soon aa his mnjesE; knd donajthecaidlnflld^iped Ills hands 
in Che same water. Tlie dnke, resenHng; ttds as an indignt- 
e of the water hi Wolisj's Oiaei, wia whlc^ 
^hig provoked, threatonod him that ka would 
a. Buckiaffham, file osxtdaj, came to court 
_... ..~... ■ ■■rtatokiadonbletaaslgn- 
ig strange omissloQ, his 
iecuting his threat 






tferj richly dressed, but 

ing, as a reason, to the king, fc 

purpose to prevent Wolsey froi 



sd the dishes, and lasted Ih 



A calendar of any good I did ; 

I always loved tlus nation with my heart. 

Ci-om. I am thai Cromwell tiiat you there relieved. 
You gave me, for to oiotha me, siiteen ducats. 
Sixteen to bear my charges by the way, 
And siiteen mote I had for my horse-hire. 
There be those several sums justly relumed j 
Tel 'twere injustice, serving at my need. 
For to repay thee without interest ; 
Therefore receive of mo these sBverai bags ; 
In each of them there are four hundred marks ; 
And bring to me the names of all your debtors, 
And if they will not see you paid, I will. 
0, God forbid that I should see him fall, 
That helped me in my greatest need of all. 
Here stands my father that first gave me life — 
Alas ) what duty is too much for him ! 
This man hi time of need did save my life — 
I therefore can not do too much for him. 
By this old man I oftentimes was fed. 
Else m^ht I have gone supperless to bed. 
Such kindness have 1 had of these three men, 
That Cromwell no way can repay agen. 
Now, in to dinner, for we stay too long. 
And, to good stomachs, there's no greater wrong. 

lExewil. 



Enter Gakc 



^Servj 



Gar. Sirrah, where be those men I caused to stay ! 

Ser. They do attend your pleasure, sir, within. 

Gar. Bid them come hitlier, and stay you without; 
{Exit Servant 
For, by these men the foi of this same land, 
That makes a goose of better than himself. 
Must worried be even to his latest home. 
Or Gardiner will fail in his intent. 
As for the dukes of SuiFolk and of Norfolk, 
Whom 1 have sent for, to come speak with me. 
Howsoever outwardly they shadow it, 
Yet ill their hearts I know they love him not. 
As for the earl of Bedford, ho'a but one. 
And dares not gainsay what we do set down. 



Now, my good friends, you know I saved your lives. 
When by the law you had deserved death ; 
And then you promised me, upon your oalhs, 
" both your 11' 



VU. We s 






Gar. I take your words ; and that which you mi 
Is service for your God and for your king ; [i 

To root a rebel ftom this flourishmg land — 
One that's an enemy unto the church i 
And therefore must you take your solemn oaths 
That you heard Cromwell, the lord chancellor,' 

3 Cromwell was never lord chancellor. It is with ow 
hnpropriety that he is celled lord keeper ht a predi 

la Iw con^undtng &m great and vriiiy seal that the dramai 
feUinto his error. The charge Ijrought against him by I 
in the king's heart, Is pure luvi 
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Did wish a dogger at King Henry's heart ; 
Fear tiot to swear it, for I heajd him speak it ; 
Therefore will shield you IVom ensuing harms. 

Bolli Wit. If you will warrant us the deed is good. 
Well undertake it. 

Gar. Knee] down, and I will here absolve you both. 
Iliis cruciiixi I lay upon your heads^ 
And sprinkle holy water on yont brows : 
The deed is meritorious that you do, 
And by it shall you purchase grace fVom Heaven. 

1 Wit. Now, sir, we'll luidertake it, by our souls ! 

2 Wit. For CromweU never loved one of our sort. 
Gar. I know he hath not ; and, for both of you, 

I will prefer you lo some place of worth. 
Now get you in, until 1 call for you, 
For presently the dukes mean to be here. 

{Exevnt Witnesses. 
Cromwell, sit fast j thy time's not long to reign; 
The abbeys that were pulled down by thy means, 
Are now a mean for me to pull thee down ; 
Thy pride thy own head also Eghts upon, 
For thou art he halh changed religion. 
But now no more, for here the dukes are come. 






[, Noa 



\s Earl of BEuroKD. 



Suff. Good-even to my lord bishop. 

Nor/. How fares my lord ! what, are you all alone? 

Got. No,not alone, my lords; my mind is troubled: 
I know your honors muse wherefore I sent, 
And in such haate. What, came you from the king ! 

Nor/. Wo did, and left none but Lord Cromwell 

Gas-. O. what a dangerous time is this we live in ! 
There's Thomas Wolsey — he's already gone ; 
And Thomas More — he followed after him ; 
Another Thomas yet there doth remain. 
That is far worse than either of those twain ; 
And if witb. speed, ray lords, we not pursue it, 
1 fear the king and all the land will rue it. 

Bed. Another Thomas? Pray God, it be not Crom- 

Gar. My lord of Bedford, 'tis that traitor Crora- 

Bed. Is CromweU false ? My heart will never think 

Sujf. My lord of Winchester, what likelihood. 
Or proof, have you, oi this his treachery ! 

Cur. My lord, too much. Call in the men within. 

Enter the Witnesses. 

These men, my lord, upon their oaths affirm 
That they did hear Lord Cromwell, in his garden, 
Wishing a dagger sticking at tbe heart 
Of our King Henry i — what is this but treason ? 

Bed. If it be so, my heart doth bleed with sorrow. 

Suff. How say you, friends i What, did you hear 



n his garden, where we did allend a suit, 
had waited for two years and more. 
Dw long is't since you heard him speak 



1 Wit. His greatness made us fear ; that was the 

Gar. Ay, ay, his greatness, that's the cause indeed: 
And to make his treason here more manifest. 
He calls his servants to him ronnd about, 
Telis them of Wolsey's life, and of his fall : 
Says that himseU^ hath many enemies ; 
And gives to some of tbem a park, or manor ; 
To others, leases ; lands to other some. 
What need he do this in his prime of life. 
An if he were not fearM of his death ? 

Suff, My lord, these likelihoods are very great. 

Bed, Pardon me, lords, for I must needs depart ; 
Their proofs are great, but greater is my heart. 

liorf. My friends, take heed of that which you 
have said : 
Your souls must answer what your tongues report : 
Therefore, take heed ; be wary what you do. 
3 Wil. My lord, we speak no more but truth, 
Narf. Let them depart,' my lord of Winchester ; 



nen be cl 






Until the day of trial. 

Goc. They shall, my lord. Ho ! take iu these two 
men. lExetcni Witnesses, &o. 

My lords, if Cromwell have a public trial. 
That which we do is void by his denial : 
You know the lung will credit none but him. 

Narf. 'Tis true ; he rules the Mng even as he 
pleases. 

Snff. How shall we do for lo attach him, then ? 

Gtir, Marry, thus, my lord ; by an act he made 
himself. 
With an intent lo entrap some of our lives — 
And th^ It is : If any coiuisellor 
Be convicted of high-treason, he shall 
Be executed without public trial. 
This act, my lords, he caused tt ' " 

Su#. He m, indeed, and I re 
And now 'tis like to fall upon himself. 

Noi/. Let us not slack it ; 'tis for England's good ; 
We must be wary, else be'U go beyond us ! 

Gar. Well halh your grace said, my good lord of 
Therefore let us lo Lambeth presently ; [Norfolk, 
Thither comes Cromwell tVom the court to-night : 
Let i;s arrest him, send iiim to the Tower, 
And, in the mom, cut off the traitor's head. 

Nor/. Come, then, about it ; let us guard the town ; 
This is the day that Cromwell must go down. 

Gar. Along, my lords. Well, CromweU is half 
dead: 
Ho shook my heart, but I will shear his head 1 



ncbilitr,tb! 

fcing-BoverL 

Caprine Tloward, 

It is supposed that, 



AiiQeofClov8s,andhii 



'^ Sst them apart,*' would be the probable rcBdinB, were 
not that NoifollE baa no motive or desire to purge their ti 

" Let them be kept, my lord of Winchester, 
Close, ail the day of trial," 



rl-. V-tOI.J'^JIL" 



ACT v.— SCENE III. 



S3 



SCENE I.~-A Elreel in London. 
Eitier Bedford. 
Sed. My soul is like a water [greatly] troubled ; 
And Gardiner is the man tliat makes it so. 
O, CromweU, I do fear thy end is near J 
Yet I'll preTent their malice if I can ; 

Who little knows how near's his day of doom. 



Crom. Yon're well encountered, my good lord of 
Bedford : 
I see yoor honor is addressed to tnlk : — 
Pray, pardon me ; 1 am sent for to the king. 
And do not know the business yet myself: — 
So fare you well, for I must needs he gone. 

[Exit Cbomwell, 4-c. 

Bed. [Be gone] you must ; vj^ll, what Ilhe) reme- 
I fear too soon you must be gone indeed. [dy ? 

The king hath business ; — little dost thou know 
Who's busy for thy life ; thou thJnk'st not so. 



Re-enter Cromwell, o 



mded. 



Crom. The second time well met, my lord of Bed- 
I am very sorry that my haste is such ; [ford : 

Lord Marquis Dorset being sick to death, 
I must receive of him the privy seal. 
At Lambeth, soon, my lord, we'll take our fill. 

[Eiii. 

lied. How smooih and easy is the way to death ! 



EidiT a Me! 






MeS3. My lord, the dukes of 14orfolk and of SoS'olk, 
Accompanied with the bishop of Whichester, 
Entreat you to come presently to Lambeth, 

^n and ink ; 
igh: 

IWritet. 



Here, take this letter — bear it t 






lEieunt. 

SCENE U. — A Sired near the Thames. 

Enter Ceomweli, attended. 

Crom. Is the barge ready ! I will straight to Lam. 
both; 
And, if this one day's business once were past, 
I'd take my ease to-morrow, after trouble. 

EiUer Messenger. 

How now, my friend, what, wouldst thou speak with 

Mess, Sir, here's a letter from my lord of Bedford. 
[Messenger gJEesicHer. Cbouweli. 
puli it in to pocket. 
Crom. O good, my friend, commend me to thy lord i 
Hold, take these angels ,' drink them for thy pains. 



Mess. Ho doth desire your grace to read it [straight] , 
Because he says it doth concern you near. 

To-morrow, tell him, he shall hear from me. — 
Set on before there, and away to Lambeth, 

[EivunC. 



id away to 
SCENBni. — LambeHi. 



Enter Gahdiher, Suffolk, Nokfolk, Bedfoho, Lieu- 
tenant qf the Tower, Sergeant-at-arms, Herald, ond 
Halberdiers. 

Gar. Halberts, stand dose unto the waler-side, 
Sergeant-al-arms, be you bold hi your ol£ce i 
Herald, deliver [now] your proclamation. 

Her. This is to give notice to oil the king's subjects, 
tho late Lord Cromwell, lord chancellor of England, 
vicar-general over the realm, him to hold and esteem 
as a traitor, Bg^nst the crown and d^ity of England. 
So, God saie the king ! 

Gar. Amen. 

Bed, Amen, and [may God] root thee from the land, 
For, whilst thou lirest, the tmth can never stand. 

Nor. Make a lane there, the traitor is at hand. 
Keep back Cromwell's men : 
Drown them if they come on. Sergeant, your office ! 



Cram, What means my lord of Norfolk by these 
Sirs, come along. [words ? 

Gar. Kill them, if they come on. 

Ser. Lord Thomas Cromwell, in King Henry's 
I do arrest your honor of high treason. [name, 

Crma. Sergeant, me of treason ! 

IChomwell's Men offer to draw. 

Svff. Kill them, if they draw a sword. 

Crom. Hold, 1 charge you, 

As you love me, [friends,] draw not a aword, 
Who dares accuse Cromwell of treason now? 

Got. This is no place to reckon up your crime, 
Your dove-like looks were viewed with serpent's eyes. 

Cram, With serpent's eyes, indeed, if thine they 
But, Gardiner, do thy worst ; I fear thee not. [were. 
My faith compared with thine, as much shall pass. 
As doth the diamond [still] excel the glass : 
Attached of treason, no accusers by. 
Indeed i what tongue dares speak so foul a lie ? 

A'or/.Mylord,mylord, matters are loo well known, 
And it is time the king Irad note thereof. 

Crom. Tho king, let me go to him, face to ta.ce, 
No better trial t desire than that. 
Let him but say that Cromwell's faith was feigned. 
Then let my honor, and my name be stained j 
If e'er my heart against the king was set, 
let my soul in ju^ment answer it i 
Then, if my faith's confirmed with his reason, 
'Gainst whom bath Cromwell then committed treason ? 

Suff. My lord, your matter shall be [quiddy] tried, 
Meanthne, with patience [pray] content yourself. 

Crom. Perforce, I must with patience be content: 
O, dear iViend Bedford, dost Ihou stand so near 1 
Cromwell rejoice th, onefriend sheds a tear; 
And whither is'tf Which way must CromweU now! 
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Gar. My lord, you musi iinio Ihe Tower : lieutenant, 
Taiie him into ynur chaise. 

Cram. Well, where joii please ; but yet, before I 
Let me confer a little with my men. [part, 

Gar. Ay, as you go by water, so you sholl. 

Crom. I hate some business jiresent to imparl. 

Norf. Yott may not slay: Jieutenanl, take your 
chaise - 

Crom. Well, well, my lord, yon second GarJidtr's 

Norfolk, farewell ! ihy turn will he the next. [Uxt. 

[Exeunl Crohwell and lie Lieulenanl. 

Gar. His guilty conscience mokes him rave, my 

Norf. Ay, lei him talk ; bis lime is short enoush. 
Gar. My lord of Bedford, come ; you weep for him, 
Thai would not shed a [singlBj War for you. 
Bed. It grieves me for to see hia sudden fall 
Gm: SuchEuccessiviah I unto traitors all. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE IV.-London. A St^-eel. 



1 at. Why t can this news be trua ? is't possible ! 
The great Lord Cromwell 'rested for high treason, 
I hardly will believe it can be so. 

a at. It is too true, sir ; would't were otherwise, 
Condition I spent half the wealth I have. 
I was at Lambeth, saw him there arrested, 
And afterward committed to the Tower. 

1 at. Whal, was't for treason that he was cammil- 

a Cil. Kind noble gentleman I I mayntethetima; 
All that 1 have, t did enjoy by him; 
And, if he die, then all my stale is gone. 

1 Cit. It may be hoped, sh', that he shall not die, 
Because the king did favor him EO much. 

3 Cil. O, sir, you are deceived in thinking so: 
The grace and favor he had with the king. 
Hath caused him have so many enemies : 
He Ihat in court secure will heep himself, 
Musi not be great, for then be is envied at. 
The shrub is safe, when as the cedar shakes ; 
For where the king doth love above compare, 
Of others, they as much more envied are. 

1 Cit. 'Tis ttity that this nobleman should fall, 
He did so many charitable deeds. 
""■ I ; and yet you 1 
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And they before would smile him in the iace, 
Will be the foremost to do him disgrace. 
What, will you go along unto the court! 

1 Cit. I care not if [ do, and heat the nows, 
How men will judge what shall become of him. 

3 Cit. Some men will speak him hardly, soma will 
Go you to the court? I'll go into the city: [pity. 
There I am sure to hear more news than you. 

1 Cil. Why then we soon will meet again. Adieu. 
[EiieutU. 
SCENE v.— A Room m the Tower. 
Enter Ckomwell. 

Crom. Now, Cromwell, hast thou time to meditate. 
And think upon thy stale, and of the time. 
Thy honors came unsought, ay, and unlocked for; 
Thy fall is sudden, and unlooked for, too. 
What glory was m England tball had not T 
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Who in this land commanded more than Cromwell! 

Except the king, who greater than myself! 

But now I see, whal after-ages shaD, 

J sudden is their fall. 
, th' earl of Bedford 

Was very desirous for to spealt to me ; 

And afterward sent onto me a letter, 

The which I Ihhik I still have in my pocket ; 

Now may I read it, for I now have leisure. 

And Ibis, I takel, it is. [He reails ihe letter. 

My lord, come not this night to Limbeth, 
For ifgmi do, your stale is overthroum ; 
And much I dinibl your life, an if you come: 
Then, if yoa love yourself, stay ichere you are. 

God, had I but read this [friendly] letter, 
Then had I been free from the lion's paw: 
Deferring this lo read until to-morrow, 

1 spurned al joy, and did embrace my sorrow. 
Enter the Lieulen 



/ the Tower, 



insnared, 
shall do them wrong, 

5 too long; — 



Master lieutenant, when's this day of death ! 

Lieu. Alas, my lord, would I might never see 
Here ate ihe dukes of Suffolk end of Norfolk, 
Winchester, Bedford, and Sir Richard Itadcliff, 
Withothetsstiil; — but why they come I know 

Crom. No matter wherefore ; Cromwell is prepare 
For Gardiner has my life and slate ensnared 
Bid them come 

For here stands he, who some think, hvf 
Leamhig kills leamir^, and, instead of 
To dip his pen, Cromwell's beart-Uood doth drmk. 

Enter the Du*fs of Suffolk mid Nohfolr ; the Earl 
of Bedfokd, Gahdiheb, Bishop of Winchester, 
Sir Richard RADOUCr, ond Sit Rjiifii Sadler. 

Norf. Good-morrow, Cromwell. 'Wh^i. .., ..j» 
Crom. Ollej 

Sadness with me, not I wilh any onel 

Have you the king acquainted with my cause ! 

Norf. We have, and he hath answered us, my lord 

Cnm. How shalllcomelo speak withhim myself! 

Gar. The ktag is so advertised of your guQt, 
He'll by no means admit you lo his presence. 

Crom. No way admit me ! am I so soon forgot T 
Did he but yesterday embrace my neck, 
And say that Cromwell was even half himselfl 
And are his princely ears so much bewitched 
WilhBCandalousignominy, and slanderous speeches, 
Thai now he dolh deny to look on me ? 
Well, lord of Winchester, no doubt but you 
Are much in favor wilh his majesty, 
Wilt bear a letter from me to his grace ? 

Oar. Pardon me, I'll bear no traitor's letters. 

Crom. Ha, will you do this kindness then, to teU 
him, 
By word of moulh, what I shall say lo you I 

Gar. That will I. 

Crom. But, on your honorwiilyou! 

Gor, Ay, on my honor. 

Crom. Bear wilness, lords.— 
Tell him, when he hath known you, 
And tried your Jiiith but half so much as mine, 
He'll find you lo be the falsesl-hearled man 
[Living] in England : pray [you] teU him this. 

Bed. Be patient, good my lord, in these eitrcmilles 
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Crom. My kind and honorable lord, of Bedford, 
I know jour honor always loved me well ; 
But, pardon me, this sliU sbali be my iheme ; 
Gardiner's the cause makes Cromwell's so extreme. 
Sir Ralph Sadler, I pray a word with you ; 
You were my man, and all thai you possess 
Came by my means ; sir, lo requite all this. 
Say, will you take this letter here of me. 
And give il with your own hands to the king? 

Sad. I kiss your hand, and never will I rest, 
Ere tn the king this be delivered. [Exit Sadi.ei 

Cram. Why then hath Cromwell yet one friend i 

Gaid, But all the haste he makes shall be butiain 
Here's a discharge, sir, for your prisoner. 
To see him executed presently : 
My lord, you hear the tenure of your life. 

Crom. I do embrace it ; welcome my last date, 
And of this glistering world I lake last leave ; 
Aud, noble lords, 1 lake my leave of you. 
As willingly I go to meet with death. 
As Gardiner did pronounce it with hiR breath : 
From treason is my heart as while as snow, 
My death procured only by my foe: 
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And tell hhn in what sort his Cromwell died. 
To lose his head before his canse was tried; 
But lei his grace, when he shall hear my name, 
5ay only this ; — Gardiner procured [he same. 

EiUer young Cbokwell. 



Gape not for state, yet lose no sparlt of honor ; 

I die for treason, boy, and never knew it ; 
Yel, let thy faith as spotless be as mine, 
And Cromwell's virtues in thy face shall shine : 
Come, go along and see me leaTB my breath. 
And I'll leave thee upon the floor of death. 

Son. O father, I shall die to see that wound. 
Your blood being spill wiil make my heart to swouni 

Crom. How, boy, not dare lo look upon the axe ! 
How shall I do [hen, lo have my head struck off? 
Come on, my child, and see the end of all. 
And after say, thai Gardiner was my fall. 

Gar. My lord, youspealtit of an envious heart, 
I have done no more than law and equity. 



Bed, O, my good lord of Winchester, foihear ; 
"would better have beseemed you to be absent, 
Than, with year words, disturb a dying man. 

m. Who,me,my!ord? no: he dislurbsnot me i 
lind he stirs not, though his mighty shock 
Hath brought more peera'headsdown unto the block, 
treweil. my boy ; ali Cromwell can bequeath, 
y hearty blessing! — so, I take my leave. 
Hang. I am your deatlisman ; priiy, my lurd, for- 



lilh my soul ! why, man 

bring'st me precious physic for my 
My lord of Bedford, I desire of you, 
" " ly death, a corporal embrace. 

ICnOKWELL 

Farewell, great lord ; my lord,' 1 do coi 

iviy heart to you; my soul to hearen I sena j 

This is my joy, that ere my body flfel, 

Your liouored arms are my true winding-sheet ; 

Farewell, dear Bedford, my peace is made in heaven; 

Thus falls great Cromwell, a poor ell in length. 

To rise t'uiimoasured height, winged with new 

strength. 
The land of worms,' which dying rneo discover. 
My soul is shrined with heaven's celestial cover. 

[Exewii Crokweli,, Officers, l(c. 

Bed. Well, liirewell. Cromwell! sure the truest 
That ever Bedford sbail possess again ! [ftiend 

Well, iords, 1 fear that when this man is dead, 
You'll wish in vain that Cromwell had a head. 
Enter Officer, tallt Cbomwell's Head. 

OjB- Here is the head of the deceased Cromreli. 

Bed. Pray thee go hence, and bear his head away 
Unto his corse ; — inter them both in clay. 
Enter Sir Ralph Sahler. 

Sad, How now, my lords ! what, is Lord Cromwell 
dead! 

Bed. LordCromwi 

Sad. O, God! alii 
Here is a kind repiieve come from the kin 
To bring him straight unto his majesty. 

Svg. Ay, ay. Sir Ralph, reprieves con 
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Gar. Mytonsi 
Would Christ that Cromwell were alivo again ! 

Nor/, Come, let us to the king, who, well I know, 
Will grieve for Cromwell, that liis death was so. 

[Eieunf. 
1 Old copy reads, "my /o.i." 
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SIR JOHN OLDCASTLE. 



The history of Sir John Oldcastle may be found 
ta Holingshead ; but the author of the drama has uot 
been tenacious of his (acts. He has used Ihem at 
ploasute, wherever a petyersion of them might height- 

of Us hero more impressively. The play betore us 
WHS entered on the stationer's hooks, on the 4Ili of 
August, 1600, as " The first part of the History of 
the Life of Sir John Oldcastle — Lord Cobham ;" the 
second port, " with his martyrdom," was entered at 
the same time ] but tliis was never jHibliabed. The 
first part tiaB entered wUhirui the name of Shak- 
speare; but of two editions printed m 1600, one of 
Ihem bears the name of William ShalispBara at full 
length, in the tilicpage, with the addition; "as it 
hath beene lately acted by the Right Honorable the 
Earle of Notlii^ham, Lord High Admiral of England, 
his Servants." Mr. Knight remarks, of this fact: 
" In 1594, a play of Shakspeare's might have been 
acted as we believe Hamlet waa, at Henslowe's the- 



which was that of the lord high admiral his 
mts ; hut in 1600, a p!ay of Siiakspeate's would 

unquestionably been acted by the lord cham- 
berlain his serTaots." This is not conclusive. The 

5st of Shakspeare, in 1600, undoubtedly lay in 
the latter theatre ; but a former play might have be- 
come the property of the manager of another house, 
at a time when Shakspeare was connected with nei- 
ther, and thus be entirely out of the author's posses- 
sion and control, as well to revise, rewrite, or en- 
thrdy suppress. Recently, however, we End by the 
Diary of Ph. Henslowc, lately pubUshed by the 
Shakspeare Society, that, on the 16th of October, 
1599, he paid " for the first part of the Lyfe of Sir 
Ihon Oldcastle, and in earnest of the second Pte., 
for the use of the company, ten pound ;" and the 
money was received by " Thomas Downton," " to pay 
Mr. Monday, Mr. Drayton, Mr. Wilson, and Mr. 
Hathaway." This might he considered conclusive, 
were it not that nothing was more frequent than the 
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production, at riTal theatres, of pieces on tlie same 
subjects, particolarly Bt the same time, and when the 
succeasfui run of one piece provolced the cupidity of 
managers to desire a share in the profits accruing 
Jajgelj to their neighbors. The very employment 
of no less than four hands, in the preparation of this 
piay, would sc^m to declare some present emergency. 
Mr. Knight speaks of it " as a very curious eiample 
of the imperfect manner in which it was attempted 
lo imitate the excellence, and to rival the popularity, 
of ShaliSpeare'E best historical plays, at the tune of 
their or^mai production." Certainly, there ate sev- 
eral respects in which Sir John Oldcastie remhrds us 
of Shalispeare. The character of Sir John of Wro- 
tham, the priest, is just such an instance of resem- 
blance, Bs a feebler or a younger writer would attempt, 
at the character of Falstaff, who desired at the same 
time to escape the cliarge of imitation. 

The prologue has been relied upon lo prove that 
Shakspeare had no agency in the piece, since it is 
supposed in two of the lines to reflect unfavorably 
upon his own labors : — 

Offence seems to have hoen talsen at the character 
of Falstaff, who, it appears, had been confounded with 
Sir John Oldcastie. The employment of this name, 
openly, at the head of a new piece, might have occa- 
sioned some doubts as to the character in which that 
historical personage would be shown ; and the lan- 
guage of the prologue was intended to disarm all ap- 
prehensions. 

is the entreaty of the dramatist — 

" ainco forged invention former Hme defiicei" 
This is construed into a sarcasm upon Shakspeare's 
labors in FalstaS', and is supposed to be conclusive 
agunsl his share in the production. If a sarcasm, it 
is a very gentle one. Shakspeare himself jndges of 
Falstaff, through Henry V. and the Chief Justice, 
much more severely, and hi much the same language. 
Were we, indeed, disposed to make out a case, we 
migiit insist upon this prologue as really apologetic, 
and assume that the play was chiefly written to atone 
for the supposed wrong done by the author of Sir 
John Faisti^, to the historical reputation Of Sir John 
Oldcastie. But we lake no hiterest in the question. 
It may be well lo mention, that the opinion is held 
by some that the Sh' John Falstaff of Shakspeare's 
Henry IV. was originally called Sir John Oldcastie. 
The character and name, indeed, seem lo have been 
employed frequently by the dramatists. In the old 
pUy of " The Famous Victories," according to Mr. 
Knight, the character of Su John OMoastie occurs 
as a low and ruffianly sort of person. Fuller, in his 
Church History, has something du^cliy on tills sub- 
ject. "Stage poets," quoth he, "have themselves 
been very bold with, and others very marry at, ihe 
memory of Sir John OldoasUe, whom they hare fan- 
cied a boon companion, a jovial roysler, and a cow- 
ard to hoot. The best is, Sk John Falstaff hath re- 
licTfid the memory of Sir John Oldcastie, and of late 
is Eubstiluted bufiooninhis place." This description 



if Fuller would seem especially to describe our own 
jir John of Shakspeai'e memory. Mr. Knight adds : 
' Whether or not Shakspeare's Falstaff was origin- 
ally called Oldcastie, he was, after the character was 
fairly estabhshed as Falstaff, anxious to vindicate 
elf tVom the chaise that he had attenipled to 
isent the Oldcastie of history. In the epilogue 
e Second Part of Henry IV., we find this pas- 
1 " For anything I know, Falstaff sliall die of a 
t, unless ajready he be killed with your liard 
opinions ; for Oldcastie died a martyr, and this is not 

isity to apologize and atone for the past — pre- 
cisely some such feeling us would prompt the Ian 
guage of the prologue to Sir John Oldcastie ; — which 
lery well writleh, and in tliat frank and manly style 
which distinguishes the poetry of Shakspeare, when 

^ntempiates nothing beyond the actual and di- 
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lense, and wrongfully di&hirb 
ulet of your setfled tliougha : 
scmple, let iMa lirlef suffice : 
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"The mode," says Mr. Knight, "in which some 
of the German critics have spoken of this play, is 
a rebuke to dogmatic assertions and criticism." 
Wo have shown, elsewhere, what Schlegel says con- 
cerning these bi<^raphicai dramas; — how he de- 
scribes Sir John Oldcastie, Thomas Lord Cromwell, 
and the Yorkshire Tragedy — putting them ail in the 
same category — as not only unquestionably Shak- 
speare's, but the best of his works, and models of 
tbeir species. Teick is equally confident hi assigning 
the authorship of the play before us lo Bhalispeaie. 
Ulrioi, on the contrary, takes a more sober yiew of the 
matter. Ha says : " The whole betrays a pnel who 
endeavored to form himself on Shakspeare's model- 
nay, even to imitate him — but who stood far below 
him in mind and talent." 

SclUegel's CTiticlsm seems wholly valueless in re- 
gard lo these plays. There is, for example, a mon- 
strous inequality between the play of Cromwell and 
Oldcastie. To class them together, as equally mod- 
els, and either as worthy lo be ranked among the 
best of Shakspeare's plays, is sheer absurdity. 

But Sir John Oldcastie is a performance of very 
considerable merit. The poetry is sometimes forci- 
cible and fine, if not rich and generous. It lacks the 
glow, the fire, and invention, of Shakspeare, when 
on the wing, but possesses his frankness, impulse, and 
transparency. When Ulrlei speaks of the unknown 
author of this play as imitating Shakspeare, or mod- 
ellh^ himself upon him, he probably confounds two 
things, in their nature very different. It appears lo 
me that, while the author of Sir John Oldcastie has 
appropriated ccrtahi of Shakspeare's materials, some 
two or more of his characters, and some of his inci- 
dents, he has, neither in the plan of his story, nor in 
the structure of liis verse, imitated any writer. His 
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Style of eipresEioQ seems to be that of s practised 
writer, confident ia his own mode of utterance, and 
never pausing to pick ami choose his phrase in regard 
10 any model. Remark, for instance, tho prologue, 
where vie see an instance of ease and freedom in the 
verse, such as prevails in all the better portions of 
this play, which conclusiTely show the habitual wri- 
ter, and one totally unaffected and unconstrained in 
the^ manner of dehvering himself. If Siiakspeare 
did not write this play — and we attempt only to 
furnish the reader with the facts in relation to the 
question, and not to provide a comment upon them — 
there are certam portions of it which are quite wor- 
thy of his pen. Take, for example, the manner in 
which the conspirators attempt to inveigle Lord Cob- 
bam into their confederacy. The allegory here is 
well suslained, and very forcibly given ;— 
" Cam. Nay, but fiie eli^ wHch we desire 
Lives not in Cowling ! if jou wiU consent, 
And go with hb, vre'll bring jou to a forest 
Whera runs a luslj herd ; emong the whicb 
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And, when he Blnndeai still, ho stretcheth forth 
His proud onibitious ncc^ HB if lie meant 
To wound the tirmanieut vrith forked horns. 
Cob, 'TJa pily such a goodly beast ^liould dia 
Cant. Koc 60, Sir John ; fbr Ite ia tframions, 
And gorea the oGier deer, and will not keep 
WiSiin the hmila are appointed him. 
Of late he's broke into a several, 
Which doth belong to me, end there he spoQa ' 
Eoth com and pasture. Two of his wild race, 
^hke for stealth and covetous encroaching, 
Already ore removed : if be were dead, 
I should not only be secure from bnrt, 
Ihit with 1^ body make a royal fesst.^' 



It is objected to the morality of this part of the 
play, that Cobham should betray those who had 
confided their conspiracy to him. I am somewhat 
doubtful whether this censure is deserved. What 
was Cobham to do ? The friend of the king, a con. 
sph^cy is forced upon him, of which he disapproves, 
which contemplates the king's murder. Is he to 
suffer it to go forward to completion of its objectsi 
Surely not. If he had sought ont the conspirators 
for their secret, and under false guises had obtained 
it, then to betray them would have been criminal ; 
but this was not the case. They thrust themselves 
upon him, assuming that he sympathizes with Ihem, 
and the safety of the king compels the course which 
he adopts. 

As a play. Sir John OWcastle lacks unity. It is 
desultory, and the purposes of the several characters 
do not worJi together. The several performances of 
the parties do not contemplate the denouement. The 
saparato scenes aro lively — some of them very im- 
pressive — and more than one of the persons of the 
drama are exceedingly well conceived. Sir John of 
Wrotham, who is meant to be a Falstaff, with the 
additional virtue of courage, rnight have been suc- 
cessful, but that Falstaff stood in his way. Whether 
drawn by Shaltspeare or another, the character of 
Sir John of Wrotham fiuls only as it reminds us that 
we have known Falstaff. It was this knowledge 
that paralyzed the effort to repaint the character 
under another name, and with additional attributes. 
Our "sweet Jack Falstaff," "kind Jack Falstaff," 
" true Jack Falstaff," " valiant and plump Jack Fal- 
staff," is already sufficiently perfect ; and an accumu- 
lation of more virtues in his character might only 
withdraw him in some degree from our sympathies. 
Sit John of Wrotham is a fiulure ; but we see what 
he might have been, but for the overwhelming eieel- 
leoce of bis predecessor. 
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PERSONS REPEESENTSD. 



The Earl of Cambhidqe, ] Conspirators againai th, 
Lord ScEoop, \ i^„ 

Sir Thomas Gbev, j * 

Sir Rich A ED Lee, 

Masler Bouek, 

Master BEVEHiEr, 

MuKtEi, IheSrea-er o/DunslaHe, j 

The Bishop of Rochebteh. 

Tieo Jvdges qf Assixe. 

Lord-Warden of the Ciniiue Ports. 

Master Butleb, Gentleman of the Friny Chamber. 

Chabthes, tbe French Agent. 

Crombr, Sheriff of Keat. 

The Mayor of Hereford. 

The Sheriff of Hereford siire. 

Sir John, the Parson <tf Wrotham. 

Lieutenant oftke Tower. 

The Miym- and Gaoler qfSu Alhan'a. 

A Kentish ConataMe and on Ale-tium. 

Dick and Tom, Sertionis to Mnrley. 

An Irishman. 

HarpooLj Servant to the Lord Cobham. 

GouQH, Sermmt to Lord Herbert. 

OwEK and Daw, Semants to Lord Powis. 

Cluh, Sumner to the Bishop of Rochester. 

Lady Powis. 

Doll, ConcuHns to Sir John, Parson of Wrotham, 

K.1.TE, the Carrier's Daughter. 

Host, Ostler, Carriers, Soldiers, Beggarmen, Constables, 
Warders nf the Tower, Bailiffs, Messengers, and 
Attendants. 

SCENE,— Ehglahd. 



The doublful title, gentlemen, pr«flied 
Upon the argument we have in hand, 



ay breeil suspence, and wrongfully disturb 
le peaceful quiet of your settled thoughts. 
1 stop which scruple, let this brief suffice ; 
is no pamperefl glutton we present, 
ir agSd counsellor to youthful si 



aliant martyr, i 



es shine above the ri 



^ii-^s-i ..u= ^1111 and loyalty expressed 
to his sovereign, and his country's weal, 
! strive to pay that tribute of our love 
ur favors merit. Let foir truth be graced, 
ce forged invention former time defaced, 

ACT I. 

SCENE l.—A Street in Hereford. 
Enter Laid Herbedt, Lord Powis, Oweh, Gouoh, 

Davy, ond others, followers of the Lords Powis and 

Herbert. They fight. Birfer (fte Sheriff cif Here- 
ford shire and a Bailiff. 

Sher. My lords, I charge you in his highness' name, 
To keep the ponce, you andyour followers. 

Herb. Good master sheriff^ look unto yourself. 

Pom. Do so, for we havo other business. 

[They altempt to fight again. 

Sher. Will ye distnrb the judges, and the assize T 
Hear the iting's proclamation ; — ye were best. 

Pow. Hold, then ; let's hear it. 

Herb. But be brief, be brief! 

Bail. O— yes. 

Davy. Cossone, make shorter 0, or shall mar your 

Baa. 0— jes. 

Oicen. Whal,has bnr nothing to say but, O yes J 

Davy. Onay; pycoss pint, d 
with hur. A Powis I a Powis ! 

Gough. A Herbert ! a Herbert ! and down with 
Powis I [They fight again. 

Sher. Hold '. in the king's name, hold ! 
Ou'en. Down with a knave's name, down. 

[The Bailiff iii knocked dotun, and 
tie Sheriff runs av}ay. 
Herb. Fowls, I think thy Welsh and thou do smart. 
Poii". Herbert, I think my sword came near thy 

heart. 
Hct-6. Thy heart's best blood shall pay the loss of 



with hur, down 
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Mayoi: My lords, as you are liegemen to the crown, 
True noblemen, and subjects to the king, 
Attend liis highness' proclamation, 
Commaiideil by the judges of assize. 
For keeping peace at this assembly. 

Herb. Good master mayor of Hereford, be brief. 

Mayor. Sergeant, without llie ceremoniea of " 
yes," 
Pronounce aloud the proclamation. 

SfTg. The klQg's justices, perceiving what public 
miEchief may ensue this private quarrel, in his majes- 
ty's name do Etraightly charge and command h1! per- 
sons, of what degree soever, to depart this city of 
Hereford, eicept such as are bound to give attendance 
at this assize, and that no man presume to wear any 
weapon, especially welsh-hooks, forest-bills. 

Ouwi. Ha.w? No pill nor Wells hoogi ha? 

Jl%iir. Peace, and hear the proclamation. 

Sei-g. And that the lord Powis do presently disperse 
and discharge his retinue, and depart the city in the 
king's peace, he and his followers, on pain of impris- 



Vavs- Haw? 



pud 



will iivt 



in? A 



Qough. A Herbert ! a Herbert ! 
They fight ; Lord Heheest is wounded, andfallsto tkc 
gjound ; the Mayor ani his followers iiderpote. Lord 
PowTs runs aimy. Enter tico Ju^s, the Sheriff and 
his Bailiffs b^ore Ihem. 
1 Judge. Where's the lord Herbert J Is he hurt or 



er. He's : 



in? 









1 Jtuige. Convey him hence, lei not his wounds lata 
And get them' dressed with expedition. [air, 

[Exmat Lord Hebeert and GouaH. 
Mastermayor of Hereford, master sh'riffo'lbe shire, 
Commit Lord Powis to safe custody. 
To answer the disturbance of the peace, 
Lord Herbert's peril, aud his high contempt 

Sec it bo done with care and diligence. 

Sher. Please it your lordship, my lord Powis is gone. 
Past all recovery. 

2 Judge. Yet, let search be made, 
To apprehend his followers that are left. 

Sher. Here are some of them, sirs ; lay hold of 

Owen. OfusJandwhy! what has hur done, I pray 

Sher. Disarm them, bailiffs. 

Mayar. Officers, assist. 

Davy. Hearyou, lord shudge, what resson for this ! 

Owen, Cossone, pe'puse for fighting for our lord ? 

I Judge. Away with them. 

Davy. Hai^ yon, my lord. 

Oiwn. Gough, my lord Herbert's man's a scurvy' 

1 FrevIoTiB Mj 
I I BubEUtiile h 
kndalii;. 



!ad " ^t tin dressed.' 
HQ epithet Ibr Dnother, 



Davy. I'se live and tie in good quarrel. 
Ou-eii. Pray you do shustice, let awl be prison. 

Lord shudge, I wool give you pale, good surety. 

2 Judge. What bail? what sureties! 

Davy. Hur cozen ap Rice, ap Evan, ap Morice, ap 
Morgan, ap Llwellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredith, ap 
Griffin, ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shinlsen Shones. 

3 Judge. Two of the most sufficient are enow. 
Sher. An't please your lordship, these are all but one. 
1 Judge. To jail with them, and the Lord Herbert's 

We'll talk with them, when the assize is done. 

[Exe\tnl Baihffs us/A Owek, D.ivv, ^c. 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly grooms. 
Must we be forced to come from [off] the benth. 
To quist brawls, which every constable 
In other civil places can suppress ? 

3 Ju%e. What was the quarrel that caused all this 
stir? 

Sher. About religion, as I heard, my lord;— 
Lord Powis detracted from the power of Rome, 
Affirmh^ Wickliffe"s doctrine to be true. 
And Rome's erroneous ; hot reply was made 
By the lord Herbert, — they were traitors all 
That would maintain it. Powis answered ; — 
Thoy were as true, as noble, and as wise, 
As he, — and would defend it with their lives ] 
He named, for instance. Sir John Oldcastle, 
The lord Cobham : Herbert repUed again,— 
He, thou, and all, are traitors that so hold. 
The lie was given, the several factions drawn, 
And so enraged, that we could not appease it. 

I Judgs. This case concerns the king's pretogatlre 
'Tis dangerous to the state and commonwealth. 
Gentlemen, justices, mastermayor, and sheriff, 
It doth behoove us all, and each of us, 
In general and particular, to have care 
For the suppressing of all mutinies, 
And all assemblies, except soldiers' musters, 
For the king's preparation unto France. 
We hear of secret conventicles made, 
And there is doubt of some conspiracies, 
Which may break out into rebellious arms 
When the king's gone — perchance before he go. 
Note, as all instance, tliis one perilous fray : 
What factions might have grown on either part, 
To the destruction of the king and realm ! 
Yet, in my conscience, Sir John Oldcastle is 
Innocent of it ; only his name was used. 
We, therefore, from his highness, give this charge : 
You, master mayor, look to your citizens ; 
You, master sheriff, unto your shire ; and you, 
As justices, in every one's precinct, 
There be no meetings; — when the vu^r sort 
Sit on their ale-bench, with their cups and cans. 
Matters of state be not their common talk. 
Nor pure religion by their lips profaned- 
LeC us return unto the bench again, 
Aud there examine ftirther of this lYay. 

Enler a Railiff imd a Sergeant. 

Slier. Sirs, have ye taken the lord Powis yet ! 

Bail. Ha, nor heard of him. 

Ssrg. He's gone far enough. 

S Judge. They that are left behind sliall answer all. 
[Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. — Eltham. An Aftleckambct in the Palace. 
Knier the Duki of Suff 



Suf, Now, my lord Bishop, lake free liberty 

BM. Myroble lord, no more than what youljiow, 
And have been ofteniimeB iavesced with. 
Grievous complaints have passed between the lips 
Of envious pecsons to upbraid the clergy : 
Some carping at the livings which we have ; 
And others spurning at the ceremonies 
That are of ancient custom in the church ; — 
Among the which, Lord Cobham 15 a chief. 
What Inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the Wng and to the commonwealUi, 
May easily be discerned, when, like a phrensy, 
This innovation shall possess Iheir mhids. 
These upstarts wiE have followers to uphold 
Their damned opinion, more than Harry shall, 
To undergo his quarrel 'gainst the French. 

Suff. What proof is there against them to be had. 
That what you say the law may justify ! 

Bish. They give themselves the names of protest- 
And meet in fields and solitary groves. [ants, 

Sir JoAn. Was ever heard, my lord, the like tin 

That thieves and rebels — 'sblood ! that heretics — 
Plain heretics, I'll stand to't to their teeth— 
Shoold have, to color their vile practices, 
A lille of such worth as protestanti 

Eater Messenger (0 the Duke of Sujroj.K, uAlh a Let- 



Suff. O, but you must not swear ; it LU becomes 
One of your coat, to rap out bloody oaths. 

Bish. Pardon him, good my lord ; it is his zeal — 
An honest country prelate, who laments 
To see such foul disorders in the church. 

Sir Jokn. There's one — they oaO him Sir John 
Oldcastle — 
He has not his name for naught ; for, hlie a castle, 
Doth he encompass them within bis walls: 
But, till tiial cBstle he subverted quite, 
We ne'er shall bo at quiet in the realm. 

Bish, This is our suit, my lord, that be be ta'en 
And brougbl in question for his heresy : 
Resides, two letters, brought me out of Wales, 
Wherein my lord of Hereford writes to me 
What tumult and sedition was begun, 
'Bout the Lord Cobham, at the 'sizes there ; 
For they had much ado to calm the rage — 
And that the valiant Herbert there is slain. 

Saff. A firs that must be quenched. Well, say no 
The king nnon goes to the council.chamher, [more ; 
There to debate of matters toochlt^ France. 
As he doth pass, I will Inform his grace 
Concerning your petition. Master Butler, 
If I foi^ct, do you remember me. 

Bui. I will, my lord. 

Bisk. [Offers the Duke a purse]. Not ; 



Byn 



■.n of our love 



jyou, 






rgy doth present 

ig your lordship to accept their gift. 

F. I thank them, my lord bishop, for their love, 



But will not take their money ; — if you please 
To give it to this gentleman, you may. 

Bish. Sir, then we crave your furtherance herein. 

But. The best I can, my lord of Rochester. 

Bish. Nay, pray you take it; trust me, sir, you 
shall. 

Sir John. Were ye all three upon Newmarket heath. 

You should not need strain court'sy who should have 

Sir John would quickly rid ye of that care. [it ; 

[Aside. 

Suff. The king is coming. Pear ye not, my lord ; 
The very first thing I will break with him 
Shall be about your matter. 

Enler IQng Henhv and the Earl q/' Hithtihqtoh. 

K. Hen. My lord of Suffolk, 

Was it not said the clergy did refuse 
To lend us money toward our wars iu Franco ! 

Suff. It was, my lord, but very wrongfully. 

K. Hen. I know it was ; for Huntington here tells 
They have been very bountiful of late. [me 

Suff. Andstmtheyvow,mygraciouslord,toheso, 
Hoping your majesty will think on them 
As of your loving subjects, and suppress 
All such malicious errors as begin 
To spot their calling, and disturb the church. 

K.Hen. God else forbid! Why, Suffolk, is there, 
Any new rupture to disquiet them ! [then], 

Suff, No new, my lord ; the old is great enough, 
And so increasing, as, if not cut down. 
Will breed a scnndai to your royal state. 
And set your kingdom quickly in an uproar. 
The Kentish knight, Lord Cofaham, in despite 
Of any law, or spiritual discipline, 
Maintains this upstart new religion still ; 
And divers great assemblies, by his means. 
And private quarrels, are commenced abroad, 
As, by this letter, more at large, my liege, 
Is made apparent. 

K. Hfn. We do find it here — 

There was m Wales a certidn iVay of late 
Between two noblemen. But what of this ? 
Follows it straight Lord Cobham must be he 
Did cause the same ? I dare be sworn, good knight, 
He never dreamed of any such contention. 

Bish. But in his name the quarrel did begin, 
About the opinion which he held, my liege. 

£. Sen, What if it did ? Was either he in place 
To take part with them, or abet them in it ! 
If brabbling fellows, whose enkindled blood 
Seelhs in theit fiery veins, will needs go fight, 
Making their quarrels of some words that passed 
Either of you, or yours, among your cups, 
Is the feult yours? or are ye guilty of it! 

Suff. With pardon of your highness, my dread lord 
Such little sparks neglected, may, in time. 
Grow lo a mighty flame. But that's not all : 
He doth besides maintain a strange religion, 
And will not be compelled to cnme to mass. 

Bish, We do hoscechyou,therefore, gracious prince, 
Without offence unto your majesty, 
We may be bold to use authority. 

K. Hen. As how I 

Bish. To summon him lo the arches,' [site]. 
Where such offences have their punishment. 

illed hecouae it was anoionlly 



held in 






fc Mmyte 
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K. Hen. To answer personally f — is tlial your 
meaJiing ? 

Bisk, Itis, niylord, 

K. Sen. How, if he appeal T 

Biah. My lord, lie con not in such case as this. 

S«/. Not where telisionis the plea, my lord. 

K. Hen. I took it always that ourself stood on't 
As a sufficient refuge ; unto whom 
Not any but might lawftilly appeal : 
But we'll not argue now upon that point. 
For Sir John Oldcastle, whom you do accuse. 
Let me entreat you to dispense a whilo 
With your higii title of pre-eminence. 
Report did never yet condemn him so, 
Bui he halh alvrays been icputed loyal ; 
And, in my knowledge, I can say thus much, 
That he is virtuooa, wise, and honorable. 
If any way his consdence be seduced 
To waver hi his faith, I'll send for him, 
And school him privately. If that serve not. 
Then, afterward, you may proceed against him. 
Biiller, be you the messenger for us, 
And will him presently repair to court. 

[Exeunt King Hemhy, HuNTiNaTOB, 

Sir John. How now, my lord I why stand you dis- 

In sooth, melhinks the king hath well decreed. 

Bisi. Ay, ay, Sk John, if he would keep his word : 
But I poroeive he favors him so much. 
Ah this will be to small effect, I fear. 

Sir John. Why, then, I'll tell you what you're best 
lode: 
If you suspect the king will be but cold 
In reprehendii^, send your process loo 
To serve upon him ; so you may be sure 
To make him answer it, howsoe'er it fall. 

Biah. And well remembered ; I mill have it so : 
A sumneri shall be sent about it straight. [Exit. 

So- John. Yea, do so. In Ihe^ mean space this re- 

For kind Sir John of Wrotham, honest Jack. 
Methinks the pnrsa of gold the bishop gave 
Made a good show ; it had a tempting look : 
Beshrew me, but my fingers' ends do itch 
To be upon those golden ruddocks. Well ! — 
I am not what the world doth take me for : 
If ever wolf ware clothgd in sheep's coat. 
Then I am he ; — old huddle and twang i'faith i 
A priest in show, but in plain terms a thief ; 
Yet, let me tell you too, an honest thief; 
One that will taka it where it may be spared, 
And spend it fieely hi good fellowship. 
1 have as many shapes as Proteus had. 
That slil], when any villany is done. 
There may be none suspect it was Sir John. 
Besides, to comfort me — for what's this life. 
Except the crabbed bitterness thereof 
Be Bweetenednowand then with lechery I — 
I have my Doll, my concubhie, as 'twere. 
To frolic with — a lusty, bouncing girl ! 
But, whilst I loiter here, the gold may 'scape. 
And that must not be so : it is mine own ; — 
Therefore, I'll meat him on his way to court, 
And shrive him of it ; there wil! be the sport. {Exit. 
1 A mmner was an apparilor— in plain, a nuninonw of 
persona to nppeac In the Bpirilual court 



SCENE III — Kent. An iruler Court before Lord 
CoBHAii's House. A public Rosi leading to it, and 
an Alehouse at a lUlle dislance. 

Enter foar poor People, aome Soldiers, some o/d Men. 



I. God help I God help ! 






ihing. 






there's no law for our necessity : 
There be more stocks to set poor soldiers in. 
Than there be houses to relieve them at. 
Oli Man. Ay, housekcepmg now decays in every 

Even as Saint Peter writ, still worse and worse. 

8 Old Man. Master maj'or of Rochester has given 

command that none shall go abroad out of the parish ; 

and has set down an order, forsooth, of what every 

■ householder musl give for our relief: where there 

ome 'sessed — I may say to you — had almost as 

mui;h need to beg as we. 

I Old Man. It is a hard world the while. 

a Old Man. If a poor man ask at door for God's 
sake, they ask him for a license or a certilicnte from 

1 Sold. Faith, we have none, but what we bear up. 
n our bodies— our maimed limbs — God help us ! 

3 Sold. And yet, as lame as I am, I'll with the king 
ito France, if I can but crawl o' shipboard. I had 
rather be s^in in France than starve hi England, 

Old Man. Ha, were I but as lusty as I was at 
Shrewsbury battle, I would not do as I do : but we 
re now come to the good Lord Cobham's, the best 
lan to the poor in all Kent. 

2 Old Man. God bless him ! there be but few such. 

Enler Lord Codhaii uith Harpool. 

Cob, Thou peevish, froward man, what wouldst 
thou have ? 

Hot. This pride, this pride, brings all to beggary. 

served your father, and your grandfather ; — 
Show me such two men now. No, no, your backs, 

backs, the devil, and pride, have cut the throat 
Of nil good housekeeping ; Ihey were the best 
Yeomen's masters that ever were in England. 

Cob. Yea, eicept thou have acrewof filthy knaves 
And sturdy rogues still feedhig at my gate, 
There is no hospitality with thee. 

Har. They may sit at tha gate well enough, but 
the devil of anythuig you give them, except they'll 

Cab. 'Tis'long,tJien, of such hungry knaves as you: 
Hero, sir's, your rethiue ; your guesla be come : 
They know their hours, I warrant you. 

1 Old Man. God bless your honor ! God save the 
good Lord Cobham, and aR his bouse ! 

1 Sold. Good your honor, bestow your blessed alms 
Upon poor men. 

Coi. Now, sir, here ba your alms-knights : 
Now are you as safe as tha emperor. 

Hot. My aims-knights ! Nay, they're yours : 
It Is a shame for you, and I'll Bland to't ; 
Your foolish alms maintains more vagabonds 
Than all the noblemen hi Kent beside. 
Out, you rogues ! you knaves, work for your livings. 
Alas! poor men, theymay beg their hearts out [here], 
There's no more charity among [living] men 
Than among so many mastiff-dogs. [Aside. 
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ACT I. — SCENE III. 



what make you here, you needy kna 
Away, yoa villains 1 

2 SM. Say, I besee ' ' " 

Cob. Nay, nay, 



Tht 



•J tnoiv 



iink tl 



lEll 



s laad are thy acqi 
Go, beslow your alms ; none vilU control you, sir. 

Jiar, What should I give them t You are grown 
beggarly, that you can scarce give a bit of bread 
your door. Vou talk of joiur religion so long, tli 
you hare banished charily from you. A man mt 
make a flax-sbop in your kitcben-chimueys, Tor any 
Hre there Is etirriiig. 

Cob. If thou wilt give them nothing, send them 



Let then 



and her. 



rving in the ooM. 



men from the door, I'll be banged 1 I knownot whai 
I may come to myself. God help JB, poor knaves 
ye see the world. Well, you bad a molhec : 0, God 

more in shifts and smocks to poor children, than yon 
spend in your bouse ; and yet you li'e a beggar too. 

Cob. E'en the worst deed that e'er my mother did. 
Was in reUeting such a fool as Ihou, 

Jler, Ay, I am a fool still ; with all your wit, you'll 
die a beggar ; go lo ! 

Cob. (lo, you old fool, give the poor people some- 
Go in, poor men, into the inner court, [thing. 
And lake such alms as there is to be had. 

Sold. Cod bless your honor '. 

Har. Hang you, rogues, hang you ! there's nothing 
but misery among you ; you fear no law, you ! [Ei' 

3 Old Man. flod bless you, good Master Ralph ! 
God save your life, you are good to the poor eliil ! 

Enter Lord Powis, disyuisdi. 



Cob. What 



w youd 



3S along the groTc ? 



Methinlfs he slops as though he stayed for me. 

And meant to shroud himself among the bushes. 

I know the clerg}' hate me to the death, 

And my religion gets me many foes ; 

And this inay be some desperate rogue, suborned 

To work me mischief: as it pleaseth God ! 

If he come toward me, sure I'll stay his coming, 

Be he but one man, whatsoe'er he he. 

[Lord Powis adtumtea. 
I have been well acquainted with that face. 

Pate. Well met, my honorable lord and friend. 

Cob. You are very welcome, sir, whoe'er you be ; 
But of ibis sudden, sir, I do not know you. 

Fovi. I am one that wishethwell unto your hnnor ; 
My name is Fowls, an old friend of yours. 

Cob. My honorable lord and worthy friend, 
What makes yonr lordship thus alone in Kent, 
And thus disguised in this strange attire ! 

Poic. My lord, an unexpected accident 
Hath at this time enforced me to these parts. 
And thus it happ'd : Not j'et full five days since 
How, at the last assize at Hereford, 
!l chanced that the Lord Herbert and myself, 
'Mong other things discoursing at the table, 
Did fall in speech about some certam points 
Of Wickliffe's do»trine 'gainst the papacy, 
And the religion catholic maintained 



,try. 



Through the most part of Em-ope at I 

This wilful, testy lord, stuck not to st 

That Wickliffe was a knave, a schisii 

His doctrine devilish and heretical j 

And whatsoe'er he was maintained lb 

Was traitor both to God and lo his co 

Being movfd at his peremptory speech, 

I told him some maintained those opinions. 

Good men, and truer subjects than Lord Herbert -, 

And he, replying in comparisons. 

Your namewas urged, my lord, against his ohallenga 

To be a perfect favorer of the truth. 

And, to bo short, from words we fell to blows. 

Our servants and our tenants taking parts ; 

Many on both sides hurt ; and, for an hour, 

The broil by no means could be pacified, 

Until the judges, lising from the bench. 

Were, in theh" persons, forced to part the fray. 

Cob, I hope no man was violently slain. 

PoiB. 'Faith, none, I trust, but the Lord Herbert's 
Who is in truth so dangerously hurt, [self 

As it is doubled be can hardly 'scape. 

Cob. I am sorry, my good lord, of these ill neivs. 

Pom. This is the cause that drives me into Kent, 
To shroud myself with you, so good a ftiend. 
Until 1 hear how thmgs do speed at home. 

Cob, Your lordship is most welcome unto Cobham ; 
But I am very sorry, my good lord, 
My name was brought hi question in this matter, 
Considering I have many enemies. 
That threaten malice, and do lie in wail 
To take Ibe 'vantage of the smaUest thing. 
But you are welcome to repose your lordship, 
And Iseep yourself here secret ui my house, 
Until we hear how the Lord Herbert speeds. 



Enter 






an. Sirra 



what n( 



Har. Yonder's one Master Butler, of the privy 
chamber, is sent unto you from ihe king. 

Pow. Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead — 
And the king, hearing whither I am gone, 
Hath sent for me. 

Cob. Comfort yourself, my lord, I warrant you. 

Hitr. Fellow, what ails thee ? Dost thou quake I 
dost thou shake ? Dost thou tremble ! ha t 

Cob. Peace, you old fool ! Sirrah, convey this gen- 
tleman in the back way, and bring the other into the 



if you love my 



Har. Come, sh-, you're welcoi 
lord. 

Pow. Gramercy, gentle friend. 

lEiain! Powis and Hahpool. 

Cob. I thought as much ^ that it would not belong 
Before 1 heard of something from the king 
About this matter. 

Enter HiKPOOL, inth Butleh. 

Har. Sir, yonder my lord walks : you see him ; 
I'll have your men into the cellar the while. 

Coft. Welcome, good Master Butler. 

Sut, Thanks, my good lord. His majesty doth 
commend his love unto your lordship, and wills you 
lo repair unto the court. 

Cob. God bless his h^hness, and confound his ene- 
mies ! I hope bis majesty is well ! 



joogle 



Bui. In good health, my lord. 

Cob. God long oonlinue it. Methioke you Inok 
As though you were nut well ; what ails ye, sir { 

Sut. 'Faith, I have had a foolish, odd miBcham 
Thai angers me. Comiug o'er Shooti 



SIR JOHN OLDCASTLE. 

ill I leave it here : and see that he t: 
•it. iFi:,esthecitat 

Ear. 'Zounds ! yousla 



Then 



le like a sailor 



three yards 
robbed 



Asked me money ; and whilst 
To draw my purse, he takes tV 
A little bank, and leaps behind 
My purse away, and with a Bui 

tint of my saddle. I never wb 
" In aU my life. 

CiA. I am very sorry, sir, for your mischs 

We will send our warrant forth to slay all s 

Suspicious persons as shall [here] be found 

Then, Master Butler, we'll attend on you. 

But. I humbly thank your lordship ; III a 



ACT II. 

SCENE l.—Thesaiat. ByiM-is Lord Coehak's ffoitre. 
Evttr a Sumner. 
Sum. I have the law to warrant what I do ; — and 
though the Lord Cobham be a nobleman, that dis- 
.penses not with law. I dare serve a process were he 
fivenoblemen. Though we sumners malte sometimes 
a mad slip in a corner with a pretty wench, a sumner 
must not go always by seeing ; a, man may be content 
to hidu hia eyes where he may feel Ms profit. Well, 
this is Lord Cobham's house ; if I can not speak with 
him, ril dap my citation upon his door ; so my lord 
of Rochester bade me ; but methinbs here come 



if hia 1 



^Hah 



fliir. Welcome, good fellow, welcome; who wouldst 
thou speak with i 
Sam. With my Lord Cobham I would speak, if thou 

Har. Yes, I am one of his men, but thou canst not 
speak with my lord. 

Sum. May I send to him, then ? 

Sar. I'll tell thee that, when I know thy errand. 

Sum. I will not tell my errand to thee. 

Hot. Then keep it to thyself, and walk like a knave, 

Sum. 1 tell ihee, my lord keeps no knaves, sirrah ! 

Har. Then thou servest him not, I believe. What 
lord is thy master ! 

SiMi!. My lord of Rochester. 

Har. fn good time : and what woutdst thou have 
with my Lord Cobham ! 

Sum. I come by virtue of a process, to cite him 
to appear before my lord in the court at Rochester. 

IbiT. [ajfde]. Weil, God grant me patience! I could 
eat this counger.i My lord is not at home ; therefore 
it were good, sumner, you carried your process back. 

Sum. Why, if he will not be spoken withal, then 



19 hia choic 






file sea-eel— and mi^t very well apply to a slipperj 
Eillier word, accorcungly, may be made to uuvfer- 



)11 apply to a slippery felloe 



m the c 



upyoi 



bills 



Dost thou kno 
what thou dost? Dost thou know on whom thou 
servest a process ! 

Sum. Yes, marry do I; on Sir John Old castle. Lord 
Cobham. 

Har. I Bmgladthouknowesthimyet. And sirrah, 
dost not know that the Lord Cobham is a brave lord, 
thai keopsgoodbeef and beer in his house, and every 
day feeds a hundred poor people at's gate, and keeps 
a hundred tali fellows ? 

Sum. What that's to my process T 

Hia; Marry, this, sir: is this process parchment? 
Yes, marry, ii 



Hiir. 1 



m. It is 



lk! 



Har. If tills be parchment, and this war, eat you 
this parchment and tMs wax, or I will make parch- 
ment of your skin, and beat your brains into wax. 
Sirrah sumner, despatch, devour, sirrah, devour !' 

Sum. I am my lord of Rochester's sumner ; I came 
to do my office, and thou shalt answer it. 

Har. Sirrah,norailing; but betake yourself to your 
teeth. Thou Shalt eat no worse (ban thou bring'st 
with thee. Thou bring'st it for my lord, and wilt 
thou bring my lord worse than thou will eat thyself? 

Sum. Sh-, I brought it not my lord to eat. 

Usi: O, do you sir me now ? All's one for Ihal ; 
I'll make you eat it, far brmging it. 



Har. Can you nc 



'. I'll beat yon till you 

[Seats hhn. 

master servingn^n ! I 



Sum. Tough wax the purest honey ! O Lord, sir, 
oh ! oh ! [Hois. 

Har. Feed, feed — 'tis wholesome, rogue, whole, 
some. Can not you, like an honest sumner, walk 
with the devil your brother, to fetch in your bailiff's 
rents, but you must come to a nobleman's house with 
process ? If thy seal were as broad as the lead that 
covers Rochester church, Ihou shouidst cat it. 

Sum. 0,1 am olmosl choked, I am almost choked! 

Har. Who's within there ? will you shame my lord '( 
Is there no beer in the house ? Butler, I say '. 
Enter Butler. 

But. Here, here. 

Har. Give him beer. There : tough old sheepskm's 
bare dry meat ! [Sumner drin/ca. 

Sum. O, sir, let me go no further: I'll eat my word. 

Bar. Yea, marry, su-, I mean ye shall eat more 
than your own word ; for I'll make you eat all the 
words in the process. Why, you drabmonger, can 
not the secrets of all the wenches in a shire serve 
your turn, but you must come hither with a citation, 
with apoil I'll cite you. — A cup of sack for the 



a The drsmetist or 



slitHel 
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But. Here, sir, hsre. 

Hnr. Here, slnve, I drink to tiee. 

Sum. I Ihanli you, sir. 

Hot, Now, if thou find'st thy stomach well— h?- 
oause thou shall see my lord keeps meal ill's house — 
if ihou wilt go in, thou shall hare a piece of beef to 
thy breakfast. 

Sum. No, I Bjn very well, goofl master servjngman ; 
I (hank you, very wcli, sir. 

Har. I am glad oii't ; then be walking toward 
Rochester, to keep your stomach warm. And, sum 
ner, if I do know you disturb a good wench ■wlthii 
this diocese, if I do not make thee eat her petticoat 
if there were four yards of Kentish cloth in't, I am i 
iais.ii 



Con, Ah J well said. Master Harpool, you are a 
lerry old man, i'failh ; you will never ha old. Now, 
y the macke,! a preliy weneh, indeed. 

mtr. You old mad, merry constable, art thou ad- 
sed of that! Ha, well said, Doll; fill some ale 



I. God be wi'ye, master servin 
Bai-. FareweU, sumner. 

Enter Constable. 
Con. Save yo 
Har. 



what news with thae ? 

Con. An't please you, Master Harpool, I a 
make hue and cry for a fellow with one eye, that has 
robbedtwodothiersjondamto crave yonr hindei 
to search all suspected places ; and they say there 
vras a woman in the company. 

Har. Hast thou been at the alehouse 1 hast thou 
sought there ? 

Con. 1 durst not search hi my Lord Cobham's lib- 
erty, except I had some of his servants for my war- 

Hm: An honest constable j — call forth him that 
keeps the alehouse there. 

Con. Hoi who's within there! 

Ale-Man. Who calls there! Oh, is't yon, master 
constable, and Master Harpool? You're welcome 
with aU my heart. What make you hare so early, 
this morning? 

Har, Sirrah, what strangers do you lodge! There 
is a robbery done this morning, and we are to search 
(or all suspected persons. 

Ale.Man, God's-bore, lamsorryfor'l, I'&ith.sir, 
I lodge nobody bat a good, honest priest, tailed Sir 
John v' Wrotham, anda handsome woman that is his 
nieee, that he says he has some suit in law for ; and 
as they go up and down to London, sometimes they 
lie at my house. 

HoJ'. Wliac, is she here in thy house now ! 

Ak'Man. She is, sir. I promise you, sir, he is a 
quiet man ; and because he will not trouble too many 
ooms, he makes the woman lie every night at his 



Har, Oh, you old mad colt, i'faith, I'll ferk you : 
fill a!Z the pots in the house there. 

Coii. Oh ! well said. Master Harpool, you are heart 
of oak when all's done. 

flor. Ha, Doll, thou hast a sweet pair of lips, by 
She mass. 

Doll. Truly, you are a most sweet old man, as ever 
I saw ; by my troth, you have a face able lo make 
any woman in love with yea. 

Bar. Fill, sweet Doll, I'E driok lo thee. 

Soil, I pledge yon, sir, and thank you therefore, 
and I pray you let it come. 

Har. [embracing her']. Dolf, canst Ihou love me! 
a mad, merry lass; would lo God 1 had never seen 
thee. 

Doll. I warrant you, you will not out of my thoughts 
this twelvemonth ; truly, you ara as full of favor as 
any man may be. Ah, these sweet gray locks J by. 
my troth, they are most lovely. 

Con. Cud's bores. Master Harpool, I'll have one 

JHar. No licking for you, constable; hands off, hands 
off. 

Con. I^^'^ lady, I love kissing as well as you. 

Dolt. Oh, you are an odd hoy ; you have a wanton 
eye of your own; ah, you sweet, si^arJipped wanton, 
you will win as many women's hearts as come in your 
company. 

Enter Sir John, o/Wrotham. 

Sir John. Doll, come hither. 



Har. ] 



, she si 



!d'a feel 

Hia: Bring her forth, t 

let's see her, let's see her. 

Ale-Mart, Dorothy,you 



ifable, 



iring her forth. 



Doll, Anon forsooth. 

ffar. Welcome, sweet lass, welcome. 

Doll, I thank you, good sir, and master constable 
also. 

Har. A plump girl, by the mass, a plump girl! ha, 
Doll, ha. Wilt thou forsake the priest, and go with 
me, Doll! 



Doll. I'll comi 

Sir John. Haods off, old fornioalOT. 

Har, Vicar, I'll sit here hi spite of thee. Is this 
stuff for a priest to carry up and down with him ! 

Sir John, Sirrah, dost thou not know that a goodfel- 
iowparson may have a chapel of ease, where his par- 
ish church is fer off! 

Har, You whorson-sloned vicar. 

Sir Jahn, You old stale ruffian, you lion of Cots- 
wold.a 

Hot. Zounds, vicar, I'll geld you. [Flies upon ftftn. 

Con. Keep the king's peace. 

Boll. Murder, murder, murder ! 

Ale-Maa. Hold, as yoit are men, hold ! for God's 
sake, be quiet : pnt up your weapons ; you draw not in 

Bar. You whorson bawdy priest. 
Sir John. You old mutton-monger. 
Cm. Hold, Sir John, hold. 

Doll. Ipraythee, sweet-heart, bequiet. I was but 
sitlii^ to drink a 






a thief, I ■ 



Qt thee. 



1 Macke — fiJi fiJioient game at cards. 
9 Jng-^e^makeafijvoiiteorfiiendof; 
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Su Jnhii, Then I am but as thou liasl been in thy 
days j let's not he ashamf d of our Wode ; the king has 
been a thief liioiself. 

Doll. Come, he quiet ; hasl thou sped ! 

Sir John. 1 hate, wench ; there be crowns i'iaith. 

Doll. Come, let's be aJl friends, then. 

Con. Well said, Mistress Dorothy. 

Hot. Thou art the maddest priest that ever I met 

Sir John. Give me thy hand ; thou art as good a fel- 
low. I am a singer, a drinker, a bencher,' a wenchcr ; 
I can saya mass, and kissn lass: &ith, I hare a, par- 
sonage, and bacawse I would not be at too much 
charges, this wench servelh me for a sexton. 

Mar. Well said, mad priest, we'll in and be friends. 
[Exiwit. 

SCENE II. — London. A RmnintheAxe Iim,!i>ith- 

oul Bishop-sale. 
Enter Sir Rooek Actoij, Bouhk, Beveelev, and 

MUHLEV. 

Adon. Now, Master Murley, I am well assured 
You linow our errand, and do like Ihe cause, 
Being a man affected as we aie. 

ikltir. Marry God dild^ ye, dainty my dear '■ No 
master, good Sir Roger Aclon, Master Bourn, and 
MasterBe¥erley,genllemen and juslices of the peace ; 
no master I, but plain William Murley, the brewer of 
Dunstable, your honest ne^hboc and your friend, if 
ye bo men of my ptofeseion. 

Be<i. Professed friends to WicMiffe ; foes to Rome. 

Jtfur. Hold by me, lad ; lean upon that staff, good 
Master BeserJey; all of a house. Say your mind, 
say your mind. 

Atton. You know our faction now is grown so great 
Throughout the renhn, that it begins to smoka 
Into tlie clergy's eyes, and the king's ears ; 
H^h time it is that we wero drawn to head, 
Our general and olficers a) 



Andw 
Able ti 



f, ye wot, 
trenglhen 






-oof C( 



a colonel, sii 
Over a regiment of fifteen bands. 

Mar. Phew ! paltry, jaltry I in and out, to and fro, 
be it more or less, upon occasion. Lord have mercy 
uponus, what a world is this! SirRogerActon,! am 
but a Dunslable man, a plain brewer, you know. Will 
luBly cavaliering captains, gentlemen, coma at my 
calling, go at my bidding? Dainty my dear, they'll 
do a dog of wai, a horse of cheese, a prick and a 
pudding. No, no ; you must appoint some lord, or 
knight at least, to that place. 

Baum. Why, Mastee Murley, you shaUbe a knighl : 
Were you not in election to be ^erilF! 
Have ye not past aE offices but that ! 
Have ye not wealth to make your wife a lady) 
I warrant you, my lord, our general 
Bestows that honor on you, at first sight. 

M«r. Marry God dild ye, dainty my dear ; 
But tell me who sliall be our general. 
Where's tlie lord Cobham, Sir John Oldcastle, 

1 One who daea not !cruple to skep on sn ale-bench slter 

hia potMJona. " Thou Sit ao fetwitied, 

Falelatt^r '• wifli drinking of old Back, b 



-acorrupfloai 
d"-— da-ield. — t 



impound of " do shield"— thus ; 



That noble alms-giver, houspVeeper virtuous. 
Religious genllemim ? Come to me there, boys. 
Come to me (here. 

Aaon. Why, who but he shall be our general ? 

Mar. Aud shall he knight me, and make m* 
colonel i 

Acton. My word for that, Sir William Murley, 

Mw. Fellow [of] Su- Roger Aclon, knight ; all fel. 
lowE,I mean in arms, how strong are we ! how many 
partners? Our enemies hoside the king are mighty; 
be it more or less, upon occasion, reckon our force. 

Actaa. There are of us our friends and followers. 
Three thousand and three hundred at the least; 
Of northern lads, four thousand, beside horse ; 
From Kent there comes, with Sir John Oldcastle 
Seven thousand : then, from London issue out. 
Of masters, servants, strangers, 'prenlices, 
Forty odd thousand into Ficket-field, 
Where we appoint our special rendezvous, 

Mur. Phew '. paltry, paltry ! in and out, to and fro, 
Lord have mercy upon us, what a world is this ! 
Where's that Ficket-field, Sir Roger ? 

Acton. Behind Si. Giles in the field, near Holborn. 

Mur. Nev^alB, up Holborn, St. Giles in the field, 
and to Tyburn; an old say.3 For the day, for the 
day? 

Aclon. On Friday neit, the fourteenth day of Jan- 
uary. 

Mur. Tiily vally, trust me never if I have any 
liking of that day. Phew ! paltry, paltry ! Friday, 
quotha ; dismal day ; Childermas day this year was 
Friday. 

Bee. Nay, Master Murley, if you observe such 

Wo malte some question of your constancy, 
AH days are like to men resolved in right. 

Mw. Say amen, and say no more, but say and 
iiold, Master Beverley : Friday neit, and Ficket-field, 
and William Murley and his merry men shall bo all 
one. 1 have half a score jades that draw my beer- 
carts, and every jado shall bear a knave, and every 
knave shall wear a jack, and every jack shall have a 
scull, and every scuU shall show a spear, and every 
spear shall kill a foe at Ficket-field, at Ficket-field : 
John and Tom, Dick and Hodge, Ralph and Robbui, 
Will and Geo^e, and all my knaves shall fight lite 
men, at Ficltet-field, on Friday neit. 

Bourn. What sum of money mean you to disburse? 

Mur. It may be modestly, decently, and soberly, 
and handsomely, I may bring five hundred pound. 

Acton. Five hundred, man? live thousand's not 
A hundred thousand will not pay our men [enoi^h ; 
Two months together. Either come prepared. 
Like a brave knight, aud martial colonel. 
In glittering gold, and gallant furniture, 
Bringing in com, a cartload at the least, 
And all your followers mounted on good horse. 
Or never como disgraceful to us all. 

See. Perchance you may be chosen treasurer ; 
Ten thousand pound's the least that you can bring. 

Mir. Paltry, paltry ! in and out, to and fro ; upon 
occasion I have ten thousand pound to spend, and ten 
[more] too. And rather than the bishop shall have 
his will of me, for my conscience, it shaU all go. 
Flame and fiai, ilax and flame. 
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Ur and melt, and it sfiall fly with fire and gunpow- 
der. Sir Roger, a cart-load of money till the asie- 
trco crack ; myself and my men in Ficket-Seid on 
Friday next ; remember my kn^hthood and my place : 
there's my hand ; I'll be there. lEiM Mbblev. 

Acton. See what ambition may persuade men to, 
In hope of booor be will Epend liimself. 

Bourn. I never thought a brewer half so rich. 

Bev, Was never hantmpt brewer yet but one, 
With using 100 much malt, too little water. 

Acloii, That is no fault in brewers now-a-days : 
Come, let's away, about our business. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IIL— 



Jiidien 



' ChambeT in the Palace at 



K. Hfn, 'Tis not enough, Lord Cobham, to submit ; 
You must forsake your gross opinion. 
The bishops find themselves much injured, 
And though, for some good service you have done, 
We, for onr part, are pleased to pardon you, 
Yet they will not so soon be EatisGed. 

Co6. My gracious lord, unlo your mcyesty, 
Next unto God [himself], I owe my life ; 
And what is mine, either by nature's gift. 
Or fortune's bounty, all is at your service. 
But for obedience to the pope of Rome, 
I owe him none } nor shall his shaveling priests 
That are in England, alter my belief. 
If, oat of Hoiy Scriptures they can prove 
That I am in an eiror, I will yield. 
And gladly take instruction at their hands : 
But otherwise, I do beseech your grace. 
My conscience may not be encroached upon. 

K. Hen, We would be loath to press our subjects' 



Much lesE their souls, the dear redeei 



If Hiw 



is the I 



!rof US 






Yet let me counsel you, that might command j 
Do not presume to tempt them with ill words. 
Nor suffer any meetings to be had 
Within your house, but, to the uttermost. 
Disperse the flocks of this new gathering sect. 

Cob. Myliejce, if any breath that dares come forll 
And say my life in any of these points 
Deserves th'atlainder of ignoble thoughts : 
Here stand I, craving no remorse at all. 
But even the utmost rigor may be shown. 

K. Hen. Let it suffice we know your loyalty. 
What have you there ? 

Your highness' pardon for Lord Powis' liife, 
Which I did beg, and you, my noble lord. 
Of gracious favor did vouchsafe to grant. 

K. Hen. But yet it is not signtdwith our hand. 

Cob, Not yel, my liege. 

K. Hen. The fact, you say, was dot 

Not of prepensed! malice, bat by chance. 

Cob. Upon mine honor so, no otherwise. 

K. Hen. [signs the pardon] . There is his pardoi 



id him make amends. 
■i in the i 



id «s IMs > 



Enter 



ikap of ROOHESTEB 



ow now, lord bishop ? 

Bishop. Justice, dread sovereign ! 

s thou art king, so grant I may have justice. 

K. Hen. What means this eidamalicn ! Let us 
know. 

Bishop, Ah, my good lord, the state is much abused. 
And our decrees most shamefully profaued, 

K. Hen. How? and by whom* 

Sishop. Even by this heretic. 

This Jew, this traitor to your majesty. 

Cob. Prelate, thou lieBlj even in thy greasy mavf, 

ither of traitor or of heretic. 

K. Hen. Forbear, I say: and bishop, show the 

From whence this late abuse hath been derived, 

BUhop, Thus, mighty king. By general consent 
A messenger was sent to cite this lord 
To make appearance in the consistory ; 
And, coming to his bouse, a ruffian slave. 
One of his daily followers, met the man. 
Who knowhig him to be a paritor. 
Assaults him first, and after, in contempt 
Of as and our proceedings, maltea him eat 
The wrillen process, parchment, seal, and all : 
Whereby, this mailer never was brought forth, 
And we but scorned for our authority. 
K. Hea. When was this done 1 
Bisliop, At six o'clock this morning 

K. Hen. And when came you to court f 
Cob. Last night, my liege 

K, Hen. By this, it seems, he is not guilty of it, 
And you have done him wrong to accuse him so. 
Bishop. But it was done, my lord, by his appoint 

K. Hen. Or else you durst be bold to interrupt 
And fill our ears with ftivolous complaints. 
Is this the duty you do bear lo us ? 
Was't not sufficient we did pass our word 
To send for him; but yow, misdoubting it, 
Or, which is worse, intending to forestall 
Our regal power, mwstlikewise summon him? 
This savors of ambition, not of zeal. 
And rather proves you malice his estate, 
Than any way that he oi 



re hke it 



IT ofKcci 



That was employed so much amiss herein. 
So, Cobham, when you please, you may depart. 
Cob. I humbly bid farewell unto my liege, 

[Exit C0B1!,\M. 

K. Hen. Farewell. [Enter Huhtington. 

What's now the news by Huntington ? 

Httnl. Sir Roger Acton, and a crew, my lord, 
Of bold seditious rebels, are in arms, 
Intending reformation of religion. 
And with their army Ihey intend to pitch 
In Ficket-field, unless they be repulsed. 

K. Hen. So near our presence ! Dare they be sn 
bold? 
And will proud war and eager thirst of blood, 
Whom we had thought to entertain far ofT, 
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Must we be forced lo handsel our sharp blades 
In England here, which we prepared for France ? 
Well, in God's name be il. What's their number, say, 
Or who's tho chief commander of ihis rnuti 

H-ant. Thsir number is not known as yet, my lord, 
But 'lis reported, Sir John OldcBBlle 
Is the chief man, on whom Ihey do depend. 

AT. Hen. How ! the lord Cobham i 

Himi. Yes, my gracious lord. 

Bishop. I conld have told your majesty as much 
Before he Wfnt, but that I saw your grace 
Was too much blinded by his fialtery. 

Suff, Send post, my lord, to fetch him back again. 

But. Traitor unlo bis country I how he smoothed 
And seemed as innocent as truth itself 

K.Hen. I ci 



[Exsant 
Bish. This falls out well 



HeBBV, SurFOLK, HuBTI 

.nd at the last, I 



Hume iit Kent. 

Enter Earl o/CAiinRiDDE, Lord Scroop, Sir Thomab 

Ghet, mid Chartres. 

Scroop, Once more, my lord of Cambridge, make 

How you do stand entitled to the crown : — 
The deeper shall we print it m our minds. 
And every man the belter be resolved, 
When he perceives his quarrel lo be just. 

Com. Then thus, Lord Scroop, Sir Thomas Grey, 
and you, 
Monsieur de Chartres, agent for the French ; — 
This Lionel, duke of Clarence (as I said). 
Third son of Edward (England's king) the Thm3, 
Had Issue — Phihppa, his sole daughter and heir ; 
Which Philippa afterward was given in marriage 
To Edmund Mortimer, the earl of March, 
And by him had a son called Roger Mortimer ; 
Which Roger likewise had of his descent, 
Kdmimd and Roger, Ann and Eleanor, 
Two daughters and two sons ; but of these, three 
Died without Issue. Ann, that did survive. 
And now was left her father's only heir. 
My fortune 'twas lo marry, being also. 
By my grandfather, of King Edward's line ! 
So of his surname I am called, you know, 
Richard Planlagenet. My father was 
Kdward, the duke of York, and son and heir 
To Edmund Laiigley, Edward the Third's fifth son. 

Scroop. So that it seems your claim comes by your 
As lawful heir to Roger Mortimer, [wife. 

The son of Edmand, which did marry Philippa, 
Daughter and heir to Lionel, duke of Clarence. 

Cdjb. True i for this Harry, and his father both, 
Harry the Fourth, as plaioly doth appear. 
Are false intruders, aiid usurp the cmwn. 
For when young Richard was at Pomft-et eImu, 
In him the title of Prince Edward died. 



That was the eldest of King Edward's sons. 
William of Hatfield, and their second brother 
Death in his nonage had before bereft : 
So that my wife, derived fi'om Lionel, 
Third sod unto King Edward, ought succeed' 
And take possession of the diadem 
Before this Harry or his father-kiog, 
Who fetch their title but from Lancaster, 
Fourth of that royal line. And being thus, 
What reason is't but she should have her right ? 

Seroop, I am resolved ; our enterprise Is just. 

Gret). Harry shall die, or else resign his crown. 

CAar, Perform but that, and Charles, the king of 
Shall aid you, lords, not only with his men, [France, 
But send you money to maintain your wars : 
Five hundred thousand crowns be bade me proffer. 
If you can stop but Harry's voyage for France. 

Sei-oop. Wb never had a fitter time than Dow, 
The realm in such division as it is. 

Com. Besides, yon must persuade you there is duo 
Vengeance for Richard's murder, which, although 
It be deferred, yet will it fall at last, 
And now as likely as another time. 
Shi hath had many years lo ripen In, 
And now the harvest can not be far off. 
Wherein the weeds of usurpation 
Ate to be cropped and cast mlo the lire. 

Scroop. No more, Earl Cambridge ; here I plight 
To set up thee and thy renownSd wife. [my faith 

GrcJf. Grey will perform the same, as he is knieht. 

Char. And, to assist ye, as I said before, 
Chartres doth 'gage the honor of his king. 

Scroop. We lack but now Lord Cobhuin's fellow- 
And then out plot were absolute indeed. [ship, 

Cam. Doubt not of him, my lord ; his life pursued 
By the incensed clergy, and, of late, 
Brought in displeasure with the king— assures 
He may be quickly wou unto our faction. 
Who hath the articles were draiim at large 
Of our whole purpose ? 

Grey. That have I, my lord. 

Cam. We shoaldnot now be far off from his house; 
Our serious conference halh beguiled the way : 
See where his caslJe stands ; give me tho writing. 
When we are come unto the speech of him, 
Because we will not stand to make recount 
Of that which hath been said, here he shall read 
Our mhids at large, and what we crave of him, 

B^Uer Lord Coeh*»i. 

ready way. Here comes the man him- 

If, 

1 been riding, 

I Of Cambri^e, 



Your hon 






is fair ' 



company, 
from London, gentle lords ; 
But will ye not take Cowlmg! for your host,' 
And see what enierlaiiiment it affords 1 

Com. We were mtcnded to have bi^en your 
But now this lucky meeting shaU suffice 
To end our business, and defer that kindness. 
Pnciti" ia the word In the ol. 



In the oilginnl, 
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Coh. Business, my lonl ? what business should let 
VoQ to be morry ! We have no delicales ; 
Yet tills I'll promise you ; a piece of venison, 
A cnp of wine, and so forth— hunters' fare ; 
And, if you please, we'll strike the stag ; ourselves 
Shall fill our dishes with his well-fed flesh. 

Scroop. That is Indeed the thing we all desire. 

Cd6. My]orils,iitid you shall have your choice with 

Com. Hoy, but the stag which we desire to strike 
Lives not in Cowling : if you will consent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a forest 
Where runs a lusty herd : among the which 
There is a slag superior to the. rest ■, 
A stalely beast, that, when his fellows run, 
He leads the race, and heals the sullen earth 
As though ha scorned it wUh bis trampling hoofs ( 
Aloft he bears his head, and with his breast, 
Like a huge bulwark, counter.checks the wind ; 
And, when he standelh stiD, he stretcheth forth 
His proud ambitious neck, as if he meant 
To wound the firmament wilh forli^d horns. 

Ci*. 'Tis pity snch a goodly beast should die. 

Cam. Not so. Sir JoHn, for he is tyrannousj 
And gores the other deer, and will not keep 
Within the iimits are appointed him. 
Of late he's broke into a several, 
Which dolh belong to me, and (here he spoUs 
Bolh corn and paslure. Two of his wild race, 
Alike lor steaJlh and covetous encroaching. 
Already are removed ; — if ho were dead, 
I should not only be secure from hnrt, 
Btil «ith his body make a royal feast. 

Stroop. How say you, Ihen? will you first hunt 
wilh us > 

Cab. 'Faith, lords, 1 like the pastime ; whei'e's the 

ri.t.1 

Com. Peruse this writing; it will show you all, 
And what occasion we have for the sport. 

{Presents the paper. 

Cob. [Reads]. Call ye this hnntii^, lords! Is this 
the slag 
Ton fain would chase — Harry, our most dread khig ! 
So may we malie a banquet for the devil. 
And, in the stead of wholesome meal, prepare 
A dish of poison to confound ourselves .' 

Cam. Why so, Lord CobhamJ See you not oar 
And how imperiously he holds the crown 1 (claim! 

Scroop. Besides, you know yourself Is In disgrace. 
Held as a recreant, and pursued to death. 
This will defend you fVom your enemies. 
And 'stablish j'our religion through the land. 

CoS. [Aside]. Notorions treason ! yet I wUl conceal 
My secret thoughts, to sound the depth of it. 
My lord of Carabrit^, I do see your claim. 
And what good may redound unto the land 
By prosecuting of rfiis enterprise. 
Ilitt where are men! where's power and furniture 
To order such an action ? Wa ore weak ; 
Harry, you know's a mighty potentate. 

Cam. Tut, we are strong enough ; you are beloved, 
And many will be glad to follow you ; 
We ire Che like, and some will follow us ; 
Theie's hope from France : here's an embassador 
That promiseth both men and money too. 
The commons likewise, an we hear, pretend 
A sndden tumult : we will join with them. 
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Cob. Some liliellhood, I must 
Rut how shall I believe this in plain truth ? 
my lords, such men as live in court, 
) been highly favored of the king, 
Especially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 
He maketli choice of for his bed-fellow ; 
And you, Lord firey, are of his privy council ; 
' not this a train laid lo entrap my life ! 

Cam. Then perish may my soul ! What! think 

Scroop. We'll swear to you. 

Grey. Or lake the sacrament. 

Co*, Nay, you are noblemen, and T imagine, 

s you are honorable by birtli and blood. 
So you Bill be in heart, in thought, in word, 
I crave no other testimony hut this : 
That you would all subscribe, and set your bonds 
"nio this writing ohich you gave lo me. 

Com. With all our hearts. Who hath any pen and 
ink! 

Scroop. My pocliel should have one : O, here it is. 

Cam. Give itme, LordKcroop. There is my name. 

Scroop, And there Is mine. 

(h-ey. ■ ■ ■ 



Cob. 



r, let m. 



That you would likewise wr 

For ooniirmalion of yoiu' master's words, 

The king of France. 

Char. That will I, noble lord. 

Cob. So, now, this action is well knit together, 
And I am for you. Where's our meeting, lords i 

Cam. Here, if you please, the tenth of July neit. 

Coi, IniCent! Agreed. Now let us in to supper; 
I hope your honnrs wiU not away to-night. 

Cam. Yes, presently, for I have far to ride, 
About soliclling of other friends. 

Scroop. And we would not he absent from the court, 
Lest thereby grow suspicion in the king. 

Co6. Vet taste a cup of wine before ye go. 

Cam. Not now, my lord, vie thank you : so fare- 
well. [Exeunt Scnoop, Gbev, Ci 



Co6. Farewell, my noble lords I — my noblo lords ! 
My noble villiihis, base conspirators ! 
How can they look his highness In ihe face. 
Whom they so closely study to betray ! 
I'll not sleep until 1 make it known ; 
This head shall not be burdened with such Ihougbts, 
Nor in this heart will I conceal a deed 
such impiety against my Idng, 
idam, how now ? 

Enter Lady CoEHAM, Lord Pomis, Lady Powis, and 
Harj-ool, 
7Wt) Coh. You're welcome home, my lord. 

Why seem you so unquiet in your looks ! 
■That hath befallen you that disturbs your mind ? 
Lady Pou.'. Bad news, I am afraid, touchhig mj 

husband. 
Cob, Madam, not so ; there is your husband's par- 
don. 
Long may ye live, each joy unto the other 1 

Lady Poll'. So great a kindness, as I know not how 
To malte reply : my sense is quite confounded. 

Co6, let that alone ; and, madam, stay me not, 
For I must hack unto the court again. 
With all the speed I can, Harpool, my horse. 
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LadyCab. So soon, my lord) what, will you ride 
nil night? 

Dr?c ine not why, or what my business is, 
But get yon in. Lord Powis, heaf with me. 
And, mailam, think your welcome ne'er the worse ; 
My iionse is at your use. Harpool, away I 

lliu; Shall I attend your lordship to the court? 

Coh. Yea, sir ; your gelding mount you presently. 
lExit COBHAW. 

Liulii Coh. I pr'ythee, Harpool, look unto thy lord i 
I do not like this sudden posting back. 

Pntp. Same earnest business is afoot, belike ; 
White'cr It be, pray God be his good guide. 

Lady Poin, Amen, that hath so h^hly us bestead. 

L"dy CA. Come, madam, and my lord, we'll hope 
Von shnll not into Wales till he return, [the best ; 

Poir. Though great oEcasion he wa should depart, 
Tel. madam, vrill we stay, to be resolved 
or this unlooked-lor, doubtful accident. [Exmnl. 

SCfi^fG II.— J fioodnair HigTigale. 

Enlar Mubley and Followers. 

M«r. Come, my hearts of flint, modestly, decently, 
soberly, and handsomely ; no man afore his leader ; 
foUow your master, your captain, your knight that 
shall be, for the honor of mealmen, ntfilers, and malt- 
men. Dun IS the mouse. Dick and Tom, for the 
cNreditof Dunstable, ding down the enemy lo-morrow. 
Ye shall not eome into the fleld like beggars. Where 
be Leonard and Lawrence, my two loaders ! Lord 
have mercy upon us, what a world is this ! I would 
give a coufje of shillings for a dozen of good feathers 
for ye, and forty pence for as many scarfs to set you 
out withal. Frost and snow .' a man has no heart to 
fight till he be braie. 

Sick. Master, wa are no babes, our town footballs 
can bear witness ; this little 'parel we have shall ofl", 
and we'll fight naked before we run away. 

Tom. ^fay. I'm ofLawrence' mind for that, for he 
means to leave his life behind him ; he and Leonard, 
your two loaders, are making (heir wills, because 
they have wives ; now, we bachelors bid our friends 
scramble for OOT goods if we die. But, master, pray 
let me rids upou Cut. 

Mtct. Meal and salt, wheat and malt, fire and tow, 
fW>st and snow ! why,Tom, Ihoushalt. Let me see : 
here are you ; William and George are with my cart ; 
and Robin and Hodge holding my own two horses ; 



Tom. Yea, and master, there's a worse matter 
fti't ! if it be, as I heard say, we go fight against all 
the learned bishops, that should give us their bles- 
sing, and if they curse us, we shall speed ne'er the 

Diek. Nay, by'r lady, some say the king takes their 
part ; and, master, dare you %ht against the king ? 

M«r. Fie ! paltry, paltry ; in and out, to and fro, 
upon occasion ; if the king be so unwise to come 
there, we'll fight with him too. 

Tom. What if ye should kill the king. 

JHitr. Then we'll make another. 

Dick. Is that all? Do ye not speak treason ? 



Mnr. If we do, who dare trip us? We come tn 
fight for our conscience and for honor. Little Itnow 

pidr of gilt spurs. 

Tom. A pair of golden spurs? Why do you oot 
put them on your heels ? Your bosom's no place for 

Mur. Be't more or less upon occasion. Lord have 
mercy upon ns. Tom, thou'rt a fool, and thou 
speak'st treason to kniglilhood. Dare any wear gold 
or silver spurs, till he be a knight ? No, I shall be 
knighted to-morrow, and then they shall on. Sirs, 
was II ever read in the church-book of Dunstable, that 
ever malt-man was made knight? 

Tarn. No ; but you are more ; you ate meal-man, 
malt-man, milter, corn-master, and all. 

Sick. Yen, and half a h'ower -on and the devii and 
all for wealth. You bring more money ivith you than 
all the test. 

Mar. The more's myhonor. I shall be a knight to- 
morrow. Let me 'spose my men i — Tom upon Cut, 
Dick upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball, Ralph upon Sorrel, 
and Kobin upon the fore-horse. 

Enter Actdh, Bough, and BEVERtEV. 
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Mar, Where's our army, sir? 

Aclan. Dispersed in sundry villages about ; 
Some here with us ui Highgate, some at Finchlei' 
Tot'nam, Enfield, Edraunton, Newinglon, 
Ishngton, Hogsdon, Pancras, Kensington ; 
Some nearer Thames, Ratdiff. BlackwBll,and Row 
But our chief strength must be the Londoners, 
Which, ere the sun to-morrow shine. 
Will be near fifty thousand in the field. 

Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dnuity my dear ; bu' 
upon occasion. Sir Roger Acton, doth not the kin§ 
know of it, and gather his power against us ! 

Acton. JSo, he's secure at Ellham. 

Mur. What do the clei^? 

Actim. They fear extremely, yet prepare no force. 

Mur. In and out, to and fro ; bully my boykin, wi 
shall carry the world afore us. 1 row, by my wor 
ship, when I am knighted, we'll take the king imp 



ping.i 



n theii 



Acton. Thisnightv/e few hi High-gale will rcpo 
With the first cock we'll rise and ann ourselves. 
To be in Fieket-fieid by break of day, 
And there expect our general. Sir John Oldcastle, 

Mur. What if he comes not 1 

Bourn. Yet our action stands ; 
Sir Roger Acton may supply his place. 

Mur. True, Master Bourn, but who shall mate 
knight 1 

Bev. He that hath power to be our general. 
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Act. Talk not of trifles ; come, let us away, 
Our friends of London long (ill it be day. [Eicuni. 
SCENE III.— J High Road in Kent. 
Enter Sir John of Wrotham, ond Doll. 

Doll, By my troth, thou art as jealous a man as 
Uvea. 

ft'u- Joftn. Canst thou blame me, Doll! thou art my 
lands, my goods, my jewels, my wealth, my purse ; 
none wallis within forty miles of London, but supplies 
thee as truly, as the parish does the poor man's box. 

DoU. I am as true to thee as th« stone is in the 
wall, and thou hnowest well enough I was in as good 
doiog, wheal camato thee, as any wench need to be: 
Md therefore thou hast tried me, — that Ihou hast: 
and I will not be kept as I have been, that I will not. 

Sir John. Doll, if this blade hold, there's not a 
pedlar wallcs with a pack, but thou shalt as boldly 
ctoose of Ms wares, as with thy ready money In a 
merchant's shop ; we'll have as good silver as the 
king coins any. 

Doll. What, is all the gold spent you took the last 
day ftom the courtier f 

Sir John. >Tis gone, Doll, 'tis flown ; merrily come, 
merrily gone ; ha comes a-horsebaok thai must pay 
for all i we'll hare as good meat as money can gel, 
and as good gowns as can be bought for gold : be 
merry, wench ; the mall-man comes on Monday. 

Boll. You might have left me at Cobham, until 
you had been better provided for. 

Sir Mm. Mo, sweet Doll, no ; I like not that ; yon 
old ruffian is not for Ihe priest ; I do not lilie a new 
cletk should come in the old belfrey. 

Boll. Thou ait a mad priest, i'faith. 

Sir John. Come, Doll, I'll see thee safe at some 
alehouse here at Cray, and the next sheep that comes, 
Rhall leiTC behind his fleece. {Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.-BIacWieath. 
Birie!- King Henb!-, disguised; Suffolk, and Botiik, 

K. Hen. My lord of Suffolli, post away for life, 
And let our forces,of such horse and foot, 
As can be gathered up by any means, 
Make speedy rendezvous in Tolhill-fieMs. 
It must be done this evenii^, my good lord ; 
This night the rebels mean to draw to head 
Near Islli^ton j which, if your speed prevent not — 
If once they should unite their several forces — 
Their power is almost thoi^ht inrincible. 
Away, my lord, I will be with you sooa. 

Suff, I go, my sovereign, with all happy speed. 

K. Hot. Make haste, my lord of Suffolk, as you 
love us. [Exit Suffolk. 

Butler, post you to London with all speed ; 
Command the mayor and sheriffs, on theii allegiance, 
The city-gales be presently shut up, 
And guarded with a strong sufficienl watch, 
And not a man be sufferSd to pass, 
Without a special warrant tVom ourself 
Command the postern by the tower be kept. 
And prodamation.on the pain of death. 
That not a citizen stir from his doors. 
Except such as the mayor and sherifls shall choose 
For their own guard, and safety of their persons : 
Butler, away, have care unto thy' chai^. 
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At the Friars-bridge attend my coming down. 
But. I vfill, my lord. {Eiil Butleb. 

£". Hen. 'Tis time, I thmk, to look unlo rebellion. 

When Acton doth eipect imto his aid, 

No less than filly thousand Londoners. 

Well, I'll to Westminster in this disguise. 

To hoar what news is stirring in these brawls. 

Enter Sir John qf Wrolham, and Doll. 

Sir John. Stand, Iroe-man, says a thief. 

S. Hen. Stand, thief, says a true man ; how if a 

thief! 
Sir John. Stand, thief, loo. 
K. Hen. Then, thief or true-man, I must stand, I 

Howsoe'er the world wags, trade of thieving yet 
Will never down. What art thou ? 

Sir John. A good fellow. 

K. Hen. And so am I, loo ; I see that thou dost 

Sir John. If thou be a good fellow, play the good 
fellow's part ; deliver thy purse without more ado. 
X. Hen. I have no 
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If you have no money, you shal! 
sound blows as your skio can carry. 
£". Hen. Is that the plain truth ? 

Sir Join. Sitrab, no more ado ; come, come ; give 
me the money you have. Despatch, I can not stand 
all day, 

IC. Hen. Well, if thou will needs have it, there it 
is ; just the proverb, one thief robs another. Wiiere 
the devil are all my old thieves ! Falstaff, that vil- 
lain, is so fat, he can not get on's horse ; but me- 
Ihinks Poins and Peto should be sfnring hereabouts. 

Sir John. How much is there on't,o'thy wordi 

K. Him. A hundred pound in angels, on my word. 
The time has been I would have done as much 
For tbee, if thou hadst past this way, as I 
Have now. 

Sir John. Sirrah, what art Ihoul thou seem'st a. 

.K. Sffi. I am no less ; yel apoot 
hast all my money. 

Sir John. From whence cam'st thou ? 

K.Hen. From the court at Ellbam. 

Sir John. Art thou one of the king's servants? 

K. Hen. Yes, that ! am, and one of his chamber. 

Sir John. I am glad thou'rt no worse : Ihou may'st 
the better spare thy money. I think thou might's! 
get a poor thief his pardon if he should have need. 

K. Hen. Yes, that I can. 

Sir Join. Wilt thou do so much for me, when I 
shall have occasion ) 

ST. Hen. Yes, faith wiU I, so it be for no murder. 

Sir John. Nay, I am a pitiflil thief; all the hurt I 
do a man, I take but his purse : I'll kill no man. 

K. Hen. Then, on my word, I'll do'l. 

Sir John. Give me Ihy hand on the same. 

K. Hen. There 'tis. 

Sir John. Methinks the king shonld be good to 
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thieves, because he hasbeennthief himself, although 
I think now he ha tmned a trne man. 

K. Hen. 'Fdlh, I hsTe heard, indeed, he has had 
an ill name that voy hi his youth : but how canst 
thou tell Ihal he has been a thief? 

Sir Jakn. How? hecanse ha once robbed me before 
I fell ID the trade mjself, when that foul Tillanous 
guts, that led him to all that roguery, was in his 
com]>an7 there ; that FalstaS'. 

K. Hea. [aside]. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou 
an hut even with him, now, I'll be sworn. Thou 
knowest not the king now, I, thinli, if thou sawest 

Sir John. Not I, i'faith. 

K. Hut. [aside] , So it should seem. 

Sfr John. Well, if old King Harry had lived, this 
king, that is now, had made thieving the best trade in 
England. 

K. Hea. Why so ) 

Sir John. Beeause he was the chief warden of our 
company. It's pity that e'er he should hate been a 
king, he was so brave a thief. Butj sirrah, wilt re- 
member my pardon, if need he i 

K. Hm. Yes, faith, will I. 

Sir John. Wilt thoa?welI, then, because thou shalt 
go safe, for thou may'st hap (being so early) be met 
with again before thou come to Southwark, if any 
man when he should bid thee good morrow, bid Ihse 
stand, say thou but Sir John, and they will let thee 

K. Hen. Is that the word ? then let me alone. 

Sir John. Nay, sirrah, because 1 think, uideed, I 
shall have some occasion to use thee, and as thou 
comest oft this way, I may light on theo another time, 
not knowing thee, here, I'll break this augel; take 
thou half of it; this is a token betwixt thee and me. 

K. Hen. God-a-mercy : fereweil. ■ [ExU. 

Sir John. 0, my&ie golden slaves .' here's for thee, 
wench, i'faith. Now, Doll, we will revel inourbever,' 
tliis is a tythe pig of my vicarage. God-a-merey, 
neighbor Shooter's Hill, you ha' paid your tythe hon- 
estly. Well, I hear there is a company of rebels up 
gainst the khig, got together in Ficket-Eeld, near 
Holbom, BJid »s it is thought, here in Xent, the king 
will be Uiere to-night in his own person, Well, I'll 
to the king's camp, and it shall go hard, if there be 
any doings, but I'll make some good boot among 
them. [Eieiiii!. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE i.~A Field near London. King Hehhv'i 



f. Hen. My lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 
Who scouts it now? or who stand senlinels) 
What men of worth i what lords do walk the round 1 

Sujf. May't please your highness — 

K. Hen. Peace, no more of that : — 
The king's asleep, wake not his majesty, 



Khigs do not use to watch themselves ; they sleei 
And let rebellion and conspiracy 
Kevel and havoc in the commonwealth. 
Is London looked unto I 

JIubJ. His, my lord: 

Your noble uncle, Eieter, is there, — 
Your brother Gloster, and my lord of Warwick ; 
with the mayor and the aldermen, 
lard the gates, and keep good rule within, 
larl of Cambridge and Sh Thomas Grey 
Do walk the round ; Lord Scroop and Butler soou 
[hough it please your majesty tc " 



fast and dim 



and dinner. Tlie term la now used amone ham 
other laborers. H is s, oios! between meals. 
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SI. Jfen. I thank ye, lords ; 

That I have been a perfect night-walker. 

, is safely looked unto. 

And the lord Cobham, Sir John Oldcastle, 
Quiet in Kent. Acton, yon are deceived : 
Reckon again ; you count without your host. 

you shall give account to us ; 
Till when, my Mends, this long, cold winter's night, 
How can we spend ? King Harry is asleep, 
And all his lords ; these garments tell us so ; 
AU friends at football, fellows all in field. 

irry, and Dick, and George. Bruig us a drum, 
te us square dice ; we'll keep this court of guard, 
r all good fellows' companies that come. 
Where's that mad priest ye told me was in arms 
To fight, as well as pray, if need required ? 

Svff. He's in the camp, and if he know of this, 
I undertake he would not long be hence. 
ST. Hen," Trip Dick, trip Gaoi^o. [Here] I must 

What do we play at ?» 

Suff. Passage,' if ye please. 

Hunt. Set round, then : so ; at all. 

K. Hen. George, you are out. 

Give me the dice ; — I pass for twenty pound ; — 
Here's to our lucky passage into Franco. 

Hunt. Harry, you pass, indeed, for you sweep all. 

Suff. A sign King Harry shall sweep all in France. 
EnterSii Jokk o/Wrotham. 

Sir John. Edge ye, good fellows; take a ftesh 
gamester in. 

K. Hen. Master parson, we play nothing but gold T 

Sir John. And, fellow, I tell thee that the priest 
hath gold, gold ) what! ye are but beggarly soldiers 
to me ; 1 think I have more gold than all you three. 

H'unl, It may be so, but we believe it not. 

K Hen. Set, priest, set : I pass for all that gold. 

Sir John. Ye pass, indeed. 

K. Hen. Priesl, hast any more? 

Sir John, More? what a question's that ? 
I tell thee, I have more than all you three. 

K. Hen. I wonder how Ihou comest by all this gold. 
How many benefices hast thou, priest ? 

2 This sentence, in the old copies, fs given to Huntington. 

3 Paisags was a game ac toblea— so Stcevenn. But this 
tells us nottiine. Passnge wss a game at dice, played with 
three dice, and with on& two persons. The caster throwa 
continually till he baa tbrawn cbublels imder ten, irnd then 



, Google 



ACT IV.— SCENE I. 



105 



SirJohn. 'failhjbuiona. Dost womjerhowlcome 
by gold! I wonder ratter how poor soldiers should 
have gold : for I'll tell thee,good feUow, we have ev- 
try daytilhcBiofferii^EjcbrisleiimgE, weddings, buri- 
als ; and you poor snakes coma seldom to a booty, 
I'll speak a proud word: I hare but one parsonage; 
Wrolham; 'tis better than the bishopric of Roches- 
ter i there's ne'er a hill, heath, nor down, in aU Kent, 
but 'tis in my parish ; Barrham«Iown, Cobham-down, 
Rad's-hill, Wrotham-hill, Blaqfc.heath, Cocks'-beath, 
r,irchen-wood — all pay mB lithe. Gold, quoth-a ? ye 
pass not for that. 

Suff. Harry, you are out ; now, parson, shake the 

Sir John. Set, set; I'll corer yojat all. A plague 
on't, I am out ; the devil, aud dice, and a wench; who 
will trust Ihera ? 

STiff. Say'stthouso,priest? setfair;atallfori 

X. Hen. Out, air ; pay all. 

Sir John. Sir, pay me angel gold ; 

I'll none of your cracked French crowns nor pistole is. 
Pay me fair angel gold, as I pay you. 

K. Hen, No craclced French crowns [do you say] ? 

More cracked French crowns ere long. 

Sir John,, Thoumean'st of Fronchmen's crowns, 
when the king's in France. 

Jiimt. Set round ; al all. 

Sir John. Pay all ; this is some luck; 

K. Hen. Give me the dice ; 'tis I must shrod the 
priest. At all, Sir John. 

Sir John. The devil and all is yours. At that. 
'Sdeath ! what casting's this ? 

Saff. Well thrown, Harry, i'failh. 

^- -H™. I'll cast belter yet. 

Sir John. Then I'll be hanged. Sirrah, hast thou 
not given thy soul to the devil for casting ! 

K. Hen. I pass for alL 

^ Sir Jiihn. Thou passest all that e'er I played with- 
Sirrah, dost thou not cog, nor foist, nor slurr t [al : 

K. Hen. Set, parson , set ; the dice die in my hand. 
When, parson, when? what, can ye find no more i 
Already dry 1 was't you bragged of your store ? 

Sir Jokn. All's gone but that. 

Bunl. What, half a broken angel ? 

Sir John. Why, sa, 'tis gold, 

S. Hen. Yea, and I'll cover it. 

Sir John. The devil give ye good on't 1 I am blind. 
You have blown me up. 

K. Hen. Nay, tarry, priest ; you shall not leave us 
Do not these pieces fit each other well f [yet : 

Sir Join. What if they do ? 

K Hen, Thereby begins a tale : — 

There was a thief, in face much like Sir John, 
But 'twas not he — that thief was all in green- 
Met me last day on Black-heath, near the park ; 
With him a woman, I was all alone 
And weaponJesa ; my boy had all my tools. 
And was before, providing ma a boat. 
Short tale to make, Sir John — the tluef, I mean — 
Took a just hundred pound in gold from me. 
I stormed at it, and swore to be revenged 
If e'er we met ; he, like a lusty thief, 
Brake with his teelh this angel just hi two, 
To be a taken al our meeting next, 
Provided I should charge no officer 
To apprehend him, but at weapon's point 



Recover that, and what he had beside. 
Well met, Sh; John ; betake ye to your lools, 
By torchlight ; for, master parson, you are he 
That had my gold. 

Sir John. 'Zounds '. I won It in play, in fair squnra 
play, of the keeper of Eitham-park ; and that I will 
maintain with this poor whyniatd. Be you two hon- 
es! men to stand and look upon us and let us alone, 
and neither part! 

K. Hen. Agreed ; I charge ye do not hudge a foot. 
Sir John, have at ye .' 

Sir Juftn. Soldier, 'ware your sconce. 

-Is they are preparing to engai;e, enter B(tti.eh, a,nd 

draws ftij simrd to part them. 

But. Hold, villain, hold ! My lords, what do ye 
To see a traitor draw against the king ? [mean, 

SirJohn. Thekiug? God's will ! I'minaproper 

K.Hen. Butlar, what news? why dost thou trouble 

But. Please it, your majesty, it is break of day. 
And as I scouted near to Islington, 
The gray-eyed morning gave me glimmering 
Of armSd men coming down Highgate-hiU, 
Who, by their course, are coastu^ hitherward. 

ff. Hen. Let us withdraw, my lords ; prepare our 
To charge the rebels, if there be such cause, [troops 
For Ibis lewd priest, this devilish hypocrite, 
That is a, thief, a gamester, and wliat not, 
Let him be hanged up for esampie's sake. 

Sir John. Not so, my gracious sovereign, I con- 
fess I am a trail man — flesh and blood as other are ; 
but set my imperfections aside, ya have not a taller 
man, nor a truer subject to the crown and state, ihan 
Sir John of Wrotham is. 

K. Hen. Will a true subject rob his king ? 

SirJohn. Alas! 'twas ignorance and want, my gra- 

K. Hen. 'Twas want of grace. Why, you should 
To season others wilh good document ; [be as salt 
Your lives, as lamps to give the people hght ; 
As shepherds, not as wolves to spoil the fiock : 
Go hang him, Butler. 

Bat. Didst thou not rob me ? 

Sir Join, I must confess I saw some of your gold ; 
but, my dread lord, I Emi in no humor for death ; God 
wills that sinners live ; do not you cause me to die. 
Once in their lives the best may go astray, 
And if Ihe world say true, yourself, my liege, 
Have been a thief. 

K. Hen, I do confess I have. 

But I repent and have reclaimed myself. 

Sir Joloi. So will I do, if you will give me lime. 

K. Hen. Wilt thou T My lords, will you be sure- 

Hiini. That, when he robs again, he shall be hanged. 

Sir John. I ask no more. 

K. Hen. And we will grant thee that. 

Live and repent, and prove an honest man ; 
Which, when I hear, and safe return item France, 
I'll give thee living: till when, take thy gold, 
But spend it belter than at cards or wine. 
For better virtues fit thai coat of Ihlne. 

Sir John, Vivai rei, tt curral lex. My liege, if ye 
have cause of battle, ye shall see Sir John bcslirhim- 
self in your quarrel. [E^eutit, 
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Alarum. Enter King Henry, Suffolk, HumrnGToN ; 
Sir John Jmsing in Acton, Beverlev, and MuR- 

K. lien. Bring in those tt^tors, whose aspiring 
Thought lo have triumphed in our OTerlhrow. [minds 
Hut now ye see, base villains, vhat success 
Attends iJl actions wroogfully attempted. 
Sir Roger Acton, thou retain'st the name 
Of knight, and shoiJdst he more discreetly tempered 
Than join with peasants j gentry is divine, 
But thou hast made it more than popular. 

Aclm. Psrdon, mylord; my conscience urged me 



en. Thy 



then thy ci 



For in thy conscience thou art bound to ns, 
And in tliy conscience thou shouldst love :hy country ; 
Else whafs the afference betwixt a Chrisliaa 
And the uncivil manners of the Turk! 

Ben. We meant no hurt unto your majesty, 
But reformation of religion. 

X.ifen. Reform reli^on? was it that you sought ! 
I pray who gave you that authority) 
Belike, then, we do hold the sceptre vp, 
And sit within the throne but for a cipher. 
Time was, good subjects would make known their 
And pray amendment, not enforce the same, ferief, 
Unless their Idng were tyrant ; which I hope 
You can not justly say that Harry is. 
What is that other 1 

Suff. A malt-man, my lord. 

And dwelling in Dunstable, as he says. 

K. Hm. Sirrah, what made you leave your barley- 
To come In armor thus against your king ? [broth, 

Mur. Fie I paltry, paltry, lo and fro, in and out up- 
on occasion, what a world is this .' I^ghthood, my 
liege j 'Iwss knighthood brought me hither ; they told 



Trapped all in costly furniture, and meant 

To wear these spin's when yon were knighted once ! 

JUur. In and out upon occasion, I did. 

K. Hm. In and out upon occa^on, therefore, 
You shall he hanged, and in Ihe stead of wearing 
These spurs npon your heels, about your neck 
They shall bewray your folly to the world. 

Sir John. In and out upon occasion, that goes hard. 

Mur, Fie! paltry, paltry, to and fro. Good my 
liege, a pardon ; I am sorrj for my Ihult, 

K. Hen. That comes too late : but tell me, went 
Beside Sir Roger Acton, upon whom [there none 
You did depend lo be your governor i 

Mw, None, rny lord, but Sir John Oldcastle. 

K. Hen. Bears he a part in this conspiracy ? 

Aeloa. Wo looked, my lord, that he would meet us 

K-Hen. But did he promise you that he would 
Acton. Such letters we received forth of Kent. 

Ertier llie Biikop of Rochester. 
Siah. Where is my lord the liing! Health to your 



Esamining, my lord, some of these rebels, 
It is a general voice among them all, 
That they had never come into this place. 
But io have met their valiant general. 
The good Lord Cobham, as they title him; 
Whereby, my lord, your grace may now perceive 
His treason is apparent, which before 
He sought to color by his flattery. 

K. Hen. Now, by my royalty, I would have sworn, 
But for his conscience, which I bear withal. 
There had not lived a more true-hearted subject. 

Bish. It is but counterfeit, my gracious lord. 
And therefore may it please your majesty 
To set your hand unto this precept here, 
By which we'll cause him forthwith to appear. 
And answer this by order of the law. 

K. Hen. Not only that, but take commission 
To search, attach, imprison, and condemn, 
This most notorious traitor as you please. 

Bish. It shall be done, my lord, without delay. 
So now I hold. Lord Cobham, in my hand. 
That which shall finish thy disdained life. 

[Afide and exit. 

K. Ken. I think the iron age begins but now. 
Which leara6d poets have so often tai^ht, 
Wherein there is no credit to be given 
To either words, or looks, or solemn oaths : 
For if there were, how often hath he sworn. 
How gently tuned the music of his tongue, 
And with what amiable ft,ce beheld he me, 
When all, God knows, was but hypocrisy I 

Enter CoEHAM, 

Cob. Long life and prosperous reign unto my lord '. 

K.Hen. Ah! villain, canst thou wish prosperity. 
Whose heart in cludeth naught but treachery? 
I do arrest thee hero myself, false knight. 
Of treason capital against the state. 

CoS. Of treason, mighty prince ? your grace rnis- 

r hope it is but in the way of mirth. 

K. Hen. Thy neck shall feel it is in earnest shortly! 
Dar'st thou intrude into our presence, knowing 
How heinonsly thou hast offended us ? 
But this is thy accustomed deceit. 
Now, thou paroelvest thy purpose is in vain, 
With soma excuse or other thou wilt come 
To dear thyself of this rebellion, 

Coh. Rebellion, good my lord ? I know of none. 

K. Hm. If you deny it, here is evidence ; 
Sea you these men ? You never counselled 
NoroiTered them assistance in their wars? 

Cob. Speak, ^s; not one, but all: I crave no favor ! 
Have ever I been conversant with you t 
Or written letters to enoour^e you } 
Or kindled but the least or smallest part 
Of this your late unnatural rebellion ! 
Spealt, for I dare the uttermost you can. 

Mur. In and out upon occasion, I know you not. 

X. Hen. No ? didst thou not say thai Su' John Old- 
Was one with whom you purposed to have met ? 

Mur. True, I did say so, but in what respect I — 
Because I heard it ivas reported so. 

K. Hen. Was there no other argument but that ? 

Aclon. To clear my conscience ere I die, my lord, 
I must confess we have no other ground, 
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But only rumor to accuse lliis lord, 
Which now i sec was merely fabulous, 

K.Hen, The more pernicious you to taint him, then, 
Whom you kaniv was not faulty, yea or no. 

Cob. Let this, my lord, which I pres^at your grnce, 
Speak for my loyalty. Read these articles. 
And then give sentence of my life or death. 

" " Earl Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, cor. 



With 






m Charl 



My death by treason ! Is'l possible 1 

Cob, There Is the platform — and Iheir hands, my 
Each severally sabscribed to lie same. [lord, 

JC. Hen. Oh, never.heard-of, base logi'atUude I 
Even those I hi^ within my bosom most, 
Are readiest evermore to sting my heart. 
Pardon me, Cobham, I have done thee wroi^ ; 
Herealler I will live to make amends. 
Is, then, their time of meeting so near at hand! 
We'll meet with them but little for their ease, 
If God permit. Go, take these rebels hence : 
J.et them have manial law ; but as for thee. 
Friend to thy king and country, still be fVee \ 

[Exeant King Hensv and Cosiiadi. 

Mur. Be it more or less, what a world is this .' 
Would I had continued still of Ihe order of knaves, 
■ sought knigblhi 



ir Roger 






nay than 



you for 



all. 



lo late to have it remedied, 
I pr'ytheB, Murley, do not ui^o me with it. 

ffunt. Will you away, and make no more lo-do ! 

Mur. Fie ! paltry, paltry, to and fro, as occasion 
seiTes ; if you be so hasty, take my place. 

Hant. No, good sir knight, e'en take il for yourself. 

MuT. ! could be glad to give my betters place. 






be opeolngEcr 



oftheliflh— ,, ..-,— ^. 

Cobhsm Brie jted by the bishop before having Bssisted et the 
delecfion of the conspiratorH, I have transpoaed several of 



A present sitting of the council, wherein 
I will pretend some matter of such weight, 
As needs must have his royal company ; 
And so despatch hun in his council-chaniber. 

Com. Tush I yet I hear not anything to purpose. 
I wonder that Lord Cobham stays so long ; — 
His counsel in this case would much avail us. 

Scroop. What, shall we rise thus, and determine 

[ TJe King fliiiiflnces -a^h Im Lords, 
K. Hen. That were a shame, indeed ; no, sit again, 
And you shall have my counsel in this case. 
If you can find no way to kill the king. 
Then you shall see how I can furnish ye. 
Scroop's way, by poison, was indifferent. 
But yet, being bedfellow to the king. 
And unsuspected, sleeping in his bosom. 
In mme opinion that's the likefier way ; 
For such Mse (Mends are able to do much, 
And silent night is treason's fittest fiicud. 
Now, Cambridge, in his settii^ hence for France, 
Or by the way, or as he goes aboard. 
To do the deed — that was indifferent too. 
But somewhat doubtful. 
Marry, Lord Grey came very near the pohit — 
To have the king at council, and there murder him. 
As Caesar was among his dearest fiiends. 
Tell me, oh tell me, you bright honor's stains, 
For which of aU my kindnesses to you 
Are ye become thus traitors to your king. 
And France must have the spoil of Harry's life ? 
All. Oh I pardon ns, dread lord. 
K.IIen. How! pardon yel that were a sin indeed. 
Dri^ thom to death, which justly they deserve ; 
And France' shall dearly buy this villany, 
So soon as we set footing on her breast. 
God have the praise for out deliverance \ — 
And next, out thanks. Lord Cobham, unto thee. 
True, perfect mirror of nobility. {Exeunt. 



£nj«- (LtuBiuDoE, Scroop, and Gbev. They til doum 
at a Table. Khig Henkv, Coehau, aadolher Lords, 
lislemng at the door. 

Cam. In mine opinion. Scroop hath well advised : 
Poison will be the only aptest mean, 
And fittest for our purpose, to despatch him. 

Grey. But yet (here may be doubt hi the delivery ; 
Harry is wise, and therefore, earl of Cambridge, 
I judge that way not so convenient. 

SCTOop. What think ye, then, of this ? I am his 
And unsuspected n^htly sleep with him. [bedfellow, 
What if I venture in those silent hours. 
When sleep hath sealfid up all mortal eyes. 
To murder him in bed 1 How lilie ye that ? 

Cam. Herein consists no safely for yourself, 
And you disclosed, what shall become of us ? 
But this day, as ye know, he will aboard — 
The wind's so fair — and set away for Frajice : 
If, as he goes, or entering in the ship, 
It might be done — then were it excellent. 

Grey. Why, any of these, or if you will, I'll cause 



BisTi. I tell ye, lady, 'tis not possible 
But you should know where he conveys himself ; 
And you have hid him in some secret place. 

Lady Cob, My lord, believe me, as I have a. soul, 
I know not where my lord, my husband, is. 

Bish. Go to, go to ; yon are a heretic. 
And will be forced by torture to confess, 
If (Sir means will not serve lo make you tell. 

Lady CoA, My husband is n noble gentleman, 
And need not hide himself for any fact 
That e'er I heard of; therefore wrong him not. 

Sisb. Your husband is a dangerous schismatic, 
Traitor to God, the iiing, and commonwealth ; 
And therefore. Master Cromer, sheriff of Kent, 
I charge yon take her lo your custody. 
And seii:e the goods of Sir John Oldcastle 
To the king's use : let her go in no more. 
To fetch so much as her apparel out ; 
There is your warrant from his majesty. 

Lord War. Good my lord bishop, pacify your wrath 
Against the lady. 
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Bish. Then let hor confess 

Where OWoastle, her husband, is concealed. 

Lord War. I dare ei^ge mine honor and :ny life, 
Poor geadewomiu], she is ignorant 
And innocent of all his practices 
If an; evil by him tie ptaclised. 

BM. If, my lord warden ? Hay, then I charge you 
That all the cinqoe-ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he escape us not. 
Show him his highness' warrant, master sheiiS". 

T^ird (Par. I am sorry for the nohle gentleman. 

Bish, Peace ! here he comes ; now do your office, 

Enter Cobkah and Hakfool. 

Cob. Harpool, what business have we here in hand ? 
What makes the bishop and the sheriff here ? 
I fear my coming home is dangerous : 
I would I had not made snch haste to Cowling. 

fiitr. Be of good cheer, my lord : if they be foes, 
We'll scramble shre wdiy with the m; iflheybetViends, 
They are welcome. 

Crom, Sir John Oldcastle, Lord Cobham, in the 
king's name, I arrest you of high-treason. 

Cob. Treason, Master Cromer? 

Har. Treason, master sheriff? what treason! 

Cob. Harpool, I charge thee stir not, but be quiet. 
Do ye arrest me of treason, master sheriff? 

Biah. Tea, of h^h-tteason, traitor, heretic .' 

Cob, Defiance in his face that calls me so ! 
I am a loyal gentleman ; as true 
Unto his highness as my proudest enemy. 
The king shall witness my late fiiithful serrice, 
For safety of hie sacred majesty. 

Bisk. What thou art, the king's hand shall testify ! 
Show him, lord warden. 

Cob. Jesu defend me J 

Is't possible your cunning could so temper 
The princely disposition of his mind, 
To sign the damage of a loyal subject? 
Well, the best is, it bears an antedate. 
Procured by my absence and your malice. 
But I, amce that, have aho-wed myself as true 
As any churchman that dare challenge me. 
Let me be brought before his majesty ! 
If he acquit me not, then do your worst. 

Biah. We aro no( bound to do kind offices 
For any traitor, schismatic, or heretic : 
The king's band is our warrant for our work, 
Who is departed on his way for France, 
And at Southampton doth repose this n^hl. 

Har. that thou and I were within twenty miles 
of it, on Salisbury plain ! I would lose ray head if 
Ihou brought'st thy head hither again. lAside. 

Cob, My lord warden o' the cinque-ports, and lord 
of Rochester, ye are joint commissioners : favor me 
BO nmch on my expense, to bring me to the king, 

Bish. What, to Southampton 1 

Cob. Thither, my good lord ; 

And if he do not clear me of all guilt. 
And all suspicion of conspiracy. 
Pawning his princely warrant for my truth — 
I ask no favor, but eitremest torture. 
Bring me, or send me to him, good my lord ; 
Good ray lord warden, master sheriff, entreat, 

[ They both eal,-eat for him. 
Come hither, lady ; nay, sweet wife, forbear 



To heap one sorrow on another's neck. 
'Tis grief enough falsely to be accused, 
And not permitted to acquit myself: 

; thou, with thy kind, respective tears, 
Torment thy husband's heart that bleeds for Ihee, 
But be of comfort. God hath help in store 
For those that put assured (rust in him. 
Dear wife, if they commit me to the Tower, 
Come np to London to your sister's house ; 
That, being near me, you may comfort me. 
One solace find I settled in my soul — 

" I free from treason's very thought : 
Only my conscience, for the gospel's salie, 
"s cause of all the troubles I sustain. 

Lady Cob. 0,my dear lord, what shall betide of us! 
You to the Tower, and I turned out of doors ; 
Our substance seized unto his highness' use. 
Even to the garments 'longing to our backs. 

JfiJT. Patience, good madam, things at worst will 

And if they do not, yet our lives may end, 

Bish. Urge it no more ; for if an angel spake, 
I swear by sweet Saint Peter's blessed keys. 
First goes he to the Tower, then to the stake ! 

Crom. Bu^ by your leave, this warrant doth not 
To imprison her. [stretch 

Bish. No, turn her out of doors. 

Even as she is, and lead him to the Tower, 
With guard enough, for fear of rescuing, 

Lmly Cob. God requite thee, thou blood-thirsty 

Cob, May it not he, my lord of Rochester ? — 
Wherein have I incuiTed your hate so far 
That my appeal unto the king's denied ! 

Bish. No hate of mine, but power of holy church, 
Forbids all favor to false heretics. 

Co6. Your private malice, more than public power. 
Strikes most at me ; but with my life it ends. 

Har. [aside]. O that 1 had the bishop in that fear 
That once I had his sunnier — by ourselves ! 

My lord, yet grant one suit unto us ail, 
That this same ancient servingman may wait 
Upon my lord, his master, in the Tower. 

Bisk. This old iniquity, this heretic, 
That, in contempt of our church discipline, 
Compelled my sumner lo devour his process ! 
Old ruffian past-grace, upstart schismatic. 
Had not the king prayed us to pardon you, 
You had fried for't, you grizzled heretic ! 

Har, 'Sblood ! my lord bishop, you wrong me ; I 
am neither heretic nor puritan, but of the old church. 
I'll swear, driidt ale, kiss a wench, go to mass, eat 
fish all Lent, and fast Fridays with cakes and wine, 
fruit and spicery; — shrive me of my old sins afor« 
Easter, and begin new before Whitsuntide. 

Crorn. A merry, mad, conceited knave, my lord. 

Bar, That knave was simply put upon the bishop- 

Bisk, Well, God foi^ive him, and I pardon him : 
Let him attend his master in the Tower, 
For I in charity wish hia soul no hurt, 

Co*. God bless my soul from such cold charity ', 

'-■-\. To th' Tower with him ; and when my leisure 
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Look, my lord warden, a 

The sheriff, perform his office. 
Lord War. Ay, my lord, 

[ExemU Lord Warden, Croher, and Lord Coshak. 
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Enter,f!viB Lord Cobham's Home, Sumner vMh Books. 

Bish. Wlalbring'st thou here? what!— books of 
lieresy f 

Sum. Yea, my iord, here's not a Latin book, 
No, not so much as Our Lady's psalter ; 
Here's the Slblt, the Talament, the Paahaa m metre, 
The Skk Man's Salve, the Treosta-y of Gladness— 
A12 English ; no, not so much but the ahnanac's Eng- 
lish. 

Bisk. Away with them! to the fire with them, 
Now fia upon these upstart herelioe '■ |CIun ! 

All Engli^ ! bum them, burn them quickly, Clun ! 

Har. But do not, sumner, as you'll answer it ; for 
I have there English boohs, my lord, Ihat I'll not 
part willial for your bishopric : BciiiJ qf Hioaploii, 
Owlglass, the Friar and Ihe Boy, Ellea of Etmvmmg, 
Robin Hood,^ and other such godly stories, which, if 
ye bum, by this flesh I'll make ye dnnk their ashes 
in Saint Marge t's ale. [Exeant flisiopqf Roohesteh, 
Lady Coehau, Hirfool, and Sumner. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. — TAB entrance of the Tower. 
Enter the Bishop of Rochesteb, ollaided. 

1 Sere. Is it your honor's pleasure we shall stay, 
Or come back in the ailerooon to fetch you ? 

Bish. Now have ye brought me here unto (he Tow- 
You may go back unto the porter's lodge, [er. 

Where, if 1 have occasion lo employ you, 
I'll send some ofScer to call you lo me. 
Into the dty go not, I command you; 
Perhaps I may have present need to use you. 

3 Sera. We will attend your honor here without. 

3 Sere. Come, we may have a quart of wine at the 
Rose at Barking,and come ba.ck an hour before he'll go. 

1 Serti. We must hie us, then. 

3 Sn-D. Let's away. [Exeunt. 

Bish. Ho, master lieutenant ! 

Enter Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Lieut. Who calls there? 

Bish. A tViend of yours. 

Lieut. My lord of Rochester ! your honor's Wel- 

Bisk. Sir, here is my warrant from the council. 
For conference with Sir John Oldcastle, 
Upon some matter of great consequence. 

Lieal. Ho. Sir John! 

Hot. [uMhin]. Who calls there ? 

Lieut. Harpool, tell Sir John, my lord of Rochester 
Comes from the council to confer with him. 
I think you may as safe without suspicion 
As any man in England, as I hear. 
For it was you most labored his commitment. 

Bish. 1 did, and naught repent it, 1 assure you. 
Enter Lord Coeham and Harpodi.. 

Master lieutenant, I pray you, give us leave, 
I must confer here with Sir John a little. 
Heat. With all my heart, my lord. [Ei. Lieut. 
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Har. [aside']. My lord, be ruled by r 
While it is offered, and, upon my life [occasion. 

Your lordship will escape. 

Cob. No more, I say; 

Peace, Jest ho should suspect it. 

Bish. Shjohn, 

I come to you from the lords o' the council 
To tnowif you do yet recant your errors. 

Cob. My lord ot Rochester, on good advice, 
I see my error ; but yet understand me ; 
I mean not error In the fiiith I bold. 
But error in submitting lo your pleasure. 
Therefore, your lordship, without more ado. 
Must be a means to help me to escape. 

Bisk. What mean'st thou, heretic T 
Dar'st thou but lift thy hand against my calling! 

Cob. No, not to hurl you for a thousand pound. 

Har. Nothing but to borrow your upper garment a 
little ; not a woid more ; peace, for waking the chil- 
dren. There, put them on ; desjiatch, my lord ; the 
window that goes out into the leads is sure enough: 
as for you, I'll bhid you surely in the inner room. 

[CfliTies the Bishop in, and retunit. 

Cob, This is well begun ; God send us happy speed. 
Hard shift you see men make In time of need. 

[Puis on the Bishop's cloak. 



Re: 



I Ser7aats. 



the Bishop ef Boc 

1 Serv. I marcel that my lord should slay so long. 

S Seni. He hath sent to seek us, I dare lay my hfe. 

3 Serv. We come in good time \ see where he is 
coming. 

Bar. I beseech you, good my lord of Rochester, 
Be favorable to my lord and master. 

Cob. The inner rooms be very hot and close, 
I do not like (his air here in the Tower. 

Har. His case is haid, my lord.— You shall safely* 
get out of the Tower, but I will down upon them ; in 
which time get you away. Hard under Islington wait 
my coming ; I will bring my lady ready with horses 
to got hence. [Aside.] 

Cob. Fellow, go back again unto thy lord. 
And counsel him. — 

Hot. Nay, my good lord of Rochester, 
I'll bring you lo St. Alban's, through the woods, 

Cob. Villain, away. 

Har. Nay, since I am past the Tower's Eberty, 
You part not so. [He draws. 

Cob. Clubs, clubs, clubs. 
1 Serv. Murlher, murlher, murther. 

[ They set upon Hahpool. 






with him 



Har. Out, you cowardly rogues. [Cobbam escapes. 
Enter Lieutenant of the Tower, and Warder. 

Lieut. Who is so bold as dare to draw a sword 
So near unto the entrance of the Tower ! 

1 Serv. This ruffian, servant lo Sir Tohn Ollcastle, 
Was like to have slain my lord. 

Lieut, Lay hold on him. 

Har, Stand off, if you love your puddings 
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£ish. [u.Ttlim]. Help, help, help, master lieutenant ; 
help! 



Tower. 
Upon my life ; — look hi ; who's tlial who calls ? 

[Bitf one qf the Wardors tdlhin, and TS-enler 
with the Bishop b/Rochesteu, bonnd. 
Lieul. Wilhout your doak, my lord of Rochester? 
Har. There, now I seeilworlts; thenlet mo speed. 
For iiow's Ihe fittest time lo 'scape away. 

{ExU Hahtooi. 
Litul, Why do you look soghastly and affrighted? 
Bisk. Oldcastle, that foul traitor and his man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Tooli, bound, and slript me, as you see ma now. 
And left me lying in this inner chamber ; — 
And so departed. 

1 Sen!. And I 

Liaa. And you now say that the lord Cobham's 
Did here set on you, like to murder yon ? [man 

1 Serv, And so hs did.. 

Biah. It was upon his master then he did, 
That, hi the brawl, the traitor migjit escape. 
Ijeul, Where is this HarpooJ ? 

2 So'v. Here he was, even now. 
Lieut. Fled I — Where?can you teU? 
Bish. They are both escaped >. 

Lieat. Since it so happens that he is escaped, 
I am glad you are a witness of the same ; 
It might have else been laid unto my charge. 
That I had been consenting to the fact. 

Search shall be made for him with expedition. 
The haven's laid tlial he shall not escape, 
And hue and C17 continue throi^hout England, 
To find this damii6d, dangerous heretic. [Erf uni. 



SCENE n.—A . 
Enter Sir Johi 



ligh Soad near St. Alban's. 
of Wrotham, and Doll. 



Sir John. Come, Doll, come i be merry, wench. 
Farewell, Kent ; we are not for thee. Be lusty, my 
lass. Come! for Lancashire. We must nip the 
bimg,i for these crowns. 

Doll. Why, is nil the gold spent aheady, that you 
had Che other day ? 

Sir John. Gone, Doll, gone ; flown, spent, vanished; 
the dBTil, drinlt, and dice, hare devoured all. 

Soil. You might have left me in Kent, till you had 
been better provided. 

Sir John. No, Doll, no ; Kent's too hot, Doll, Kent's 
too hot; theweathercodt of Wrotham will crow no 
longer ; we have plucked him ; he has lost his feath- 
ers ; — I have pruned him t>are ; left him thrice ; he 
is moulted ; he is moulted, wench. 

HoU. I might have gone to service, again; old 
Master Harpooi told me he would provide me a mis- 
Sir Join, Peace, Doll, peace; come, mad wench, 
111 mahe thee au honest woman ; we'll into Lanca- 
shire to our friends ; the truth is, I'll marry thee ; WB 
want but a little money, and money we will have, I 
warrant thee ; stay, who comes here ? some Irish 
villain, methinks, that has slain a man, and now is 
rifling of Mm. Stand close, Doll ; we'll sea the end. 



1 BuBg- 



L pickpocket 



Iriik. Alas, poe master, Sir Richard Lee ; be St. 
Patrick, I'se rob and cut dy trote, for dy shain, and 
dy mony, nnd dygold ring. Be me truly, I'se love de 
well, but now dow be kill, dow be bastelys knave. 

Sir John. Stand, surah, what art thou ! 

Sir John. Sirrah, sirrah, you're a damned rogue; 
youhavekiliedamanhere, and rifled him of all that 
he has. 'Sblood, you rogne, deliver, or I'll not leaie 
you so much as a hair above your shoulders, you 
whoraon Irish dog. [Ro6s him. 

Irish. We's me ! Be St. Pntrick, I'se kill my mes- 
ter for his shain and his ring, and now's be rob of all. 
He's undo. 

Sir John. Avaunt, you rascal ; go, sirrah ; be waJk- 
ii^ ! Come, Doll, the devil laughs when one thief 
robs another. Come, wench, we'll to St. Alban's, and 
revel in our bower, my brave girl. 

Doll. 0, thou art old'Sir John, when all's done, 
i'fiiith. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III,- 



■t. Alban's. The Entrance of a 
Titer Host and Irislmian. 



Irish. 


Be me tro', mest 


r, I'eb poor 


riahman 


I'sowai 


thidging; I'se have 


nouiony;I'se 






oDdmesler,^vehu 


some meat ; I 




and tie 










'Faidi, fellow, I ha 


e no lodghig, b 


t what I 


keep fo 


my guests. As for 


meat, thou shal 


t have a^ 




there ia ; and if t 


ou wilt lie in 


he bam 


there's 




enoi^h. 




Irish 


I'se tank my meste 


, heartily. 




Host. 


Ho, Robin 1 








Enter Roum. 




Robin 


.Who calls! 






Host. 


Show this poor Irishman to the ba 




sirrah. 






[E^nt 




infer Carrier 


and Kate. 





Car, Who's within, here!" who looks to the hor- 
ses? TIds heart, here's fine work: the hens in the 
maunger, and the hogs in the litter. A hots 'found 
you all ! here's a house well looked lo, i'fiiith. 

Kate. Mas gaff' Club, I'ae very cawd. 

Cor. Get in, Kate, get in to the flre, and warm thee. 
John Ostler ! 

Enter Ostler, 

Ost. What, gafler Club ! welcome lo Si, Alban's ! 
How do all our friends hi Lancashire ? 

Car. Well, God-a-mercy, John ! — How does Tom ? 
Where is he i 

Osll. Tom's gone from hence; he's at the Three 
Horse-loaves, at SlQuy-Stratford. Howdoes old Dick 
Dun? 

Cor. Uds heart, old Dun has bin moyr'd hi a slough 
in Bricfchill lane : a plague 'found it '■ yonder's such 



3 Wliat8"leBft8r"ia,not]od7canBayatlli 
willing to confess himaSfboQi,' that lie may ei 
heinous charge of murder. * Q 
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Qstl. Ud's heart J thief! 'a shall have one half peck 
of pease and oats more for that, as I am JohH Ostler i 
he has been ever as good a jade as ever Iravclled. 

Car. 'Faith, well said, old Jack ; thou art the old 

Ostl. Come, gafler Club, unload, unload, and get in 
to supper^ [Extunt. 

SCENE IV— r*e mnw. A Boom in the CarHfr'a Inn. 

Enter Host, Lord Cobham, imd Hahfooi. 

Host. Sir, you ate welcome lo this house, and to 
such as is here, with all my heart : but I feat your 
lodgiog will be the worst. I have but two beds, and 
they are both in one chamber, and the carrier and his 
daughter lie in the one, and you and your wife must 
lie in the other. 

C-ib. 'Failb, sh-, for myself I do not greatly press,' 
My wife is weaty, and would be at rest, 
For we have travelled very far to-day ; 
We must be content with such as you have. 

Host. Hut I can not telLwhat lo do with your man. 

Hiu-, What ? hast thou never an empty room in thy 
bouse for me? 

Host. Not a bed, in troth. There came a poor Irish- 
man, and I lodged bun in the bam, where he has liiii 
straw, although he have nothing else. 

Har. Well, mine host, 1 pry'lbee help me to a pair 
of clean sheets, and I'll ro lodge with him. 

Hosl. By the mass, thai (hou shait ; as good a pair 
of hempen sheets wore never laui in; come. [Exeunt. 



SCENE V.- 
Enler Mayor, 



The: 



Street. 
liable, and Watch. 
I searched the to 



Magm: What ! hav 

Con. Ail the town, sit ; we have not left a house 
unsearched that uses to lodge. 

Mayor, My lord of Rochester was then deceived, 
Or ill-informed of Sir John Oldcastle : 
Or, if he came this way, he's past the town ; 
He could not else have 'soaped you in the search. 

Con. The privy watch bath been abroad all night, 
And not a stranger lodgeth in the town 
But he is known ; only a lusty priest 
We found in bed with a young, pretty wench, 
That says she is his wife, yonder at the Shears -. 
But we have ohai^d the hosl with his forthcoming 
To-morrow momh^. 

Mapir. What think you best to do ? 

Con. Faith, roaster mayor, here's a few 
houses beyond the bridge, and a little inn, where 
tiers use to loc^, although I think surely he would 
nevet lodge thete : butwe'll go search, and the rather, 
because there came notice lo the town the last night 
nf an Irishman, that had done a murder, whom we 

Major, Come, then, I pray you, and be circum- 
spect. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI — The «m«. Sf/ore the Carrier'a Inn. 

Enter Constable and Officer. 









IHsh. Vat mpiter ! 

Mayor. Vat mester, you counterfeit rebel f This 
shall not serve your turn. 

Irish. Be Sent Palrich, 1 ha' no mester. 

Con. Where's the lord Cobham, Sir John Oldcastle, 
that lately escaped out of the Tower I 

Irish. Vat lott Cobham J 

Mayor. You countarfeil ; Ibis shall not servo you : 
we'll torture you ; we'll make youconfess where thai 
arch heretic is. Come, bind him fast. 

Irish, Ahone, ahone, ahone, a cree ! 

Con. Ahone! you crafty rascal i [Ejxunt. 

SCENE VII,— The same. The Yard of the Inn. 
Enter Lord Cobham, in his nightgouui. 

Coil. Harpool ! 
I hear a marvellous noise about the house : — 
God warrant us, I fear we are pursued ! 
What ! Harpool ! 

Hot. [MiiWin]. Who calls, there? 

Cob. 'Tis I! 

Dost Ihou not hear a noise about the house? 

Har. Yes, marry do I. Zounds, I can not find ray 
hose. This Irish rascal that lodged with me all 
night, halh stolen my apparel, and has left me noth- 
ing but a lousy mantle, and a pair of brogues. Gel 
up, get up ! 

And if the carrier and his wench be 'sleep. 
Change you with him, as hes halh done with me. 
And see if we can 'scape. [Exit Lord Coihah. 

SCENE VIII. — TA* some. Noises at intervals, about 
the House, Then enter Harfool, in the Irishman's 
appard, Me Mayor, Constable, and OfBcers, mecling 



Con. Stand close ; here comes the Irishman that did 
The murder; — by all tokens this is he '. 

Mayor, And perccivhig the house beset, would get 
Stand, sirrah ! [away. 

Har, What an thou that bidd'st me stand ? 

Con. I am the officer, and am come to search for 
An Irishman ; — such a villain as thyself ; — 
Thon'st murdered a man, this last night, by the high- 



Bar, 'i 



^blood, constable, a 



td? a 






yor. Sirrah, we'llGnd you an Irishman, befori 

■art. — Lay hold upon him. 

I. Make him fast ! Oh ! bloody rogue < 

{The Officers seize hi 

Enter Lord aniJ Lady Cobham, in JAs So5i!j 0/ (Ad Ci 
rier and his Daughter. 

Cob. What, will these ostlers sleep all day? 
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Good morrow, good morrow. Come, wench, come i 
Saddle, saddle ; now, afore God, two fair days, ha f 

Con. Who goes Ihere ? 

Mayar.O 'lislhe Lancashire carrier, let them pass. 
■ Co6. Whal, will oobody open us the gates herel 
Come, let's into stable lo looii to our capons. 

[Extant Lord and Lady Cobh«m. 

Car. [aUhin]. Host ! why, ostler! zooks ! here's 
snih ahominallon company of boys : A pox of this 
pigslye at the house end; it fills all the house full of 
fleas. Ostler, osllar ! 

Enter Oaller. 

Oslt. Who calls there ) what would you haye ? 

Car. [uTiWn] . Zooks ! do you rob your guests ? 
Do you lodge rogues, and slaves, and scoundrels, ha t 
They ha' stolen our clothes, here : why, ostler ? 

Oatl. A murrain choke you r what a bawling you 

^^^ ' Enter Host. 

Host. How now ? What would ttia carrier haTe ? 

Ostl. Theysaythemanand the woman that layby 
Ihem haue stolon Iheir clotties. 

Host. What, arc the strange folks up, that came in 
yeslemighl > 

Coo. What, mine host, up so early? 

Host. What, master mayor, and master constabk ? 

May. We are come to seek for some suspected per- 
Andsuchasherewefound have apprehended, [sons, 
Ettltr Carrier and Kme, in Lord and Lady Coihau'b 



This plac. 



. far remote fkim any path j 
hile our weary limbs may rest 
o take refreshing, free from the pursuit 
f envious Rochester. 
Lady Cob. But where, my lord. 

Shall we find rest for our disquiet minds? 
There dwell untamed thoughts that hardly st 
To such abasement of disdained ra^s : 

travel thus by n^ht, 
Especially on foot. 



Coi. 



Kom 



Extremities admit no better choice ; 
And, were it not for thee, say froward lime 
Imposod a greater task, I would esteem it 
As lightly as the wind that blows upon us. 
But, in thy sufferance, I am doubly tasked; — 
Thou wast not wont to have the earth thy stool, 
Nor the moist dewy grass thy pillow, nor 
Thy chamber [walls] to be the wide horizon. 

Lady Cob. How can it seem a trouble, having you, 
A partner with me, in the worst I feel? 
No, gentle lord, your preseoce would give ease 
To death itself, should he now seize upon me : 

[She products some bread and 
cheese and a bottle. 
Behold what my fores^ht hath undertaken 
For fear wo faint ; — these are but homely catcs; 
Yet, sauced with hunger, they may seem as sweet 
As greater dainties we were wont lo lasle. 

Cob. Praise be to Him, whose pleoty sends both 
And all things else our mortal bodies need < Jthis 
D this poor feeding, nor the slate 



Cob. Who comes here ? 

Cor. Who comes here? A plague 'found 
You bawl, quolh-a? odds heart, I'll forswear 
house : you lodged a fellow and his wife by us, that 
ha' run away with our 'parel, and left us such gew- 
gaws here '. Come, Kale ; come to me ; Ihou's diz- 
ard i'failh. 

Mayor. Mine host, know you this man ? 

Host. Yes, master mayor, I'll give my word for 
him. 
Why, neighbor Club, how comes this gear about ? 

Kale. Now a foul on'( ! I can not make this gew- 
gaw stand oninyhead. 

Co«. How came this man and woman thus attired T 

Host. Here came a man and woman hither this last 
Which I did take for substantial people, [night. 

And lodged all in one chamber by these folks : 
■ Methinks they have been so bold to change apparel. 
And gone away this morning ere these rose. 

lHayor. It was that traitor Oldcostle that thus 
Escaped us ; make hue and cry yet after him; 
Keep fest that trait'rous rebel, his servant there; 
Farewell, mine host. 

Car. Come, Kate Owdh^m, thou and I'sa trimly 

Kate. I'failh,neamClub,I'se wot ne'er what to do; 
I'sebesolloutedandsoshoutedat ;but,by themess, 
I'se cry. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX.~A FFood neor St. Alban's. 

'Enter Lord and Lady Cobham, diigaised. 

Cob. Come, madam, happily escaped. Here let us 






Weni 

Nay, under hi 

Ebbs not the sea, when it hath overflown f 

Follows not darkness, when the day is gone ! 

And see we not, sometimes, the eye of heaven 

Dimmed with o'er-flying clouds? There's not that 

Of careful nature, or of cunning art, (work 

How strong, how beauteous, or how rich it be, 

But falls in time to nun. Here, gentle madam, 

In this one draught, I wash my sorrow down. 

{Drinks. 

Lady Cob. And I, encouraged with your cheerful 
Will do the like. [speech, 

Cob. Pray God, poor Harpool come I 

If he should fall into the bishop's hands, 
Or not remember whore we bade him meet us, 
It were the thing of all things else, that now 
Could breed revolt in this new peace of mind. 

Lady Cob. Fear not, my lord, he's vritly to devise, 
And strong to execute a present shift. 

Cob. That Power be still his guide halh guided ns. 
My drowsy eyes wai heavy ; early rising. 
Together with the travel we have had, 
Makes me that I could gladly take a nap. 
Were I persuaded we might be secure. 

Lady Cob. Let that depend on me : whilst you do 
I'll walcb, Ihat no misfortune happen us. (sleep. 

Cob. I shall, dear wife, but too much trouble thee. 

Lady Cob. Urge not that ; 
My duly binds me, and your love commands. 
I would I had the skill, wilh tunSd voice, 
To draw on sleep with some sweet melody. 
Hot imperfection, and unaptnessi too, 

1 Tho impropiiely of drowing attention to Qieir place ol 
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Are both replant : fear insarts' the one, 
Tlie other naliire hath denied me Ui!e. 
But what (alk 1 of mesjis, to purchase that 
Ib fteety happened ! Sleep, with gentle hand, 
Bath shut his eyelids, 0, rictorious labor, 
How BOon thy power can charm the body's sense ! 
And now thou likewise cllmb'st nnto my brain, 
Making my heavy temples stoop to thee. 
Great God of heaven, from danger keep ns free '. 

IFallt asleep. 

Enta- Sir Richajid Lee and his Servaals. 

Lee. A murder cruelly' done, and hi my ground? 
Search carefully : if anywhere It were. 
This obscure thicket is the likeliest place. [Eiit Ser- 
vant, who re-enters, bearing a dead body. 

Serv. Sir, I have found the body stiff with cold, 
And mangled cruelly with many wounds. 

Lee. Looli, if thou know'st him; turn his body up: 
Alack, it is my son i my son and heir. 
Whom, two years shice, I sent to Ireland, 
To practise there the discipline of war ; 
And coming home — for so he wrote to me — 
Some savage heart, some bloody, devilish hfmd. 
Either in hate, or thirsting for his coin. 
Hath here sluiced out Us blood. Unhappy hour ! 
Accursed place ', but most inconstant Me, 
That had reserved him from the bullet's fire. 
And suffered him to 'scape the wood-keraes's iln'j, 
Didst here ordain the treasure of his life. 
Even here within the arms of tender peace, 
To be consumed by treason's wasteful hand I 
And, which is most afflicting to my soul. 
That this his death and murder should be wrought 
Without the knowledge by whose means 'twas dona. 

2 Sern. Not so, sk ; I have found the authors of it. 
See where they sit, and in their bloody fists 
The fatal instruments of death and sin. 

Lee. Just ju^ment of that Power, whose gracious 
Loathing the sight of such a heinous fact, [eye. 

Dazzled their senses with benumbing sleep, . 
Till their nnhallowed treachery was known ! — 
Awake, ye monsters ! — murderers, awake ! 
Tremble for horror ; blush, you can not choose, 
Beholi^g this Inhuman deed of yours. 

Cad, What mean you, sir, to trouble weary souls, 
And interrapt us of our quiet sleep ? 

Lee. 0, doYilish '. Can you boast unto yourselves 
Of quiet sleep, haviog, within your hearts, 
The guilt of murder waking, that with cries 
Deafs the loud thunder, and solicits Heaven 
With more than mandrakes' shrieks,' for your offence ? 

Lady Cob. What murder ) You upbraid us wrong- 
Mly. 

Lu. Can you deny the fact! See you not here 
The body of my son by you misdono ? 
Look on his wonnds, look on his purple hue ; 
Do we not find you where the deed was done ? 
Were not your knives fast closed in your hands T 
Is not this cloth an argument besides, 
Thus st^ed and spotted with his hmocenl blood ? 
These speakhig characters, were there nothing else 
Topleodagainst ye, would convict you both.— 



" Cloaely" 



vordln 



The kerne waa the Irish liahC-Ermed &i 



voked maoyAupor. 



To Hertford with them, where the 'size is now : 
fheir lives shall answer for my son's lost life. 
Cob. As we are mnocent, so may we speed. 
Lee. As I am wronged, so may the law proceed. 

iExe,inl. 
SCENE X. — St.Alban's. 

Enter the Bishop of Rochebteh, Constable of St. Ah 
ban's, titHh Sir John, Doll, and the Irishman in 
Hakpool's Apparel. 

Bish. What intricate confusion have we here 1 
Not two hours since, we apprehended one 
In habit Irish, but in speech not so ; 
And now you bruig another, that in speech 
Is Irish, but in iiabit English : yea. 
And more than so — the servant of that heretic. 
Lord Cobham. 

Irish. Fait, me be no servant of de Lort Cobham ; 
me be Mackshane of Ulster. 

Dish. Otherwise called Harponl of Kent ; go to. ai ; 
You can not blind us with your broken Irish. 

Sir John. Trust me, lord bishop, whether Irish or 
English, 
Harpool or not Harpool, 1 leave to the trial : 
But sure I am, this man by face and speech, 
Is he that murdered young Sir Richard Lee. 
I met him presently upon the fact. 
And that he slew his master for that gold. 
Those jewels, and that chain, I took from him. 

Bish. Well, our affairs do call us back to London, 
So that we can not prosecute the cause 
'e de^re to do j therefore we leave 
The charge with you, to see they he conveyed 
To Hertford 'sizes ; both this counterfeit 
And you. Sir John of Wrotham, and your wench. 
For you are culpable as well as they, 
~" igh not for murder, yet for felony. 

linoe you are the means to bring to light 
This graceless murder, you shall hear with you 
Our letters to the judges of the bench, 
To be your friends In what they lawFly may. 

Sir John. I thank your lordship. [Ezeual. 

SCENE XI. — Hertford. A Haa of JasUce. 

Enler Gaoler and Servants, bringing forth Lord CoB- 

Gaol. Bring forth the prisoners ; see the court pre. 
The justices are coming to the bench : [pared ; 

So, let him stand ; away and fetch the rest. 

■ {Eiil Servant. 

Cob. 0, give me patience to endure tiiis scourge. 
Thou that art fountain of this vu'tuous stream 1 
And though contempt, false witness, and reproach. 
Hang on these iron gyves, to press my life 
As low as earth, yet strengthen me with feith. 
That I may mount hi spirit above the clouds ! 
Re-enler Gaoler's Servant, Sringing in Lady Cobham 

<aid Habsool. 
Here comes my lady. Sorrow, 'tis for her — 
Thy wound is grievous ; else I scoff at thee. 
What I and poor Harpool ? art thou i'th' briars too J 

Jfe". I'Mth, my lord, I am in, get out how I can. 

Lady Cob. Say, gentie lord — for now we are alons 
And may confer — shall we confess hi brief 
Of whence and what we are, and so prevent 
The accusation is commenced against us I 
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Cob. What will ihat help us ? Being known, sweet 

[OTC, 

We EiiBll for heresy be pul to death, 
For so they term the region wb profess. 
No, if we die, let this our comfort be, 
Thai of tlie guilt imposed our souls are ftee. 

Har. Ay, ay, my lord ! Harpool is so resolved ; 
I recli of death the leas, in that I die 
Not by the sentence of that enYious priest. 

Laig Cob. Well, be it, then, according as HeaTen 
please. 

Enter the Judge nf Aiaze and Justices, Mayor of SI. 
Aiban's, Lord and Lady Powia, and Sir Richahd 
Lee ; Ihe Judge and Justices take their places wj the 
Bench. 

Jad^. Now, master mayor, what geo tie man is that 
Youljring with you before tis to Ihe bench! 

May. ['Tis] the Lord Fowls, if itliliH your honor, 
And this his lady, iravellitig toward Wales ; 
Who — for they lo%ed last night within my house, 
And my lord bishop did lay wail for such — 
Were very willing to come on with me, 
Lest, for their sakes, suspicion we might wrong. 

Judge. Wb cry your honor mercy, good my lord ; 
Will't please you take your place? Madam, your la- 
May here, or where you will, repose yourself. 
Until this business now hi hand be past. 

Lady Pow. I will withdraw into some other room, 
So that your lordship and the rest be pleased. 

Judge. With all our hearts : attend the lady there. 

Fow. [aside to his Wife]. Wife, I have ejed yon 
pris'ners ail Ihis while. 
And my conceit doth lell me 'tis our ftiend 
The noble Cobham and his virtuous lady. 

Lady Pow. 1 think no less. Are Ihey [my lord, do 
Suspected for tills murder! [you thinkl 

Pdio. What it means 

I can not lell, but we shall inow anon ; 
Meantime, as you pass by them, ask the question ; 

■ ' ~ lay know your mind, 
n i Madam ) [As >he 
paaie) over the slage Jti Ihem.'] 
Cob. No Cobham now, nor madam, as you love us. 
But John of Lancashire, and Joan his wife. 

Lady Povi. O lell, what is it that our loie can do 
To pleasure you, for we are bound lo you! 
Cofi. Nothing but this, that you conceal our names; 

So, gentlalady, pass ;— foe, being spied 

Lady Poiv. My heart I leave, to bear part of your 

grief. [EiiS Lady Powts. 

Jvdse. Call the prisoners lo the bar. Sir Richard 



eoplo. 



Lee, 
What evidence can you bring against these 
To prove them guilty of the murder done 1 

Lee. This bloody towel, and these naked knives ; 
Besides, we found them sitting by the place 
Where the dead body lay within a bush, 

Jvdge. What answer yon why law should not pro- 
According to this evidence given in, [ceed 
To tai ye with the penalty of death ! 

Cofc. That we are free from murder's very (bought, 
And know not how the gentleman was siahi. 
1 Jiw!. How came this linen cloth so bloody, then ! 



Lady Cab. My husband, hot With travelling, my 
is nose gushed out a-bleedhig ; that was it. pord, 
2 Juel. But how came your sharp-edgSd knives un- 
sheathed ? 
Lady Cab. To cut such simple victual as wo had. 
Judge. Say we admit this answer lo these articles, 
?hat made you in so private, dark a nook, 
1 far remote from any common path. 
As was the Ihiok where the dead corpse was thrown ? 
Cob. Journeyhig, my lord, ii-om London, from the 
Down into Lancashire, where we do dwell — [term, 
And what with age and travel, being faint, 
We gladly sought a place where we m^hl rest. 
Free from resort of other passengers ; — 
And so we strayed into that secret corner. 

Judge. These are but ambages' lo drive off time. 
And linger justice fiom her purposed end. 

Enter Constable viith Ihe irishman. Sir John, and 

'Doll. 
But who are these ! 

Coml. Stay judgment, and release these innocents. 
For here is he whose hand hath done the deed 
For which they stand indicted at Ihe bar : 
This savage vlliahi, this rude Irish slave — 
His tongue already hath confessed the fact, 
And here is witness to confirra as much. 

Sir John, Tes, my good lord, no sooner had he 
His loving master for the wealth he had, [slain 

But I upon the Instant met with him ; 
And what he purchased with the loss of blood, 
With strokes I presently bereaved him of ; 
Some of the which is spent ; the rest remaining, 
I willingly surrender to the hands 
Of old Su' Richard Lee, as being his ; 
Besides, my good lord judge, I greet your honor 
With letters from my lord of Rochester. 

[Delivers a letter. 

Lee. Is this the wolf whose thirsty throat did drink 
My dear son's blood ! Art thou the curs6d snake 
He cherished, yet with envious, pierchig sting, 
Ass^cdst him mortally ! Wer't not that the law 
Stands ready to revenge thy cruelly. 
Traitor to God, thy master, and to me, 
These hands ehoald be thy executioner '. 

Judge. Patience, Sir Kichard Lee, you shall hare 

The fact is odious : therefore take him hence. 
And, beii^ hanged until the wretch ha dead, 
His hody after sliali be hanged hi chahis. 
Hear to the place where he did act the murder. 

Xi-iah. Pr'ythee, lord shudgc,let me have mine own 
clothes, my strouces' there, and let me be hanged in 
a wyth, after my country the Irish feshion. 

Judge. Go lo, away with him. 

[E^cit Gaoler vAth Irishman, 
And now, Shr John, 
Although by you this murder came to light. 
Yet upright law will not hold you eicused. 
For you did rob the Irishman ; by wliich 
You stand attainted here of felony ; 
Besides, you have been lewd, and many years 
Led a lascivious, unbeseeming life. 

SirJoAn. Oh, but Sic John repents, and he will 

! ■■Ambages"— evsHionB.subterfiigeSiCircumlocnBoBJ, and 
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Judf^. In liap« thereof, together with the favor 
My lold of aocheslet entreats for you, 
We are contented tliat you shall be proved. 

Sir John. I thank your lordship. 

Juiige, These other falsely here 

Accnsed, and brought hi peril wroiigliitly, 
We in like sort do set at liberty. 

Lee. And for amends, 
Touohhig the wrong unwittingly I've done, 
I give liese few crowns. 

Judgs. Your kindness merits praise, Sir Richard 

So let us hence. [Lee ; 

[Exeaat oU bat Powis and Coeeeau. 

Pow. But PowiB still must slay. 

There yet remains a part of that true love 
He owes his noble friend, unsatisfied 
And unpeifprmsd ; 'uhich first of all doth bind me 



To gratulate your lordship's safe delivery : 

And then entreat, that shice, unlooked for thus 

Wo here are mot, your honor will vouchsafe 

To ride with me to Wales, where, through my power 

Though not to quittance those great benefits 

I have received of you — yet both my house, 

My purse, my servants, and what else I have, 

Are all at your command. Deny me not : 

I know the bishop's hale puisnes yon so, 

As there's no safety in abiding here. 

Cob. 'Tis true, mylord, and God forgive him for it ! 

Fow. Then let us hence. You shall be slra%ht 
provided 
Of lusty geldings : and once entered Wales, 
Well may the bishop hunt— but, 'spite his face, 
He never more shall have the game in chase ! 

lEieanU 
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" A W;e calif i Hie Com^tt i/f (fie Paritim Wgdaice" 
was cHlereil al Slalioners' hall, by G. Kid, Augfisl G, 
IC07. The fitti publhtiPd edilioii vi3s made in llio 

or the Widdow of Wailing SIrecle: Bclcd liy (be 
chllilrcH of Pmles! m'AKta by W. 8." U mu in- 
tludeil !n the (hN edttloB ot Shdlispmn'l vraitts, 
nnd was ateribed 10 Shabapeare, by Citdni, In 110!. 
The Knglhth critkt) of tecent times, have unirocmly 
Tpjecd'd tiio jiretcnilon, Maionn supposes Ihi* pl^y 
10 have been wrillen by one Wtlibm Emtlh, «1io Is 
known as ihe aullioT ot Ihiee )iIkys-~-lhernlsgra¥e, 
ike llcetat of Germany, and the fteeman's Honor, 
Mr. Steccens remarks that, " though >%ik^pi»ire has 
fidlenleil ibn IVflnns, in his • All's Wtll Ihal Kpd» 
Well,' Biiil 'THelffh Night,' yet ho seems not lo tiave 
had the smsilcsl shan: In the present comedy. The 
■itthnr of it, honever, was netl acquninied ullh hl> 
|ilay9, at appears fhim reEcmblancte already pointed 



out." Schlegpi, with mot« iiidnl){:Gnco, and pcriinps 
much hns dlicrlminatiun. Is of opinliui that Shuk- 
E|)eari! utoid il. To ncco^it for its monlfpEi discrcp' 
alley Hilh the aehnnvjcdged writings of SbaUs|>pare, 
he most abssiJly aaptMsei that the g^at itiamntisi, 
f<Nr once Is his li&, concelvoil the idea of writing « 
play in tlie manner of lien Jonson. Sir. Kiilghl prop- 
erly temarhs, that, to Invcstlgnte this Exposed Inii- 
laliou, ivtwld "bring us to the conclusiott thst ' The 
Puritan' is as unlike Ben Jonsoa w it Is unlilie Shak- 
Ej^aro," He adds, Jiislly : " If il postesses little of 
iho wit, the btioyancy, the genial good Immor, ihc 
sparkling poetry, iho deep j^tlotnphy, eiid Iho uni- 
versal cbaractciiiallan, of Sbakspcoro, it wants, In 
the same dcgcoc, the nice dltctlminnlion of shades 
of character, tlic sound Jitilgmeni, Iho careful nian- 
afpimenl of the plot, the loAy ami [niligitmit salire, 
the llrni and gorgeous rhetoric, of Jonson." llul all 
this, vc iriusi repeal, relates only to Iho taptrlor 
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works of these two maslera. I am not prepared It 
regard the "Puritan" as much, if anything, below tlie 
inferior writings of Ben Jouson— the "New Inn,'' 
for eiample — in all thai relates to struqlure, insen. 
tion, and comic situation. IN'o such comparison can 
be made with ShaliSpeare, who, in tho Tery meanesi 
of hig acknowledged and unquestioned writings, is ec 
iiifiuilely beyond this performuice, as lo make any 
attempt at comparison impeitment. 

But the lerj maturity and continued strength, 
which everywhere exist in Shakspeare, are among 
the argtimiiLis which prompt the belief.in unacknowl- 
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e reached such an eiquisite per- 
fection of his powers at a single bound, or to have 
retained them lo the last chapter of a tolerably ad- 
vanced life, without diminution or decay. Bui this 
laelongs to the g.neral argument. 

■ITie estimate of Mr. Knight, hi regard to the mer- 
its of " The Puritan," may well lake Ihe place of our 
own. He says : " As a comedy of manners, ' The 
Puritan' is at once feeble and eilravagajit. The 
autlior can not paint classes, in painting individuals. 
' The Puritan' is a misnomer. We have no repre- 
sentalion of the formal manners of that class. The 
flimiJy of the Widow of Watling street is meant lo be 
puritanical ; but it is dilBcult to discover wherein they 
differ from the rest of the world, except in the coarse 
eihibition of the loose morality of one of their ser- 



Pyeboard from the hi 
accessory to the st _ 

Knight remarks : " There is, no doubt, considerable 
truth m tiis picture ; but it is not such truth as we 
find in Shakspeare ; it belongs to the temporary and 
the personal, not lo the permanent and the universal. 
Such is the characteristic merit of the whole com- 
edy, whatever merit it has." 

Of this character, Pyeboard, we are told by the 
RcT. Mr. Dyce, in Ms valuable edition of Peele's 
works, that George Pyeboard and George Peele have 
the same meaning — "ptel signifying a tmrd with a 
long handle, with which bakers put things in and out 
of the oven." It would seem, then, that George Peel 
sat for the portrait of the profligate scholar, to the 
unknown dramatist. Peele was a man of profligate 
habits, and has published, in one of his tracts, two 
stories of his own tricks, which remind us of a couple 
of the stratagems in " The Puritan." 
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THE PURITAN; 

OR, 

THE ¥IDO¥ OF WATLING STEEET, 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 
Sii GoDFEEY Plus, brotlier-itt.la!v to the Widow Plus. 
Edmobd, son to the Widow. 
Sir OuTEK Mdckhiil, Tick cUy knight, and amtor 

to the Widow. 
Sir JOHK PENsmnD, a coantry knight, and suitor to 

Mary. 
Sir Amdbew Ti?siaff, a eourtiir, and sullar to Fran- 



Geohs 
TkeS 
Capiat 

PULTO. 
RAVEt 



! Pteboabd, a scholar, 
eriff of London. 
I DLE, a hiehicayaum. 



Sjmon St. Mary-Omhies, } 
Frailty, ) 

Peter Seirhish, an old soldier. 
A Noblemtm. 
A Gentlenian Cilizm, 



SCENE,— LoMDOK. 



SCENE I. — A Garden behind the WiAcm's Roiic. 

Enter the Widow Piua, Fhabcee, M.iht, Sir GoD- 
rae?, and Edmokd, oK in nioimiing ; Edbohd in a 
cypm hat} The Widow uringing her hands, and 
Imrating out inio passion, as newly total from the 
Iniriai of Iter husband. 

Wid. Oh, that ever I was horn, that aver I was 



Wid. Oh, I have lost tha dearest man, I have buried 

e sweetest husband that ever lay by woman. 

Sir God. Nay, {^ive hhn his due, he was indeed an 

mest, Tiituous, discreet, wise man. He was my 

other, as tight as right. 

Wid. O, I shall never forget hhn, never forget him j 

: was a man so well given to a woman. Oh ! 

Sir God. Nay, but kind sister, I could weep as much 

: any woman ; but, alas, our teats can not caJl him 

;ain : methinks you are well read, sister, and know 

all men. A man shall be taken when he's 

making water. Nay, did not the learned parson, 

Master Pigman, tell us, e'en now, that all liesh is 
ftall. — Weare born to die. — Man has but a time! 
with such like deep and profound persuasions? as he 
Is a rare fellow you know, and an excellent reader 
And, for example (as there are examples abundance) 
did not Sir Humphrey Bubble die t'other day! 
There's a lusly widow 1 Why, she cried not above 
half an hour. For shame I for shame ! Then fol- 
lowed him old Master Fulsome, the usurer ; there's a 
wise widow ; why she cried ne'er a whit at all. 

Wid. O rank not mo with those wicked women ; I 
had a husband outshhied 'em all. 

Sir God. Ay, that be did, i'faith ; he outshined 'em 
all. 

Wid. Dost thou stand there and see ua all weep, 
and not once shed a tear for thy fether's death! oh, 
thou ungracious son and heir thou ! 

Edm. Troth, mother, I should not weep, I'm sure ; 
I am past a child, I hope, to make all my old school- 
fellows lat^h at me j I should be mocked, so 1 should; 
pray, let one of my sisters weep for me, I'll laugh as 
much for her another time 1 

Wid, thou pasl-graoe thou ! Out of my sight, thou 
graceless imp ! thou grlevesl mo more than the death 
of thy father. 0, thou stubborn only son ! Hadstthou 
such an honest man to thy father— that would deceive 
all the world to gel riches for thee — and canst thou 
not afford a. little salt water t He that so wisely did 
quite overthrow the right heir of these lands, which 
now you respect not : up every morning betwixt four 
and five ; so duly at Westminster hall every terra- 
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time, with all his cards and writings, for thee, thou 
wicked Absalom. — 0, dear husband ! 

Ed'ii Weep, quotha! I protest I am glad he's 
churthed, — for now he's gone, I shall spend in 



0, Euch a dear knight, such a swfet huslian 
oBt, have I lost. — If blessed hf the corse th 
ts upon,! he had it pouring down. 



Of every groom and waiter, if ever more 
enlenain the carnal salt of man. 
iWnrj. I must kneel down, for fashion, too. 
Frances. And I, whom never man as yet hath 

Even in this depth of general sorrow, vow 

Never to marry, to sustain such loss, 

As a dear husband seems to be, once dead. 

Mary. I loved my father well, too ; but to say, 
Nay vow, I would not marry for his death, 
"el should speak false latin, should I not? 









WeareaUm 



I'd as 
. Tut! 



lal ourselves ; I comenpon you freshly j I ne'er speak 
without comfort. Hear me, what I shall say; — my 
brother has left you wealthy ; you're rich. 

Wid. Oh '. 

Sir God. I say, you're rich ; you are also fair. 

iVid. Oh ! 

Sir GoJ. fio to, you are (air; you can not smother 
it i beauty wUl come to light. Nor are your years so 
fer entered with you, but Ihatyou will besought after, 
and may very well answer another husband. The 
world is full of fine gallants ; choice enow, sister ; 
for what should we do with all our knights, I pray?' 
but to marry rich widows, wealthy citizens' widows ; 
hisly, fair-browed ladies! Go to, be of good com- 
fort, I say; leave sobbing and weeping. — Yet my 
brother was a kuid-hearted man. — I would not have 
the elf see me now [osife]. — Come, pluck up a wo- 
man's heart ! Here stand your daughters, who be 
well estated, and at maturity will also be inquired 
after with good husbands : so all these tears shall be 
Boondriedup,andabelterworid than ever.— What, 
woman! you must not weep still J he's dead, he's 
buried — yet I can not choose but weep for him.a 

Wid, Marry again ! — Let me be biuied quick, 
then! 
And that same part o' the choir whereon I tread, 
To such intent, may It be my grave ! 
And that the priest may turn his wedding-prayers, 
Even with a breath, to funeral dust and ashes ; 
0, out of a milhon of millions, I should ne'er luid 
such a husband ; he was unmatohable — unmatchable ; 
nothing was too hot, nor too dear for me.' I could 
not speak of that one thing that I had not. Besides, 
I had keys of all, kept all, received all, had money 
in my purse, spent what I would, went abroad when 
I would, came home when I would, and did all what 
I would. 0, my sweet husband ! I shall never have 
the like. 

Sir God. Sister, never say so. He was an honest 
brother of mine ; and so ; and you may light upon one 
as honest again, or one as honest agahi may Dght 
upon you; — that's the properer phrase, indeed. 

Wid. Never ! — 0, if you love me, urge it not ; 
O, may I be the by-word of the world, [kneels. 

The common talk at table in the mouQi 






in bed: 
^t live by the quick, and ni 






it,"nappy 



the biide that 



multitude of knights made b; King Jamee bood a: 

TilH ia vuiBBtisfketorilj esplained by somo of the or 
itora to be a. proverbial phrase- I should prefei 
laa it an error of iLc press. It may properly read, " 



Wid. Dear copy of my husband, let me kiss thee; 
[Kisses her Husband's pitture. 
How like him is this model ! this brief picture 
Quickens my tears ; my sorrows are renewed 
At this fresh sight. 

Wid. Away ! 

All honesty with him is turned to clay I 

my sweet husband I 

Frances. My dear father ! 

[Exeunt Widow and Fkances. 

Mary. Here's a puling, indeed ! I think my mother 
weeps for all the women that ever buried husbands . 
for if from time to time all the widowers' tears in 
England had been bottled up, I do not think all would 
have filled a three-halfpenny bottle. Alas ! a small 
matter bucks a handkerchief ;6 and sometimes the 
BjfdttiB stands too nigh Saint Thomas- a- Waterings.' 
Well, I can mourn in good sober sort as well as an- 
other ; but where { spend one tear for a dead father, 

1 could give twenty kisses for a quick husband. 

[£ia Marv. 

Sir God. Well, go (hy ways, old Sir Godfrey, and 

thou may'st be proud on't, thou hast a kind, loving 

full of April the poor soul's eyes are ! Well, I would 
my brother knew on't ; he should then know what a 
kind wife he hath left behiod him. Truth, an 'twere 
not for shame that the ne^hhors at the next garden 
should hear me betwiit joy and grief, I should even 
cry outi^ht, [Exit Sir Goi>fhev. 

Edm. So ; a fair riddance ! My father's laid in 
dust ; his coffin and he is like a whole meat-pie, and 
the worms will cut him up shortly. Farewell, old 
dad, farewell ! I'll be curbed in no more. I perceive 
a son and heir may quickly be made a fool, an he will 
ba one; but I'll take anothcrorder.— Now, she would 
have me weep for him, forsooth; and why? Because 
he cozened the right heir, he being a fool, and be- 
stowed those lands on me his eldest eon ; and there- 
fore I must weep for him : ha ! ha ! Why, all the 
world knows, as longas 'twas his pleasure to got me, 
'twas his duly to get forme, Iknowthe law on that 
point; no attorney can gull me. Well, my uncle is an 
old ass, and an admirable cosiomb. I'll rule the 
roast myself; I'll be kept under no more ; I know 
what I may do well enough, by my father's copy ; 
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Entfr PyEiOARD and Skirmish. 

iV- What's to beiIoiiBnow,oldloidofwar! Thou 
Ihat wert wont to be as hot as a turnspit, aa nimble 
as a fencer, and as lousy as a schoolmaster — now 
thou art put to silsnoe like a sectary. — War sita now 
like ajuslice of peace, ajid does nothing. Where be 
your mushets, cslivers, and hot-shots ! In Lor^-lane, 
at pawn, at pawn! Now keys are your only guns: key- 
guns, key-guns, and bawds the gunners — who are 
your sentmels in peace, and stand ready charged M 
give warning with hems, hums, and pocky cougiis. 
Only your chanibers are licensed to play upon you, 
and drabs enow to give flro to 'em. 

Sftii-, Well, I can not lell, but I am sure it goes 
wrong with me ; for since the ceasure of the wnrs, I 
have spent above a handled crowns out of purse. I 
haTe been a soldier any time this forty years ; and 
now I perceive an old soldier and aa old courtier 
have both oae destiny, and in the end turn both into 
hobnails. 

Pye. Pretty mystery for a be^ar, for indeed a, Ijob- 
nail is the true emblem of a beggar's shoe-sole. 

Star. I will not say but that Wnr is a bloodsucker, 
and so J but in my conscience — as there is no soldier 
but hss a piece of ooe, thou^ it be full of holes like 
a. shot ancient' — no matter, 'twill serve lo swear by 
— in my conscience, I Ihink some kind of peace has 
more hidden oppressions, and violent, heady sms, 
though looking of a gentle nature, than a professed 

Pya. Trotii, and for mine own part, I am a poor 
gentleman and a scholar ; 1 hate been malricukited 
in the university ; wore out sii gowus there ; seen 
some fools, and some scholars ; some of tie city, and 
some of the country; kept order; went bareheaded 
over the quadrangle ; eat my commons with a good 
stomach, and battled with discretion ; — at last, hav- 
ing done many sleights and tiicks to mdalain my wit 
in use — as my brain would never endure mo to be 
idle — I was eipelled the university, only for steahng 
a cheese out of Jesus college.* 

Skir. Is't possible I 

Fye. 0, there was one Welshman — God forgive 
him! — pursued it hard, and never left, till I turned 
my staff toward London ( where, when I came, all my 
Mends were pit-holed, gone to graves, as, indeed, 
there was but a few left before. Then was I turned 
to my wits ; to shift in the world ; to tower amoog 
Eons and heirs, and fools, and guUs, and ladies' eldest 
sons ; to work upon nothing; to feed out of flint; and 
ever since lias my belly been much beholden to my 
brain.a But nowlo returolo you, old Skirmish: I say 
aa yon say ; and, for my part, wish a turbulency in 
the world ; for I have nothing In the world but my 
wits, and I think they are as mad as they will be ; 



strengthen your argument the more,Tsa; that 
lest war is better than a bawdy peace. As 
touching my profession: the multiplicity of scholars, 
hatched and nourished in the idle calms of peace, 
makes 'em like fishes, one devonr another ; and the 
iranunity of learning has so played upon affections, 
at thereby almost reUgion is come about to phan- 
sy, and discredited by being loo much spoken of in 
many and mean mouths. I myself, being a schol- 
ar and a graduate, have no other comfort by my learn- 
■ ig but the affection of my words ; to know how, 
cholar-like, to name what I want, and can call my- 
self a be^ar both in Greek and Latin. And, there- 
" re, not to cog with peace, I'll not be afraid to say, 
s a great breeder, but a bad nourisher ; a great get- 
r of childreD, which must either be thieves or rich 
en, knaves or beggars. 

Stir. Well, would I had been bom a knave, then, 
hen I was boru a beggar ! for, if the truth was 
known, I think I was begot when my father had never 
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k UiBt phrases Id 
Lalin are to be picked up Just as easilr by Iht 

play lo iiave been written by ShakaBeare, might 
theffi pasBsgea to ehow hifl hietory. *' Fit-hoTed" mi| 

Kibble upon a iavoiite part of Che theatre as well aj 
place. 



Pye. Pub ! famt not, old Skirmish ; let this wi 
thee : facilia descentiaAvemi — 'tis an easy journey to 

knave ; thou may'st be a knave when thou wilt ; 
and peace is a good madam to all other professions, 
handle her accord- 
ingly, and, by our wits, thrive hi desjnle of hor ; for, 
since the lawyer lives by quarrels, the courtier by 
ilh good-morrows, and every profession makes 
itself greater by imperfections: why not we, then, by 
shifts, wiles, and forgeries ) And, seeing our braios 

e tlie only patrimonies, let's spend with judgment ; 
)t like a desperate son and heir, but like a sober and 

screet templar — one that will never march beyond 
le bounds of his allowance. And, for our thriving 

eans, thus: 1 myself wiU put on the deceit of a for- 
ine-teUer. 

Skir, A fortune-teller ! 

Pye, And you a figure-ci 

Skir, A conjmer! 

Pye. Let mealono; I'llinstmct you, and leach you 
I deceive all eyes but the devil's- 

Skir, O, ay; for I would not deceive him, an I 
could choose, of all others. 

Pye. Fear not, I warrant you. And so, by these 

eans, we shall help one another to patients ; as the 
condilion of the age affords creatures enow for cun- 
ning to work upon. 

Skir, O wondrous ! new fools and fresh asses. 

Pye, fit, fit, eiceUent ! [Suidenly. 

S/dr. What now, in Ihe name of conjuring ? 

Pye, My memory greets me happily with an admi- 
rable subject to graze npon. The lady-widow, who 
of lale I saw weeping in her garden for the death of 
her husband : sure she's but a waterish soul, and half 
on'thy this time is dropped out of her eyes. Device 
well managed may do good upon her : it stands firm ; 
my first practice shall be there. 

Skir, You have my voice, Geoi^e. 

Pye. She's a gray gull to her brother, a fool to her 
only son, and an ape to her youngest daughter. I 
overheard them severally, and from their words I'll 
derive my device; andlhou, old Peter Sldrmish, sliait 
be my second in all sleights. 

Skir. Ne'er doubt me, George Pyeboard ; only, you 
must teach me to conjure. 

Pye. Puh '. I'll perfect thee, Peter. 
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above twelvescore off on him: I warrant, if the wind 
stooa right, a man might smell him from the top of 
Newgale to the leads of Ludgate, 

Corp. eitrah, thou hollow boolt of wai-candle' 

Nich, Ay, you may say what you will, so you swear 

Corp. I swear by the 

NicK. Hold, hold, good Corporal Oath ; for if you 
swear once, we shall all down in a swoon pteEenlly, 

Corp. I must and will swear, you quivering coi- 
combs ) My captain is imprisoned, and by Vulcan's 
leather cod-piece point 

Nich. O, Simon, what an oalh was there ! 

Frail. If he should chance to break it, the poor 
man's breeches would fall down about his heels ; for 
Venus allows but one point to his hose.' 

Corp, With these, my bully-feet, I will thump ope 
the prison-doors, and brojn the keeper with the beg- 
gii^-boi, but I'll set mj honest, sweet Captain Idle 

Nkh. How, Captain Idle ! my old aunt's son, my 
dear kinsman, in Cappadochio! 

Ci/rp. Ay, thou church-peelii^, thou holy-paring, 
rel^ous-outside, thou ! If thou hadsl any grace in 
thee, thou wouldsl visit him, relieve him, swear to 
get him out. 

Nich. Assure you, corporal, indeed, la ! 'tis tlie 
first time I heard on't. 

Corp. Why, do-t now, then, marmozet. Bring 
forth thy yearly wages ; let not a commander perish, 

Sim. But if he be one of the wicked, he shall per- 
ish. 

Nieh. Well, corporal, I'll e'en along wilb you, to 
visit my kinsman ■. if I can do him any good, I will ; 
but I have nothing for him. Simon Saint Mary-Over- 
ies and Frailly, pray make a lie for me to the knight 
my master, old Sir Godftey. 

Corp. A lie ! may you lie, then ! 

FraU, O, ay, we may lie, bul we must not swear. 

Sim. True, we may lie with our neighbor's wife, but 

Corp. O, an excellent lag of religion ! 
JVicft. 0, Simon, 1 have thought upon a sound es- 
cuse ; it will go current. Bay that I am gone to a 



loLE, pinioned, o.nd at 


ndedbya Guard 
mea ooer the Slag 


qf Sheriff's 






How now 


what's he? 


SMr. George ! this sight kills me 
sworn brother. Captain Idle ! 

Pye. Captain Idle ! 

Star. Apprehended for some feloniou 
er. He has started out ; has made a night 


! 'Tis my 

act or oth- 
on't; lacked 


silver i 


I <:an not hut 


commend his re 


olution : he 


would not pawn his buffjerkin : I would either some 
of us were employed, ormfeht pitch our tents at usu- 
rers' doors, to kill the slaves as they peep out at the 
wicket. 


iV- 


Indeed, they are our ancient en 
r money in their hands, and ma 


mies : they 
ko us to be 


hange. 


for rt*bing ot 




let's follow 


after 1 




know the nata 


■e of his of- 




and what we c 


an stead him in, 


he shall be 


sure of 


il : and I'll upi 


old il stm, that 


a charitable 


knave 


better than a 


oothingi puritan. 


lExiunt. 



Enlfr Nicholas St. AMrLiNGS,^ Simok St. MahT- 
OvEBiEs,' and Frailty, in blacjc, scurvy Mourning- 
Coals, and Boola at Iheir Girdles, as coming front 
Church. To Ihtia Corporal Oath. 



flich. What, Corporal Oalh 1 I ai 



Sim. Ay, Corpora! Oalh, I would you would do so 
much as forsaka us ; we can not abide you ; we must 
not be seen in your company. 

Frail. There is none of us, I can tell you, but shnl! 
be soundly whipped for swearing- 

Corp. Why,hownow! we three' puritanical scrape- 
shoes —flesh o' Good Fridays ! a hand. 

-dH. Oh .' [Shakrs Ikem by the hand. 

Corp. Why, Nicholas Saint Antiings, Simon Sahit 
Mary-Overies, has the de'il possessed you, that you 
swear no better? You half-christened catomites, you 
ungodmolheredvarlels IS does the firstlesson teach you 
to he proud, and the second to be coxcombs < — ^ proud 
coKcombs — not once to do duly to a man of mark? 

Frail. A man of mark, quolh'a 1 I do not think 
he can show a beggar's noble.* 

Corp. A corporal, a commander, one of spirit, that 
is able to blow you up all dry with your books at 
your girdles. 

Nich. We are not taught to believe that, sir, for we 

[OiTH breathes on Feailiv. 

Frail. Foh ! you lie, Nicholas ! for here's one strong 

enoi^h. Blowusup,quoth'a! he may well blow ma 



So in IVeiiHi lilgW ! " Did jou eve 
aiBling of taa men in ffloU' tonO. ' 
T-^^^t '" meaning, wm euj 



™^l? 



t^ opposite of begg&r. 



ididothera in bapHfimA-PERcr. 
between mark, an ancient coin, ajid m< 
--=— -id between mbli, a cdn, and 



; say, with Master Fullbelly, 

Sim. Master FuHbelly ? An honest man; he feeds 
the flock weU, for he's an excellent feeder. 

[Bieunt Oath bthI Nicholas. 
Fran. 0, ay ; I have seen him eat a whole pig, and 
afterward fall to the pettitoes. 

lExeuni Sihoh and Frailtt. 



SCENE IV.- 
Enler Idle ; to 



•A Boom in the Marshalsea Prison. 
Aim t^flerward Fteboard and Srir- 



le metal honkB by wlich tho breecheB an 

™IV.,'thu3 :-^^ ■ "^ ™"" 

heir poinlB being broken. 



A fast— a gaol— a lock-up-&e^cnou£b. 



d=. \^7UI.)V1L' 



ACT I.— SCENE IV. 



1S3 



Copt. Who ehould these be ? I almost know thait 
Toices I [Enter Pveboasd and Sririiish] O, my 
A-iends I yoa are welcome lo a smelliog-room here ; 
you newly look leavo of ihe nir ; is it not a strange 

Pl/e, As all prisons have smella of suddry wretch- 
es, who, though ileparled, leave their scents behind 
'era. By gold,caplain,I am Binoercly sorry for thee. 

Cap!. By my troth, Geoi^, I thank thee ; but, 
pish ! what must be must be. 

Skir, Captain, what do yon lie in for! is't great? 
What's your oiTence! 

Capl. Faith, my offence is ordinary — common — a 
highway : and I fear me my penalty will be ordinary 






a halter. 



1 honest 



Pye. Hay, prophesy not so ill ; it shall go hard, but 
I'll shift for thy hfe. 

Capl. Whether I 
Geoi^e. I'll tell you ; silver flowed not with me, as 
ithaddone. For now the tide runs to bawds and liat- 
lerers. 1 had a start out, and by chance set upon a 
fat steward, thinking his purse Imd been as pursy as 
bis body; and the slave had about him but the poor 
purchase of ten groats. Notwithstanding, being de- 
scried, pursued, aJid taken, I know the law is so grim 
in respect of many desperate, unsettled soldiers, that 
I fear me I shall dance after their pipe for't. 

Skir. I am twice aorry for you, captain ; first, that 
your purchase was so small, and now that your dan< 
ger is so great. 

Coft. Pish ! the worst is hut death. Have you a 
pipe of tobacco about you ? 

Skb: I think 1 have hereabouts. 

[Oiiiia tobaceo j Caption blows a pipe. 

Capt. Here's a clean gentleman, too, to receive.' 

Pye. Well, I must cast about some happy sle^ht ; 
Work, brain, that ever didst thy master right. 

Carp. [witMn], Keeper, let the key be turned. 

[Oath onrj Nicholas knock wilhin, 

Nicli. [ii^ftin]. Ay, I pray, master keeper, give's a 
cast of your office. [EiOer Oath and Niohclab. 

Copt. How now T mora visitai 
Tal Oath ? 

Pye. and Skir. Corporal 1 

Corp. In prison, honest capt! 

JVfci. How do you, captain kinsman ? 

Capt. Good eoicomh 1 What makes that pure, 
starched fool here 1 

Nieh. You see, kinsman, I am somewhat bold to 
call hi, and see how you do. I heard you were safe 
enough j and I was very glad on't, that it was Do 

Capl. This is a double torture, now. This fool, by 

Doth vex me more than my imprisonment. 
What meant you, corporal, to hook him hither? 

Corp. Who, he ? he shall relieve thee, ajid supply 
Ihee : I'U make hhn do't. 

Capl. Fie ! what vain breath you spend ! He sup- 
ply? I'll sooner eipect mercy from a usurer when 
my bond's forfeited ; sooner kindness from a lawyer 
when my money's spent ; nay, sooner charity irom 
the devil, than good from a puritan. I'll look for re- 
lief from him when Lucifer is restored to his blood," 
and in heaven again. 



What ! Corpo- 



in? This' 



Nick. 1 



Jarrant my kinsman's talking of me, f« 
my left ear bums most tyrannically.' 

Pye. Captain Idie ! what's he there? He looks 
like a monkey upward, and a crane downward. 

Cupt. Pshaw ! a foolish cousin of mhia. I must 
thank God for him, 

Pye. Why, the better subject to work a 'scape up- 
on. Thuu sbalt e'en change clothes with him, and 

Capl. Ksh ! I published him e'en now to my cor- 
poral ; he will be damned ere he do me so much 
good. Why, I know a more proper, a more hand- 
some device than that, if the slave woiJd be sociable. 
Now, goodman Pleetface I 

Nich. 0, my cousin begins lo speak to me now ; 1 
shall be acquainted with him again, I hope. 

Skir. Look ! what ridiculous raptures take hold of 
his wrinkles ! 

Pye. Then what say you to this device — a happy 
one, captain 1 

. Ci^Ji. Speak low, Geoi^e, Prison-rats have wider 
ears than those in malt-lofts. 

Mch. Cousin, if it lay in my power, as they say, 

Capl. 'Twould do me an eiceedlng pleasure hideed, 
that ; but ne'er laik further on't ; the fool will be 
hanged ere he do't- [To Ike Corporal. 

Corp. Pox! I'll thump him to't. 

Pye, Why, do but try the fopsler, and break it to 
him bluntly. 

Capl. And so my disgrace will dwell in his jaws, 
and the slave slaver out our purpose to his master ; 
for would I were but as sure on't as I am sure he will 
deny to do'i. 

Mck. I would be heartily glad, cousin, if any of 
my friendshipSj as they say, m^ht — stand, ha — 

Pye. Why, you see he offers his friendship foolish- 
ly lo you already. 

Capt. Ay, that's the hell on't ; I would he would 
offer it wisely. 

Nich. Verily and indeed, la ! cousin 

Capt. I have took note of thy fleers a good while. 
If thou art minded to do mo good— as thou gap'st 
upon me comfortably, and giv'st me charitable faces 
— which, indeed, is but a feshion hi you all that are 
puritans-^ wilt soonas' night steal me thy master's 
chain? 

Nich. Oh, I shall swoon t 

Pye. Corporal, he starts already. 

Cap!. I know it lo be worth three hundred crowns ; 
and, with the half of that, I can boy my life at a bro- 
ker's, at second hand, which now lies hi pawn to the 
law. If this thou refuse to do, being easy and noth- 
ing dangerous, in that thou art held in good opinion 
of thy master, why, 'tis a palpable argument thou 
■ lobi'sl my life at no price, and these thy broken and 
njointed offers are but only created in thy lip ; now 
lorn, and now buried ; foolish breath only ) What, 
will do't) Shall I look for happiness in thy answer! 

Nich. Steal my mastor's chain, quoth'a? No, it 
shall ne'er be said that Nicholas Saint Antlings com- 
mitted hird-lime I 

Capt. Nay, I told you as much, did I not 1 Though 
he he a puritan, yet he will be a true man. 

Nich. Why, cousin, you know 'tis written, Thou 
skull not steal. 

?o in Hamlet, "mort tyrannically-" 
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Capt. Why, and fool, Thou ahalt love thy neighbor, 
and help him in extremiiies. 
NicA. Moss, I think it faej indeed; in what chap 

Capt. Why, in the first of charityj Ihe second 

Nich. Thofirslofohttrity,quoth'a? That'sagood 
jest ; there's no such ihapter in my book I 

Cojil. Noj I knew 'twas torn out of thy booli, and 
that makes so little in Ihy heart. 

J^. (Takes H1CHOLA8 aside]. Come, let me tell 
you, you are too unkind a kinsman, i'faith ; the cap- 
lain loving you so dearly — ay, like the pomewater 
of his eyai — and you to be ao unconformable.* Fie, 
fie) 

McA. Pray, do not wish me to be hanged. Any- 
thing else that I can do : had it been to rob, I would 
ha' don't ; but I must not steal. That's the word, the 
literal, Thou shall not steal ; and would you wish me 

Pye. No, i'fakh, that were too much, to speak 
truth. Why, wilt then nym it tVom him ? 

Niclt. That 1 wiU, 

JPye. Why, enough, bully. He will be content with 
that, or he shall haie none. Let me alone with him 
now. Captain, I have dealt with your kinsman in a 
comer ; a good, kind-natured fellow, methinks ; go 
to, you shall not have all your own asking ; you shall 
'bate somewhat on't ; he is not contented absolutely, 
as you would saj; to steal the chain IVom him ; but^ 
to do you a pleaeure, he will nym it ftam him. 

Nich. Ay, that I will, couBin. 

Copf. Well, seeing he will do no more, as &r as T 
see, I must be contented with that. 

Corp, Here's no notable guUery ! 

Pye, Nay,ril eomenearer toyou, gentlemen. Be- 
cause we'll have only but a help and a mL-lh on't, the 
knight shall not lose his chain neither, but be only 
laid out of the way some one or two days. 

Nich. Ay, that would be good, indeed, kinsman. 

Pye. For I have a further reach, to profit us better, 
by the missing oft only, than if we had it outright, as 
my discourse shall make it known to you. When 
thou hast the chain, do but convey it out at a back 
dooi into the garden, and there hang it close in the 
rosemary bank, but for a small season ; and, by that 
harmless device, I know how to wind Captain Idle 
out of prison; the knightthy master shall get his par- 
don and release him, and he satisfy thy master with 
his own chain, and wondrous thanks on both hands. 

Nich, That were rare hideed, la ! Pray, let me 
know how. 

Pye. Hay, 'tis very necessary thou shouldst know, 
because thou must be employed as an actor. 

Nich. An actor ? Oh no, that's a player, and our 
parson rails against players mightily, I can toll you, 
because they brot^ht him drunk upon (he stage ot 
— as he wiEbe horribly drunk. 

Corp. Mass 1 I can not blame him, then ; pi 
church-spout ', 

Pye. Why, as an intermeddler, then) 

jVicli, Ay — Ihat, that. 

Pye.. Give me audience, then. When the old knight 
thy master has raged his fill for the loss of the chain, 



1 The npple of 






tell him thou hast a kinsman in prison of such exquis- 
ite art, that the deti! himself is French lackey to him, 
and runs bareheaded by his horse's belly, when ha 
has one — whom he will cause, with most Irish dei- 
terity,^ to fetch his chain, though 'twere hid under a 
mine of sea-coal, and ne'er make spade or pickaxe 
his instruments. Tell him but this, with further in- 
structions thou shalt receive from me, and thou show- 
est thyself a kinsman, indeed. 

Corp. A dainty bully. 

S/dr. An honest book-keeper, 

Corp. And my three-limes-thrice-honey-cousin. 

Nich. Nay, grace of God, I'll rob him on't sudden- 
ly, and hang it in the rosemary bank ; hut I bear that 
mind, cousm, I would not steal anything, methinks, 
for mine own father, 

Sfcir. He bears a good mind in that, captain. 

Pye, Why, well said. He begins to be an honest 
fellow, i'faith, 

Corp, In truth he does. 

NieJt, You see, cousin, I am willing to do you any 
kindness, always saving myself harmless. 

Capl. Why, I thank thee ; fare thee well ; I shall 
requite it. {Exit Nichoias. 

Corp: 'Twill be good for thee, captain, Ihat thou 
hast such an egregious ass to thy consm. 

Capl. Ay, is not that a fine fool, corporal ? 
But, George, thou talk'st of art and conjuring : 
How shall [hat be ? 

Pye. Puh ! be't not j out care 

Leave that to me and my directions 
Well, captain, doubt not thy delivery noft , 
Even with the 'vant^e, man, to gam by prison. 
As my thoughts prompt ma. Hold on, bram, and 
I aim at many cunnuig, far events, (plot ! 

All which I doubt not but to hit at length 
I'll to the widow with a qudnt asSdiJt — 
Captain, be merry, 

Capt. Who, I ? Kerry merry buff jerkin, 

Pye. Oh, I am happy in more sleighls, and one 
Will knit strong in another. — Corporal Oath — 

Corp. Ho! bully. 

Pye. And thou, old Peter Skirmish; I have a neces- 
sary task for you both. 

Skir, Lay'l upon us, George Pyeboatd. 

Corp. Whate'er it he, we'll manage it. 

Pye. I would have you two maintain a quarrel 
before the lady-widow's door, and draw your swords 
i'th' edge of the evening, — Clash a little — clash, 

Corp. Fuh ! 

Let us alone to make out blades ring noon, 
Thoi^h it be after supper. 



Pye. 



Ihno 



■ you c£ 



of that false fire, I doubt not but lo raiso 
strange belief. — And, captain, to countenance my de- 
vice the belter, and grace my words to the widow, I 
have a good plain satin suit, that I had of a young 
reveller t'other night ; for words pass not regarded 
now a-days, unless they come from a good suit of 
clothes ; which the fates and my wits have bestowed 
upon me. Well, Capt^n Idle, iC I did not highly lova 
thee, I would na'cr be seen within twelve score of a 

jotniaii. In the lime of 
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ACT II.~SGENE 1. 



priEon ; for I protest, at this iastant, I walk in great 
danger of smalt debts. 1 owe money to several host- 
esses, and you know sucli giJs will quickly be upon 

Capt. True, Geqrpe. 

Pye, Faro thee well, captain. Come, cotportd end 

greet tiiee. 

Coiy. Mote news ? Ay, by yon Bear at Bridge-foot, 
in the evening' shall thou. 

[Exaad PEEuaARn, SKiKKieH,aii(i Oath. 
Capl. Enough; my friends, farewell! 
This prison shows as ghosts did part in hell," 

[Ml. 



i Room in the Widow's Hovsf. 



Penny, Ithank you 'faith.— 
Nay, you must stand me till I kiss you : 'tis 
The fashion everywhere i'faith, and I 
Came from the coiut even now. 

Mary. Nay, the fates forefend 
That I should anger the Ihshion ! 

Penny. Then, not forgetting the sweet of new cer 

emonies, I first fall back ; then, recovering myself, 

make my honor to your lip thus ; and then accost it. 

[Kisses her. 

Mtry. Trust me, very pretty and moving; you're 
worthy of it, sir, O my mother, my mother ! now 
she is here, we'll steal into the gallery. 

[Exemit Sir Johb and MAal. 

Enter Widow and Sir Godfhev, 



r, let re 






and r, I 






ertained a suitor already, a fine gallant 
knight of the last feather.^ He says he will coach 
me too ; and well appoint me ; allow me money to 
dice withal; and many such pleasing protestations he 
sticks upon my lips. — Indeed, his short-winded lather 
i'the country is wondrous wealthy j a. most abomina- 
ble farmer ; and therefore he may dole in lime,< 
Troth, I'll venture upon him. Women are not with- 
out ways enough to help themselves : if he prove 
wise and good as his word, why 1 shall love him, and 
use him kindly ; and if he prove an ass, why, in a 
quarter of an hour's warning I can transform him into 
an OK ; — there comes in my relief i^^. 
Enter FsmiT. 

Frail. O, Mislress Mary, Mistress Mary. 

Mary. How now ) what's the news ? 

Frail. The knight, your suitor. Sir John Pennydub. 

Mary. Sir Jotui Pennydub ) where 1 where ) 

Frail. He's walkhig in the gallery. 

Mary. Has my .mother seen hhn yet? 

Frail. O no ; she's spitting in the kitchen.* 

Mary. Direct him hither softly, my good Frailty. 
I'll meet him half way. 

Fraa. That's just like running a lilt ; but I hope 
he'll break nothing this time.* [Exit, 

Enter Sir John PEriHYDiiB. 



play the fool ; — stand ni 
have wealthy ofiers, large tenderings ; do not with- 
stand your good fortune. Who comes a-wooii^ to 
yon, I pray ? No smaE fool ; a rich knight o' the 

you. And, furthermore, as 1 heard late by your maid- 
servants (as your maid-servants will say to mo any- 
thing, I thank 'em) both your daughters are not with- 
out suitors ; ay, and worthy ones loo ; one a brisk 
courtier, Sir Andrew Tipstafi", suitor afar off to your 
eldest daughter, and the third a huge weahhy farmer's 
son, a fine young country knight; Ihey call him Sir 
John Pennydub ; a good name, marry ; he may have 
it coined when he lacks money. What blessings are 



IVid, 



™ptm 



io old as 



I look like Satan ? I hope the 



, Itr 









Wid, You wound 
Asuitorlome. Oh, I can't abide it; — 
I take in poison when I hear one named. 

Enter SiuoK. 

How now, Simon ? where is my son Edmo 
Sim. Verily, madam, he is at vain eieri 
ping in the Tennis-court. 

Wid. At Tennia-court ? Oh, now his fiither's gone, 
I shall have no mla with him ; Oh wicked Edmond ! 
1 might well compare this with the prophecy m the 
oIironiGie, thoi^h far hiferior. As Harry of Mon- 
mouth won all, and Harry of Windsor lost all, so Ed- 
mond of Bristow, that was the father, got all, and 
Edmond of London, that's his son now, will spend all. 
Sir God. Peace, sister, we'll have him reformed; 
there's hope of him yet, though it be but a little. 

Enter Fbaiixi. 

Frail. Forsooth, madam ; there are two or three 
archers at door would very gladly speak with your 
' ladyship. 
' Wid. Archers! 

Sir God, Your husband's fletchet,' I warrant. 
Wid, Oh, 
Let them come near, ihey bring home things of his ; 
Troth, I should ha' forgot them. How now, villain ! 
Which be those archers ? 



'— proltably or 



m the feat 
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Frait, Why, do you not see 'em before you 
not these archers?— what do you caU'e. 
ersU Shooters and archers are all one, 1 

Wid. Out, fenorant slave. 

Sir Oliuer. Nay, pray he patient, lady ; ■ 
We come in way of honorable love. 

Sir And. ' 

Sir Ji/kn. 



■ We do. 



Sir And. i . , , , 

Sir John i ^""^ daughters. 

Wid. O, why will you offer me this, genllenien? 
Indeed, I will not look upon you. When the tears 
are scarce out of mine eyes, not yet washed off from 
my choelis ; and my dear hushand's body scarce so 
cold as the coffin, — what reason have you to offer it 1 
I am not like some of your widows, that will bury 
one in the evening, and be sure to have another era 
morning. Pray away ; pray take your answers, good 
knights ; an yon be sweet Itnights ; I have vowed 
never to marry ; — and so have my daughters, too! 

Sir Jckn. Ay, two of you have, but the third's a 
good wench I 

Sir Oliver. Lady, a shrewd answer, marry. The 
best is, 'tis but the first ; and he's a blunt wooer that 
will leave for one fliarp answer. 

Sir And. Where be your daughters, lady ? I hope 
they'll give ub belter eneourj^cment. 

W^a. Indeed, they'll answer yon so! take it on my 
word they'll give you the very same answer verbatim, 

Sir John. Mum : Mary's a good wench still ; I know 
what she'll do '( 

SirOHuB-. WelI,lady,for this time we'll takeoiir 

- H«a- 



n. Look you, put off all your suits, 

an you come lo me again. 

[Exeunt Sir JoEin B«d Sir Godfrey. 

FraU. Put off all their suite, quotha? Ay, that's 
the best wooing of a widow indeed, when a man's 
nonsuited ; that is, when he's a-bed with her. 

Sir Oliver. Sir Godfrey, here's twenty angels more. 
Work hard for me; there's life in't yet.' 

Sir Gad. Fear not. Sir Oliver MuckhiU ; I'E sUck 
close for you : leave all with me. [Eat Sip OuvBlt. 

Enter Pieboabd. 

Fye. By your leave, lady widow, 
Wid. What, another suitornow! 
Pye. A suitor ! no, I protest, lady, if you'dgive me 
yourself, I'd not be troubled with you. 
Wid. Say jouso, sir) then you're the better wel- 

JV. Nay, Heaven Mess me from a widow, unless I 
were sure to bury her speedily .' 
Wid, Good bluntness. Well, your business, sir ? 
Pye. Very needfid ; if you were in private once. 
Wid. Needful ! Brolher.prajf leave us; and you, sir. 
[Exit Sir GoorftET. 



I'olifeinit"— S*«t 



And Sir 



Frail. I should laugh now, if this blunt fellow 
should put them ail hoside the stirtup, and vault hito 
the saddle himself. 1 have seen as mad a trick. 

[Eiil Fkailtv. 

Wid. Now, sir? — here's none but we. — [Enter 
Daughters.]— Daughters, forbear. 

Pye, no, 
Pray let them slay ; for what I have to speak 
Importeth equally to them as jou ? 

Wid. Then you may stay. 

Pye, I pray bestow on me a serious ear. 
For what I speak is full of weight and fear. 

Wid. Fear? 

Pye. Ay, if'l pass nnregarded and uneffected. 
Else, peace and joy: — I pray attention, widow. 
I have been a mere stranger for these parts that you 
live in, not did I ever linow the husband of you, and 
father of them, but I truly know, by certain spiritual 
intelligenee, tl^t he is in put^torj. 

Wid, Purgatory ! tuh ; that word deserves to be 
spit upon. I wonder tliat a man of sober tongue, as 
ieem to be, should have the folly lo believa 
there's such a place, 

Pye. Well, ^dy, in cold blood I speak it ; I assure 
_ >u that there is a purgatory, in which place I fenow 
your husband to reside, and wherein ho is like to re. 
' , till the dissolution of the world, till the last 
general bonfire : when all the earth shall melt into 
nothing, and the seas scald their finny laborers ; so 
_ 's his abidance, unless you alter the property of 
your purpose, together with each of your daughters 
theirs ; that is, the purpose of single life in yourself 
and your eldest daughter, and the speedy determina- 
tion of marriage in your youngest. 

Mary. How knows he that ? what, has some devil 
told him! 

Wid, Strange he should know our thoughts — Why T 
But daughter, have you purposed speedy marriage! 

Pye. You see she tells you ay, she saj-s nothing. 
Nay, give me credit as you please ; I am n stranger 

you, and yet you see I know your determinations, 
which must come to me metaphysically, and by a 
supernatural intelligence. 
'd. This pnts amaze 



t. KnoM 



ts) 



■iage. Would 



Mary. I had thought to steal a 
his tongue 
Had dropped out when he blabbed it. 

Wid. But, sir, my husband was too honest a deal- 
ing man, to be now in any pui^lories. 

Pye. O do not load your oonsoience with untruths, 
'Tis but mere folly now to gild him o'er. 
That has past but for copper. Praises here. 
Can not unbind him there. Confess hut truth ; 
I know he got his wealth with a hard gripe : 
Oh, hardly, hardly 1 

Wid. This is most strange of all, how knows ha 
that! 

Pye, He would eat fools and %iiorant heirs cteaa 
up; 
And had his drink ftom many a poor man's brow, 
Evenastheh' labor brewed it. He would scrape 
Kiches lo him most nnjustly. The very dirt 
Between his nails was ill got ; — not his own ', 
Oh ! I groan to speak of it. The thought makes me 
shudder ! — shudder ! — 

Wid, It quakes me too, now I think on't. [aside. 



dc.V^iUUVlL' 



Wid. A man 


thatw 


«iMh 


early before hi 




8, an. 




QQbult 


ued. 








Pye Ob,iifl 






Wid. Dine 


qnlMy 






Bt3, wo 


ilH e 


tmm the table. 


togela 


good 



lid keep church go duly; i 



Q afternoon aer- 

Pye. Thei-e-s the devil, there's the deyil! True: 
be thought it sanetiiy oDough, if ha had killed a mao, 
flo it bad been done in a pew; — or andoue hie neigb- 
bor. Gu it had been near enough to the preacher. Oh 1 
~ti Germon's a line ahorl eloali of an hour Inng, and will 
bide iliB apper part of a dlBSembler. — Churob! ay, he 
seemed all eburch, and his conscience was aa bard as 
the pulpit. 



Wid. I 

Pye. 

Endure t. 

Wid I 



) flatter. 



ili your 



Nor 



withm 



Pye. No, Iftdy, 
Yoa may believe tny attains ; I Mrihe all true ; — 
And if your conscience wonld leap up to yo^r Congtie 
Yooreelf woald affirm it ; and that yoii shall perceive 
I know of things to come, as well as I do 
Of what is preeent, a brother of your husband's 
Sbfdl aborcly have a loas. 

Wid. Aloaa? marty Heaven forfeud! 
Sir Godfrey, my brollier I 

Py Nay ke ■ ' 

you tie f rtBica 



ply pre' 






t jca 



if there be i 
si . 1 before jour dour whpreof the 
a diea. ot vou two the eliei shall 



Your naked bodies to tlie view of all beholdere. 
Wid. Our naked bodies T Re, fhr ahame t 
Pye, Attend roa! — BQd your younger daueblerl 

Stricken dumb I 
Mary. Dumb? out, alaal 'lis the worst pain of 



and meadow, this my speech sliall have past probalioD, 

Wid. If this be true, we see all shamed, aU undone. 

Mar-^- DumbI I'll speah as much aa ever I can 
poa«]bly before evening. 

Pye But it it bo come to pass (aa for your fair 
Gakea I wiGb it may) that this presage of yout atrange 
fortunes be prevented by that accident of death and 
bloodahedding which I before told you of, take heed, 
upon yoor livea, that two of yoa which have vowed 
never to marry, seek otit husbands wiili all present 
Bpeed, and you the third, thM have such a deaire to 



I It mlBht be preferable li 
8UnnDul,nndi-ead"Hhiff 






SCENE II 








outstrip ebasli 


y, look y 


u meddle 
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Mary. A do 


hie torme 






Pye. The bn 


ach of th 


skeep 








sthat 






ilh horror 


jtlil th 




related. 








Wid. Many 


why. I 


mwed 


neve 



Mary. And I vowed never to be anoh an ass, bat to 

Pye. Ladios, th.iugh I he a fbriune-teller, T can not 
etter IbrCnnes ; you have ihem.from me as they are 
jvealed to me; I wonld Ihey were to yoor tempera, 
nd fellows with your bloods; tKat'a all the bliteniesa 



^DgeancB for my husband's 
hink yourselves, and leave 
ither, and aeqaaint 



Pye. I « 
then 



Wid. I'lV to Sir Godfrey, 
him with these fearful presages. 

Frances. For, mother, they portend lo 

Wid. O, ay ; they do, they do. 
If any happy issue crown thy wotila, 
1 will reward Ay cunning. 

\Exeimt Widow 

Pye. 'Tia enough, lady ; I wiah no higher. 

M-^r^. Dumb? and not marry T worae : 
Neither to speak, nor kiaa, a double curae I 

[Exil MiRr. 

Pye. So, all this comes well about yet. I play the 



utage myforgei 



the 



abase, if any covering be over il^ and, to coniii'm my 
former presage to the widow, I have advised old Peter 
Skiroiisii the soldier to hurt Corporal Oath upon the 
leg; — and, in that hurry, I'll rush amongst 'em — and, 
Instead of giving the corporal some cordial to comfort 

tare, and make him seem as dead ; for the which the 
old soldier being apprehended, and ready to be borne 

of the dead man, upon pain of dying the conderaned'a 
death. The corporal will wake at tliis minute, whoa 
[tie sleepy force hath wrought itself and so sliall I 
get tayaolf into a moat admired opinion, and, nuder 
the pretext of that canning, begnile aa I aee occaeion. 
And if that " " 






delivered, f 



y plot will be sonnd, the c 
y wits applauded amongst g< 



Enter NiCH 
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little and IJttlo, most purilanically ! We sliaU hai 

cousin the conjurer. The world shall 
est man of my word : for now I'm going to hang 
between heavon and earth amongst the rosemar 
branches. [Ex 






SCENE I. — The Street btfore the Widow's House. 

Frail. Sirrah, Simon Saint Mary-Overies, my mis 
tress Bends away all her suitors, and puts fleas ii 
their ears. 

Sim. Frailty, she does lika an honest, chaste, nni 



will do't, what- 

Sbh. True, Frailty ; their filthy flesh desires a con- 
junction copulative. Wiiat atraiigers are within, 
Frailty) 

FToil. There's none, Simon, but Master Pilfer the 
tailor ; he's aboTc, with Sir Godfrey, 'praisingi of a 
doublet : and I must trudge anou to fetch Master 
Suds the barber. 

Sun. Master Suds's B good man: he washes the 
sins of the beard dean. 



Pye. Hownov 
put up. 

Corp. By yon 



Skbr. How now, creatures? what's o'clock? 

FT/}il, Why. do you take us to be jacks o' tli 
dock-hoase P 

Skir. I say again to you, what's o'clock ? 

Sim. Truly, la ! we go by the clock of our ooi 
science. All worldly docks we know go false, an 
are set by drunken sextons. 

Skir. Then what is't o'docfc in your conscience 
Oh, I must break off; here comes the corporal, - 

Eater Corporal. 

Hum ! iium ! What is't o'clock if 

Coi'p. O'clock ) why, past seientcen ! 

Frail Past seventeen ? Nay, he has met with h: 
match now : Corporal Oath will fit him, 

Skir. Thou dost not balk or baffle me, dost thou 
I am a soldier. Fast seventees ! 

Corp. Ay, thou art not angry with the figures, a 
thou! I will prove It unto thee ; twelve and one 
thirteen, I hope . 



two, fourteen ; three, fifteen; four. 



I will take the dial's part hi a just cause. 

Skir. I say 'tis but past five, then. 

Corp. I'll swear 'tis past seventeen, then. Dost 
tbounot know numbers ! Canst thou not oast? 

Sitir, Cast? Sost thou speak of my casting i'th' 
street P IThey draie and fight. 

Corp. Ay, and in the market-place, 

Sim. Clnbs! dubs I clubs 1 [Siuom runs away. 



id in the great docks of diurdies, 



Frail. Ay, I Itnew, by their shulHing, dubs would 
s trump. Mass ! hero's the knave, an he can do 
ly good upon 'em. Clubs ! clubs ! clubs ! 

[Eli! Frailtt 

Evler PrEBOiRD. 

Corp. 0, villain ! thou hast opened a vein in my 

shame, for shame ! put up, 

of my part, 



rt on the leg. 
ErUer Office 



Pye. Oh, peace, 
comfort thee. 

Offl. Down with 'em, down 

Lay hands 



have a cordial here ti 



I'll not 



.mong 'e 



[ExitP 

Corp. I'm hurt, and had more need to h; 

Lay hands upon me, than rough officers. 

OJi, Gu, carry him to bo dressed, then : 

[Exeunt some u- 

soldier shall along with me 



To prisoi 
Stir. 






1? Where's Geoi^! 

Away with him ! 
[Ereuni Officers nith SKinmsu. 



SCENE U.— The same. 
Enter Pieboabd. 
Pye. So 1 
All lights as I wonld wish. The amazed w 
Will plant me strongly now in her belief, 
And wonder at the virtue of my words : 
For the event turns those presages fVom the 
Of being mad and dumb, and begets joy 
Mingled with admiration. These empty or 






at, were but ordait 



[Exit PrESoAM). 
SCENE III.— .dn Apartruenl in the Widow's House. 
Eater the Widow, Frasceb, and Mart. 

Wid, wondrous happiness, beyond our thoughts ! 
lucky, fair event I I think our fortunes 
Were blest even in our cradles : we are quitled 
Of bU those shameful, violent presages 
By this rash, bleeding diance. Go, Fraihy un, and 
Whether he he yet living, or yet dead, [know 

That hare before my door received his hurt. 

Frail. Madam, be was carried to Ihe superior ; but 
if ha had no money when he came there, I warrant 
he's dead by this lime. [Exit Fraiitt. 

Frances. Sure that man is a rare fortune-teller ! — 
never looked upon our hands, nor upon any mark 
about us; a wondrous fellow, surely. 

Mary. I am glad I have Ihe use of my tongue yet, 
though of nothing else. 1 shall find the way to mar- 
ry, too, I hope, shortly. 

Wid. O, Where's my brother Sir Godfrey? I would 
he were here, that I might relate to him how prophet- 
ically the cunning gentleman spoke in all things. 
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Enter Sir Godfhet, in a rage. 

Sir God. 0, my chain, my chain ! I iiave lost my 
cbaiQ. Where he these Tillains, varlsls 1 

Wid. Oh ! he has lost his chain. 

Sir God. My chain, my chain ! 

Wii, Brother, be patient ; hear me speak. 
know I (old you that a eunning-mEn told me that you 
should have a loss, and he has prophesied so true — 

So- Goi Out ! he's a Tillaih to prophesy of Che loss 
of my chain. 'Twaa worlh aboTH three hundred 
crowns. Besides, 'twas my father's, my father's 
ther's, my grandfather's huge grandfather's,' I 
as lief ha' lost my necltuB the chain that hung about 
it. 0, my chain, my chain ! 

WiA Oh, brother, who can be guarded agaii 
misfortune 1 'Tis Imppy 'twas no more. 

Sir God. No more ? O goodly, godiy sister, would 
you had me lost more ? My best gown, too, with the 
cloth af gold lacei my holyday gaskins, and my jer- 
kin set with pearl ? No more ! 

tVid. Oh, brother, you can read 

Sir Goi. But I can not read where my chain is. 
What strangers have been here % You let hi stran- 
gers, thieves, and catchpoles. How comes it gone ? 
There was none above with me but my tailor, and 
my tailor will not steal, I hope. 

Mary. No, he's afraid of a chain. 
Enter Fbailtt. 

Wid. How now, sirrab ? the news ! 

Frail. O, mistress, he may well be called a corpo- 
ral now, far his corpse is as dead as a cold capon's, 

Wid. More happiness. 

Sir God. Sirrah, what's this to my chain 1 wliere's 
my chain, knave ? 

Frail, Your chain, sir? 

Si!- God. My chain is lost, villain. 

Frail. I would he were hanged in chdns that has 
it, then. Formc,BlaB! sir, I saw none of your chain 
eince you were hung with it yourself. 

Sir God. Out, varlet ! — it had full three thousand 
1 have olt told it over at my prayers — [Unks : 

Over and over ; — full three thousand links. 

FraU. Had it so, sirt Sure it can not be lost, then. 
I'll put you in that comfort. 

Sir Gad. Why? why! 

Frail. Why, if your chain had so many links, it can 
not choose but come to light.'! 

Enter NioHonsis. 

Sir God. Delusion ! Now, long NichoJas, where is 
my chain f 

Nick. Why, about your neck, is't not, sir! 

Sic Gori. About my neck, varlal ! my chain is lost; 
'tis stolen away ; I'm robbed, 

Wid, Nay, brother, show yourself a man. 

Nich. If it he only lost or stole, if he would be pa- 
tient, mistress, I could bring him to a cunnh^ Eiis- 
man of mme, that would fetch it again with asesa- 



Mck. Marry, he dwells now, sir, where he would 
not dwell au he could choose ~ in the Marshalseaj 
sir ; but he's an excellent fellow if he were out : has 
travelled all the world over, he, and been in the seven- 
and-twenty provinces. Why, he would make it be 
fetched, sk, if it were rid a thousand mile out of 

Sir Goi, An admirable fellow ! What lies he for ! 

Nich. Why, he did but rob a steward of ten groats 
t'other n^ht, as any man would ha' done, and there 
he lies for't. 

SirGod. rUmakehispeace. Atdfle! I'llgethis 
Besides a bountiful reward, I'll almnt it ; [pardon. 
But see the derka ; the justice will do much : 
I will about it straight. Good sister, pardon me j 
All will be well, I hope, and turn to good j 
The name of conjurer has laid my blood. [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. ~ A Sired. 
Enter Pottoch, Eavenshaw, and Doosou. 

Put. His hostess where he lies will trust him no long- 
er. She bath feed me to arrest him. Andlfyouwill 
accompany me — because I know not of what nature 
the scholar is, whether desperate or swift* — yon 
shall share with me. Sergeant Bavenshaw. I have 
the good angel to arrest him.^ 

Rao. Troth, I'll take part with Ihee, then, ser- 
geant ; not for the sake of the money so much, as for 
the hate I bear to a scholar. Why, sei^ant, 'tis 
natural in us, you I(now,to hate scholars — natural, 
because they will publish our imperfections, knave- 
ries, and conveyances upon scaffolds and stages. 

Put. Ay, and spitefully too. Troth, I have won- 
dered how the slaves could see into our breasts so 
much, when our doublets are buttoned with pewter. 

i(au. Ay, and BO close without yielding. Oh, they're 
parlous fellows ; they will search more with theif 
wits than a constable with all his oiUcers. 

Put. Whist, whist, whist, yeoman Dogson, yeoman 
Dogson. 

Dog. Ha! what says sergeant ! 

Put. Is he in the 'pothecary's shop still ? 

Sog. Ay, ay! 

Put. Have an eye, have an eye. 

Ran. The best is, sergeant, if he be a true scholar 
he wears no weapon, I think. 

PiU. No, no, he wears no weapon. 

Rav. Mass, I am right glad of that : it has put me 
in better heart. Nay, if I clutch him once, let me 
alone to drag him if he be stiff.necked — I have been 
one of the six myself, that has dragged as tall men 
of their hands, when their weapons have been gone, 
as ever bastinadoed a sei^eant. I have dene I can 
tell you. 

Dog. Sei^anl Putlock, Sergeant Puttock. 

Put. Ho ! 

Dog. He's combig out sjngle. 

Put. Peace, peace, be not loo greedy; let him play 
1 little, let him play a little ; we'll jerk him up of a 
radden. I ha' fished in my time. 

Ran. Ay, and caught many a fbol, sei^aUl. 
Enter Pveboard. 

Pye. I parted now fVom Nichlas : the chain's 
couched. 
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And the old liiiight has spent his rage upon' 
The widow holds me in great admirali 
For cunning art ; 'mongst joys I'm evi 
For my device can no way now be ctossei 
And now I must to prisonj lo the captain, 






Put. 



St you, 



ipolie truer than I was aware ; 
I must to prison, indeed. 

Pill. They say you'te a scholar, — Nay, sir ; — yeo- 
man Dogson, have care to his arms. — You'H rail 
againsi sergeants, and stage 'em ! You'll ticlde [heir 

Pye. Nay, use me lilie a gentleman ; I'm liltle less. 

Fvl. You a gentleman ! that's a good jest, i'laiih. 
Can a scholar be a gentleman, when a gentleman will 
not bo a scholar? Look upon your wealthy citiien's 
sons, whether they be scholars orno, that are gentle- 
men by their fathers' Irades. A scholar a gentleman t 

Pye. Nay, let forlune drive all her stings into me, 
she can nothnrt that in me. A geallemsn is accidena 
imeparabile lo my blood. 

Rav. A rablement i nay, you shall haye a bloody 
rablement upon you, 1 warrant you. 

Put. Go, yeoman Dt^son, before, and enter the ac- 
Uon i'lh' counter. [Exil Doosoh. 

Pye, Pray do not handle me cruelly; i'l! go 
Whither you please to hare me. 

Pill, Ob, he's tame ; let him loose, sergeant. 

Pye. Pray, at whose suit is this ? 

Pill, Why, at yoitr hostess's suit, where you lie; — 
Mistress Conyburrow's, for bed and hoard, ~~ the sum 
four pound, five shillings, and five pence. 

Pye. 1 know the sum too true, yet I presumed 
Upon a flirther day. Well, 'lis my stars j 
And I must bear it now, though never harder. 
I swear now, my device is crossed ind^. 
Captdn must lie by't ;' this is deoeil's gfled. 

Pvl, Come, come away. 

Fge. Piay, give me so much time as lo knit my 
garter, 
And 111 away with you. 

Put. Well, we must bo paid for this wailing upon 
you ; this is no pains lo attend thus.s 



slant, I ha¥e no lawful picture^ about m 

Pvl. 'Slid, how shall we come by our fees, tten ? 

Rav, We must have fees, sirrah. 

Pye. r could have wished, i'falth, that you had took 
me half an hour hence for your oivn sake, for I pro- 
test if you had not crossed me, I was going in great 
joy to receive five pound of a gentleniBn, for the device 
ofa maslthere,drawn inthis paper. ButnoW|Come, . 
I must be contented; 'tis but so much lost, and an. 
swerable to the rest of my fortunes ? 

Pvl. Why, how ifer hence dwells that gentleman ? 

Rav. Ay, well sidd, sergeant ; 'tis good lo cast 
about for money. 

Pul. Speak, if it be not far 

Pye.V/e are but a little past it; the next street he. 
hind ua. 

ready ; if you'll say you'll be liberal when 



Pye. I am now wretched a 


nd tnise 


able; I shall 


never recover of this disease 




n gnaw their 


fists ! They have struci a fe 






which I shall ne'er shake out 


agam, I 


fear me, till, 












Oh, if I lake prison once, I shall be pressed to death 
with actions ; but not so bappUy as speedily ; pc 
haps I may be forty year a pressing till I be a th 
old man ; that, looking through the grates, men mi 
look through me. All my means confounded, what 
shall I do ? Have my wils served me so long, now t 
give me the slip, like a trained servant, when I hav 
most need of 'em ? No device to keep my poor cai 
casa from these putlockB? — Yes, happiness! have 
a paper about me now ? 

Yes, two ; I'll try it, it may hit ; 
Exlremily is Imichslone imta ait. 
Ay ! Ay ! [^nsiiwinj Officer. 

Pat, 'Sfoot, how many yards are in thy garters. 



' Tha 



'hQtis.tSereimei 



nally which co 



(0 long a tying of ther 



Pye. Troi 



, I protest, you could nev 
It this i 



spend upon 






'II show you that kindness, and go along with you 
I ihe gentleman. 

Rav. Ay, well said slill, sergeant ; urge Ihat. 
Pye. Troth, if it wiU suffice, it shall all be among 
30 ; for my part I'llnol pocket a penny ; my hostess 
shall have her four pound, five shillings, and bate me 
the live pence, and the other fifteen shillings I'll 
spend upon you. 
JBoK. Why novf thou art a good scholar. 
Put. An excellent scholar, i'faith; has proceeded 
very well o' late. Come, we'U along with you. 

[E3:euiil Punocit, Eavebshaw, and PtEtiOAHD, 
The latter knocks at the dam of a Gentleman's 
house, at the inside of the stage. 

SCENE v.— A Gallery iit a Centleman's House. 

£7iin-a Servant. 

Serv. Who knocks? who's at door! We had need 

Pye, [wUhiti}. A few tMends here — pray is the 
gentleman your master within ! 

Ssru. Yes ; is yonr business to him ? 

[Opena the door ; enter PvEBOAnD, Put- 
TOOK, Ravehshaw, and Dogsok. 

Pye. Ay, he knows it when he sees me ; 
I pray you, have you forgot me ? 

Serv, Ay, by my troth, sir ; pray, eomo near ; I'll 
in and tell him of you. Please you to walk here in 
the gallerylill he comes. [Exit Servant. 

Pye, We wiK attend his worship. — Worship, I 
think ; for so mnch the posts at his door should sig- 
nify,* and the fair coming in, and the wicket ; else, I 
neither knew him nor his worship; bul 'tis happiness 
he is within doors, whatsoe'er he be. If he be not 
too much a formal citizen, he may do me good 
[aaide], Sei^eatit and yeoman, how do you lilie this 
house i Is't not most wholesomely plotted ?= 

Boo. Troth, prisoner, an exceeding 6ne house. 

Pye. Yet I wonder how he should forget me ; — for 

4 Poili a the door, ui Queen Elizabeth's lune, were ei3iia 
of a juatlee of the peace anS sheriff, 
s Loid ouS-the groundjiiof, ttie sarden. 
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he ne'er know me [aside] . No matterj what is forgot 
ia you will be remembered in your niaster. 
A prelty comfortable room this, mcthbiks : 
You have no such rooms in prison sow 1 

Put. Oh, dog-holes to't. 

Jy. Dog-lioles, indeed. I can tell you, I have 
great liope to have ray chamber here shortly, nay, 
and diet too ; for he's the most free-hearteiist gen- 
tleman where be takes; yon would little think it? 
Aod what a fine gallery were here for mo to walk and 
study, and make verses. 

Put. O. it Stands pleasanliy for a scholar. 

Enier Gentle m^. 

Pye. Look what maps, and pictures, and devices, 
and things, neatJy, delicately ! Mass, here he comes ; 
be should be a gentleman ; I like his beard well — All 
happiness to your worship. 

Genl. You're kindly welcome, sir. 

Fill. A simple salutation. 

Kali, Mass, it seems the gentleman makes great 

Fye. [aloudl, I have the thing here for you, sir. 

[Takes Ihe Gentleman aside, 
I beseech you, conceal me, sir; I'm undone else [aside], 
I have the mask here for you, sir [alott^. — Look 
you, sir [aside]. I beseech your worship, fin:t pardon 
my rudeness, for my eilremes make me bolder than I 
would be. I am a poor gentleman, and a scholar, and 
am now most unfortunately fallen into Jhe hands of 
unmerciful officers, arrested for debt, which, though 
small, 1 am not able to compass, by reason I am des- 
lltme of lands, money, and ftiends ; so that if 1 fall 
into the hungry swallow of the prison, I am like ut- 
terly to perish, and with fees and extortions be phicli- 

in the blood of a gentleman, I beseech you, vouch- 
safe but to favor that means of my escape which I 
have already thought upon. 

Geal. Go forward. 

Fut. I warrant he likes it rarely. 

Pj/e. In the plunge of mj extremities, being giddy, 
and doubtful what to do, at last it was put into my 
laboiing tboiighls, to make a happy use of this paper ; 
and to blear their unlettered eyes, I told them there 
was a device for a mask drawn in't, and that (but for 
their interception) I was going to a gentleman to re- 
ceive my reward for't. They, greedy at this word, 
and hoping lo make purchase of me, offered their 
attendance, to go along with me. My hap was to 
make bold with your door, sir, which my thoi^hls 
showed me the most fiiirest and comfortablest en- 
trance ; and I hope I have happened right upon un- 
derstanding and pity. May it please your good wor- 
ship, then, but to uphold my device, which is to let 
one of your men put me out at a back-door, and I 
shall be bound to your worship for ever. 

Gent. By my troth, an excellent device. 

P-ut, An excellent device, he says; he liies it won- 
derfully. 

Gent. 0' my faith, I never heard a better. 

Rav. Hark, he swears he never heard a belter, ser- 

Put. 0, there's no talk on't ; he's an excellent 
scholar, and especially for a mask. 

Gent. (Jive me your paper, your device. I was 
never better pleased in aO my life ; good wit, brave 



wit, finely wrought '. come in, sir, and receive your 
money, sir. [Exit within. 

Pye. I'll follow your good worship. — You heard 
howhe liked it, now? 

Put. Puh, we knew he could not choose bnt like it. 
Go thy ways; thou art a fine winy fellow, i'faith ; 
thou Shalt discourse it lo us at the tavern, anon ; wilt 
thou ? 

Pye. Ay, By,thatl will. Look, sergeant, here are 
maps and pretty toys; be doing, In the meantime ; I 
shall quickly have told out the money, you know. 

Put. Go, go, little villain i fetch thy chink ; I be- 
ghi to love thee; — I'll be drunk to-night in thy eom- 

Pye. This gentleman I may well call a part 
Of my salvation, m these earihly evils. 
For he has saved me from three huogry devils, 

[Exit PvEBOABn. 

Put. Sirrah, sei^anl, these map? are pretty paint- 
ed things, but I could ne'er fancy them yet; — me- 
Ibinks they're loo busy, and full of circles and conju- 
rations ; they say all the world's in one of them, but 
I could ne'er find the counter in the poultry.' 

Rail. I think so. How could you find it? for you 
know it stands behhid these houses. 

Dog. Mass, (hat's true ; then we must look o' the 
backside for't ; 'sfoot, here's nothing; all's fture. 

Bail. I warrant Ihee tliat stands for the oounler ; — 
for you know there'sacompany of iare fellows there. 

Put. 'Faith, like enough, sei^eant ; I never marked 
so much before. Sirrah sergeant and yeoman, I 
should love these maps out o' cry now, if we could 



m peep out 



Ob,v 



morning to our breakfast ao finely, and ne'er 
knock our heels to the ground a whole day for 'em. 

Rav. Ay, marry, sir, I'd buy one then myself. But 

this talk is by the way. Where shall's sup to-iiigbl! 

pound received, — let's talk of that, I have 



hall. You 



II bear hi 



to th' u 



em, whilst I go close with his hos 
of her. I know she would be glad of [half] the sum, 
to &iger [the] money ; because she knows 'tis but a 
desperate debt, and fliU of hazard. What will you 
Bay if I bringit to pass, that the hostess shall be con- 
tented with one hair for all, and we to share t'other 
fifty shillings, builies! 

Pvi. Why, I would call thee long of sei^aants, and 
thou shouldst be chronicled in the counter-book for 



fiati. Well, put it to me ; 
i'faith. 
Dog. 'Sfool, I think he n 



e'U make a night on't, 
elves more money, he 



Enter Gentleman. 
Sou. Oh, hero comes the gentleman. By your 
, Oen. Give! you god den sirs, — Would you speak 
The ftfiiofi, BO called. — I^alone. ^ Tu other copies " god!' 
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Put. No, not wilh your worship, sir ; oi 
bold to slay for a friend of ours Ihat we: 
your worfihip. 

Gen. Who J Nol the scholar ? 

Put. Yes, e'en he, an it please your won 

Gen. Did he make you slay for him ! Ii 
wrong, then : why, 1 can assure you he's g 



Gen. Why, what's the matter? 

Fid. He was our prisoner, sir j we did arrest him. 

Gen. What ! he was not ? Von the sheriff's offi- 

You were to blame, then ! 

Why did you not make known to me as much ) 

I could have Itept him for you. I protest, 

He recoived all of ma in licitahi gold, 

Of the last coining. 

Ran. Vengeance dc^ him wilh't ! 

Put. 'Sfool, has he gulled us so ! 

Dog. Where shall we sup now, sej^eanls ? 

Put. Sup, Simon, now! eat ponli^a for a month. 
Well, we can nol impute it to any lack of good will 
in your worship ; — you did but as another would have 
done ; 'twas our hard fortunes to miss Ihe purchase ; 
but if ever we dutch him again, the counter shall 
charm hitn. 

Sop. The hole sliall rot him.' 

Log. Amen. {Eieiint Sergeanls. 

Vei out your lungs without doors ; I am proud 
It was my hap in help him. It fell fit : — 
He went not empty neither for his wit. 
Alas .' poor wrelch, I could nol blame his brain, 
To labor his delivery, to be free 
From their unpitying fangs ; I'm glad it stood 
Within my power to do a scholar good. [Exit. 

SCENE Vi. — A Room in the Marshalscu Pi-kon. 
Enter Captain Idle ; to him. PynBOAKD, in ditgirise. 

Co.'pt. How now? who's that? what are youf 

Pye. The same that I should be, captain. 

Cnjrf, George Pj-eboard? honest George! Why 
com'st then in half-feced and muffled so ! 

Fye. Oh, captain, 1 thought we should ne'er have 
laughed again, never spent frolic hour again. 

Caft. Why! why? 

Pye. I, coming to prepare thee, and with news 
As happy as thy quick delivery, 
Was traced out by the scent — arrested, captain. 

Cop/. Arrested, Georgo ? 

Pye. Arrettted ! guess, how many dogs do you think 
1 had upon me ? 

Cap;. Dogs ? I say, I know not. 

Pye. Almost as many as George Stone, the bear ;' 
Three at once, three at once. 

Cop;. How didst thou shake 'em off, then ? 

Pye. The time is busy, and calls upon our wits : 
LetltsufUce — 
Here I stand safe, and 'scaped by miracle ; 



!0f th 



ar exliMted at Puis %6iA 



Soma other hour shall tell thee, when we'll steep 
Our eyes in laughter. Captain, my device 
Leans to thy happiness ; for, ere the day 
Be spent to th' girdle,' Ihon shalt [snre] be ftee. 
The corporal's in's first sleep; the chahi is missed; 
Thy kinsman has eipressed thee,* and the old knight 
With palsy hams' now labors thy release. 
What rests, is all hi Ihee to conjure, captain. 

Cojrf. Conjure? 'Sfoot! George,youliuowthede¥il 
o' conjuring I can conjure. 

Pye. The devil o' conjuring ? Nay, by my say, I'd 
not have thee do so much, captain, as the devil, o- 
conjuring. Look here 1 1 have brought thee a circle, 
ready charactered and all. 

Capt. 'Sfoot! George, art in thy right wits? Dost 
know what thou say'sl? Why dost talk to a captain 
of conjnrii^i Didst thou ever hear of a captain con- 
jnra in thy life 1 Dost call't a circle ? 'Tis too wide 
a thing, methinks. Had it been a leaser circle, then 
I knew what to have done. 

Pye. Why, every fool knows that, captain. Nay, 
then I'll not cog wilh you, captain ; if you'll stay and 
hang, the next sessions, you may. 

Capt. No,hymyiaith, Geoi^e. Come, come; let's 
to conjuring. 

Pye. But if you look to he released (as my wits 
have took pain to work it, and all means wroi^ht to 
funher it), besides, to put crowns in your purse ; to 
make you a. man of better hopes ; and, whereas, be- 
fore you were a captam or poor soldier, to mahe yon 
now a commander of rich fools— which is truly the 
only best purchase peace can allow you — safer than 
highways, heath, or cony-groves, and yet a fhr bet- 
ter booty ; for yoiw greatest thieves are never hanged, 
never hanged; forwhy? they're wise, and cheat with- 
in doors ; and we geld fools of more money in one 
night than your false-tailed gelding^ will purchase in 
a. twelve-month's running — which confirms the old 
beldam's saying: He's wisest that keeps himse!/ wana. 
est; that is, he Ihat rnbs by a good fire. 

Cap(. Well opened, i'faith,Geoise ; thou hast pulled 
that saying out of the husk. 

Pye. Captain Idle, 'tis no time now to delude or de- 
lay. The old knightwill be here suddenly. I'll per- 
fect you, direct you, tell you the trick on't : 'tis noth- 
ing. 

dipt. 'Sfoot ! Geoi^e, I know not what to say to'l 
Conjure! I shall be hanged ere I conjure. 

Pye. Nay, tell not me of thai, captain ; you'll ne'er 
conjure after you're hanged, I warrant you. Look 
you, sir : a parlous matter, sure ! first, to spread your 
circle upon the ground ; rtien, with a little conjuring 
ceremony (as I'll have ahackney-man's wand silvered 
o'er a-purpoae for you) ; then, arriving in the circle, 
wilh a huge word, and a great trample — as, for in- 
stance, have you never seen aslalking, stamping play- 
er, that wilt raise a tempest wilh his tongue, and thun- 
der wilh his heels P 

Capt. yes, yes, yes ; often, often. 

Pye. Why, be like such a one. For anything will 
blear the old knight's eyes ; for you must note that 
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he'll ne'er dare lo venture into Ihe room, only perhaps 
peep fearfully through Ihe keyhole, to see how the 
play goes forward. 

Capl. Well, I may go about it when I will ; — but 
mark the end on't : I Eholl but shttme myself, i'failh, 
Cieoi^e. Speak big vords, and stamp and stare, and 
he look in at keyhole ! Why, the very thought of 
that would make me laugh outright, and spoil all. 
Hay, I'll tell thee, George, when I apprehend a thing 
once, I aitk of such a lasatiTe laughter, that, if Ihe 
deiil hintself stood by, I should laugh in his face ! 

Pyf. Pnh ! that's but Ihe hubs of a man, and may 
easily be hushed — as, to think upon eome disaster, 
some sad misfotwne, as the death of thy father i'lh' 
Miuntry. 

Capl. ■Sfoot ! (hat would be the more to drive me 
into such an ecstasy, that I should ne'er lini laughing 

Pye. Why, then, think upon going to hanging. 

Capt. Mass ! that's well remembered : now I'll do 
well, I warrant thee ; ne'er fear me now. Hut how 
shall I do, Geoj^e, for boisterous words and horrible 



Pye. Puh ! any fustian Invocations, i 



le best. 



will 



so yon 



or you may go to a 'polhecary's shop, and tal<e all 
the words from the boxes. 

Capt. Trolh, and you say true, George : there's 
strange words enow to raise a hundred quack -sal vers, 
tliough (liey be ne'er so poor when they begin. Hue 
here lies the fear on't : how, if in this false conjura- 
tion, a true devil should pop up indeed ? 

Pr/c. A true devil, captain ! why, there was ne'er 
such a one. Nay, i'ff^th, he that has this place, is as 
fdlse a knave as our last church-warden. 

Capt. Then he's false enough o' conscience, i'faith, 
Gsorge. 

[Prisoners cry uithin.} Good gentlemen over the 
way, send your relief; good gentlemen over the way, 
good Sir Godfrey ! — 

Pye. He's come, he's come ! 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Edmobd, ojid Nicholas. 

Nkh. Master, that's my kinsman yonder, in the 
buff jerkin. Kinsman, that's my master yonder, i'th' 
taffaty hat. Pray, salute him entirely. 

[Sir GoDFHEv and Idle sidule, and 
Pfedoahu saliUes Edhobd. 

Sir Gad. IN'ow, my friend — 

[Sir Godfrey and Idle converse apart. 

Pye, ]May I partake your name, sir ? 

Edm. My name is Master Edmond. 

Pye. Master Edmond ? Are you not a Welshman, 
sir! 

Edm. AWelshman? wiiy? 

Pye. Because master is your Christian name, and 
Edmond your surname. 

Edm. no ; I have more names at home : Master 
Edmond Plus is my full name at length. 

Pye. 0, cry you mercy, sh-. 

Capl. |as«eioSirGoDFKEs]. I understand that you 
are my kinsman's good master, and, in regard of that, 
the beet of my skill is at your service. But had you 
forlnned a mere stranger, and made no means to me 
by acquaintance,! should have utterly denied to hava 



been the man ; both by reason of the act of parlia- 
ment against conjurers and witches,' as also because 
I would not hava my art vulgar, trile, and common. 

Sir God, I much commend your care there, good 
captain conjurer ; and that I will be sure to have it 
private enough, you shall do'i in my sister's house — 
mine own house I may call it, for both our charges 
therein are prnporlioned. 

Capl. Very good, sir. What may 1 call your loss. 

Sir God. 0, you may call't a great loss, a grievous 
loss, sir ; as goodly a chain of gold, though 1 say it, 
thai wore it — how say'st thou, Nicholas! 
Nicli. O, 'twas as delicious a chain of gold, kins- 
Sir God. You know ! did you know'i, captain ? 
Capt. Trust a fool with secrets ! \Aaide]. Sir, he 
may say I know. His meaning is, because my art is 
such, that by it 1 may gather a linowledge of all 

Sir God. Ay, very true. 

Capt. A pox of all fools! The excuse stuck upon my 
tongue like ship-]^tch upon a miriuer's gown, not to 
come off in haste. |..4jWe.| — Bj'rl.idj, knight, lohise 
such a fair chain of gold were a foul loss. Well, t 
can put you in this good comfort on't, if it be be- 
tween heaven and earth, knight, I'll have it for you. 

Sir God. A wonderflil conjurer ! O,. ay ; 'lis be- 






lt you; i 



out of the realm. I know 'ti 
earlh. 

Capt. Ay, nigher the earth than Ihou wot'sl oR 

[Aside, 

Sii' God. For, first, my chain was rich ; and no rich 
thing shall enter into heaven, you know. 

JVM. And as for the devil, master, he has no need 
on't, for you know he has a great chain of his own. 

Sir God. Thoo say'st true, Nicholas, but he has 
put off that now ; that lies by him. 

Capl. I'faith, knight, iu few words. I presume so 
much upon the power of my art, that I could warrant 
your chain again. 

Sip God. dainty captain 1 

Capl, Marry, it will cost me much sweat. I were 
belter go to sixteen hot-houses. 

Sir God. Ay, good man, I warrant thee, 

Capl. Beside great vexation of kidney and liver. 

Nieh. O, 'twill tickle you hereabouts, cousin, be- 



;e you h. 



!U used tc 



in! 



Hare you not been used K 






Capl. Plague of all fools stilll [Aiidf.\ Indeed, 
knight, I have not used it a good while, and therefore 
'twin slndn me so much the more, you Imow. 

Sir God. 0, it will, it wiU ! 

Capt, What plunges he puts me to ! Were nol this 
Imight a fool, I had been twice spoiled now. That 
captain's worse than accursed that has an ass lo his 
kinsman. "Sfoot ! I fear he will drivel it out before 
1 come lo'l. [Atide.] Now, sir, lo come lo the point 
indeed, you see I stick here in Ihe jaw of the Mnr- 
shalsea, and can not do't. 

Si!- God. Tut, tut— I know thy meaning. Thou, 
wouldst say thou'rt a pnsoner. I tell thee Ihou art 
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Sir God. WUl hear me speak 
conjuring : — 
My thain was lost ; I sweat for ihy reli 
As thou shall do the like at home Tor m 



this the Marsha 
heard of thyrar 



EnU 






Keep. Sir ! 

Mr Gild. Speiil!, is not this man free ? 

Keep. Yes, at his pleasure, sir, the fees discharged. 

Sir God Go, go ; I'JI discharge them, I. 

Keep. I Ihauk your worship. {Exit Keeper. 

Capl. Now, trust me, you are a dear knight. Kind- 
ness unespected ! O, there's nothing to a free gen- 
llpman. 1 wiJ! conjure for you, sir, till froth come 
through ray haS jerkin. 

Sir GmI. Nsy., then thou shall not pass with so Ut- 
ile a bouuty, fur, at the first sight of my chain again, 
forly.fire angels shall appear unto thee. 

Cnpi.' 'Twiil he a glorious show, i'faith, knight, a 
" le show ; but are all these of your own house? 






) of that 



BU'? 



yonder talking 
a, he give him 

id of mine, an 

fortune-teller ! 

a my lady- 



r God. Ay, ay ; 
with my wild nephew 1 Pray Heave 
good couasel. 

Cojrf. Who, he) He's a rare friei 
ftdmirable fellow, knight — the finest 
. Sir Qod. O, 'tis he, indeed, that cai 
sister, and foretold the loss of my chain. 
angry with him now, for I see 'twas my fortune to 
lose it. — By yoiw leave, master fortune-teller, I bad 
a. glimpse of you at home, at my sister's the widow's. 
There you prophesied of the loss of a chain. Sim- 
ply, thongh I stand here, I was he that lost it. 

Fye. Was it you, sir i 

Edm, O' my troth, nuncle, he's the rarest fellow — 
has told me my fortune so r%ht ; I find it so right to 






rel 



Sir God. What is't ? God send it a good one. 

Edm. 0, 'tis a passing good one, nuncle: for he says 
f shall prove such an excellent gamester in my lime, 
that I shall spend all foster than my Ikther got it. 

Sir God. There's a fortune, indeed ! 

Edm. Nay, it hits my humor so pat. 

Sir God. Ay, that will be the end on't. Will the 
curse of the beggar prevail so much, that the son 
shall consnme that foolishly which the father got 
craftily? Ay, ay, ay ; 'twill, 'twilt, 'twill. 

Fyr. Stay, stay, stay ! {pYESoiRo opemaaalina- 
tiac, and takes Idlf. aside. 

Capl. Turn over, George. 

Pye. June, July ; here, July : that's the month ; -^ 
Sunday thirteen, yesterday fourteen, to-day fifteen. 

Capl, Look quickly for the fifteenth day. If, with- 
in the compass of these two days there would be 
some boisteroDs storm or other, it would be the best; 
I'ddefer him off"till then. Some tempest, an it be thy 
wUl. 

Pye. Here's the fifteenth day. [Reads.] Hoi and 

Copt. Pub I would it had been hot and foul. 
Pye. The sixteenth day ; that's to-morrow. The 
morning, for the most pari, fair and pieasant. 
Capt. No lucS. 
FjjS. But oSoirf Mgh noon, ligfliniTig and thimdir. 



Cap!. Lightning and thunder? Admirable! best 
of all ! I'll coujure to-morrow just at high noon, 

Pye. Happen bn[ true to-morrow, almanac, and I'll 
give thee leave to lie all the year after. 

Capt. Sir, I must crave yoiir patience, lo bestow 
this day upon me, that I may furnish myself strongly. 
I sent a spirit mto Lancashire t'other day, lo fetch 
back a knave-drover, and I look for his return this 
evening. To-morrow morning, my friend here and I 
will come and breakfast with yow. 

Sir God. O, you shall be most welcome. 

Ca-pl. And about noon, without fail, I purpose to 



will be a fit ti 



ifor. 



Cojjt. Marry, do 1, sir ; 'tis my intent, you 



shaU h 



conjurmg t. 



Nick. Puh ! ay ; I could have told you of that. 

Capt. La, he could have told him of that ! Foo 
OKComh, could you? [Aside.] 

Edm. Do you hear me, sir ! I desire more acquain 
nee of you. You shall earn somemoney of me,no 
know you can conjure ; but can you fetch any Ihi 

Capt. Oh, anything that's lost. 

Edm. Why, look you, sir ; I tril'l yon as a fripi: 
nd a conjurer; I should marry a'pothi.>c 
er, and 'twas told me she lost her mi 






if you'll do but so miuh as 
onjure lor't, and make ali whole again -— — ■ 
Capt. That I will, sir. 
Ednt. By my troth, I thank you, la, 
Copt. A little merry with your sister's son, sir. 
"■ " ' "■ simple young man, very simple. 












gaUonofwhie till to-morrow breakfast. 
Capt. and Pye. Troth, agreed) sir. 
Nick. Kinsman, scholar! 

Pye. Why, now thou art a good knave, wortl 
hundred Brownists. 

thank you heartily, Ii 
[Exm 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — ^n Apartmint in the Widow's House. 

Enter Marv and Sir Johb Pehbvdue. 

Sir John. But I hope you will not serve a knight 
.0, gentlewoman, will you ! to cashier him, end cast 
lim ofi" at your pleasure ! What, do you think I was 
dubbed for nothing ? No, by my faith, lady's daiigh- 

Mai'g. Pray, Su- John Pennydub, let it be deferred 
while ; I !«ive as much heart to marry as you can 
have ; but, as the fortune-teller told me — 

John. Pos o' th' fortune-teller ! Would Der- 

rieki had been his fortune soven year ago — to cross 

ive thus ! Did he know what case I was in ? — 
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n Mmself k 



Why, this is able to make a 
his father's iJsh-poDiI. 

Mwy. And then he told me, moreover, Sit John, 
that the breach of it kept my father in pm^tory. 

So- John. In purgatory ! Why, lot him pui^e out 
his heart there ; what have we to do with that ! — 
(here's physicians enow there to cast his water ;' is 
Ibalanymattertousnow) can he hinder our love? 
Why, let him be hanged, now he's dead. Well, have 
I rid post day and night, to bring you merry news of 
my father's death, and now 

Marjf, Thy father's death? Is the old fanner 

Sir John. As dead as his barn-door, MoU, 
Miry. And you'll keep your word with mo now, 
Bir John, that I shall have my coach and my eoach- 

8ir John. Ay, i'faiih. 

Mary. And two white horses with black feathers 
to draw it ? 

Sir John. Two. 

Miry. A guarded lackeys to run before it, and pied 
liveries lo come Washing after't ? 

Sir John. Thou shalt, Moll. 

Mary, And to let me have money in my purse to go 
wbilher I will ( 

Sir John. All this. 

Mary. Then come ; whatsoe'er comes on't, we'll 
be made sure together before the maids o'th' kitchen. 



Enler Widow, Fkahoes, and FBAiLir. 

Wid. How now? Where's my brother Sir Godfrey ? 
Went he forth this mornhig ! 

Frail. O no, madam ; he's above at breakfast, with 
Sir Reverence, a conjurer. 

Wid. A conjurer I what manner of fellow is he ? 

Frail. Oh, a wondrous rare fellow, mistress ; very 
strongly made upward, for he goes in a buff jerkin. 
He says he will fetch Sir Godfrey's chain again, if il 
hang between heaven and earth. 

WM. What ! he will not ? Then he's an escellent 
fellow, I warrant. How happy were that woman, to 
ha blest with such a husband ! A cuiming man ,' how 
does he look. Frailty? Very swartly, I warrant — 
with black beard, scorched cheeks, and smoky eye- 

Frail. Fob '. he's ncithoi smoke-dried, nor scorched, 
nor black, nor nothing, i tell you, madam, he loohs 
Bs fair lo see lo as one of us. I do not think but, if you 
saw him once, you'd take him to be a Christian. 

Frances. So fair, end yet so cunning! That's lo 
be wondered at, mothcF, 
Enter Sir Oliver Muckhili oniJ Sir AtiDEEW Tir- 



Sir 0/i. Bless you. sweet lady. 

Sir And. And you, f^r mistress. [£z!/ Fhaili 

3 A "^erded lackey" wae one wooae liveriea were /of 

J " Traahlng" rcslly means trailinK. in this connexion, 
ia a term derived from the mode of breaMiie dogs wliowi 
too easer in the chnse, by a long rope, which trashed 
tj-oiled along the ground, a^ Impeded bie movementa. 



Wii. Coades, what do you mean, gentlemen < Fie, 
did I not give you your answers ? 

Sir Oli. Sweet lady ! 

tVid. Well, I will not stick with you for a kiss ; 
Daughter, Mss the gentleman for once. 

FraK£f3. Yes, forsooth. 

Sir And. I'm proud of such a ftivor. 

Wid, Truly, la ! Sir Oliver, you are much lo blame 
to come again when you know my mind so well de- 
livered—as a widow could deliver a thing. 

SiV Oli. But I expect a further comfort, lady. 

Wid. Why la you now ! did I not desire you to put 
off your suit quite and clean when yon came to me 
again! How say you? Did I not? 

Sir OH. But the sincere love which my lieart bears 

Wid. Go to, I'll cut you ofi. And, Sir Oliver, lo 
put yoo iu comfort, afar off, my fortune is read me : 
I must marry again. 

Sir OH. blfSt fortune ! 

Wid. Bui not as long as I can choose ] nay, I'll 



ivell. 



my hopes 



w faire 



Enter Fbailtv. 
FraU. 0, madam, madam ! 
Wid. How now ? what's the haste ? 

[Fhailtv ivhispcra her. 

Sir Aitd. I'faitb, Mistress Francos, I'll maintain 

you gallantly. I'll bring you lo court ; wean you 

among the fair society of htdies, poor kinswomen of 

mine, in cloth of silver ; besides, you shall have your 

monkey, your parrot, your mnsk-cat, and your 

Frances. II wiL do very well. 
Wid. What, does he mean to conjure here, then? 
How shall I do to be rid of these knights ? — Please 
you, gentlemen, to walk a wliile i'lh' garden, to gath- 
a pink or a gilllflower ? 

Both. With all our hearts, lady, and 'count us fa- 

)red. [Exeiaii Sir .IsDnew, Sir Olivew, and 

Frailtv ; the Widow and Frances 

go into the adjoining room. 

Sir Gad. [mthin]. Step in, Hichokis ; look, is the 

mch. [wilMn]. Oh, as clear as a cat's eye, su! 
Sir God. Then enter, captain conjurer. 

Enter S 



FBEY, Captain InLE, PvEEOiRD, Ed- 



Now, how like you your room, sir ! 

Capt. O, wonderful convenient. 

Sdm. I can lell you, captain, simply though it lie^ 
ere, 'tis Ihe &irest room in my mother's house ; as 
dainty a room lo conjure in, melhinks — why, you 
may hid, I can not lell how many devils, welcome 
'n't i my father has had twenty in't at once. 

Pye. What, devils ? 

Edm. Devils? no, deputies, and the wealthiest men 
ae could get. 

St!' God. Nay, put by your chats now ; fall to your 
business roundly. The fescue of the dial is upon the 
Christ-cross of noon.' But oh, hear me, captain ; a 
qualm comes o'er my stomach. 

Capt. Why, what's the matter, sir? 

Sir God. 0, how if the devil should prove a knavii, 
aad tear the hangings ! 
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Capt. Foh ! I watranl you, Sir Godfrey. 

Edm. Ay, nunde, or spit fite upo' the ceiling? 

Sir Goi. Very true, loo; for'tia but tliin plastered, 
and 'twill quiolily talte hold o' the laths ; and if he 
chance to spit downward too, he will bum all the 

Copl. My life for yours, Sir Godfrey. 

Sir God. My sister is very curious and dainty of tMs 
room, I can tall you ; and, therefore, if he mast i 
spit, I pray desira him to spit I'th' chimney. 

Pye. Why, assure you, Sir GodlVey, he shall n 
brought up with 50 little mamiera, to spit and spawl 
o' the floor. 

Sir God. Why, I thank you ; good captain, pray, 
have a care. [Idle fuwi PvEioAnn relire to ths upp£T 
end of ike room.] Ay, fell to your circle ; we'll not 
trouble yan, I warrant you. Come, we'll into the 
nest room ; and, because we'll be sure to keep him 
re'U bar up the door with some of the god- 



ly'^: 



DtliS. 



pieces about Ihe chamber. Oh, the devil al 

[LigAtmng ant 

Pye. 'Sfoot! oaptidn, speak somewhat, fo 

it lightens and thunders before thou wilt begi 



Capt. Pray, peace, George ; I 



j thou'll male ni 
{TAghlning and I 
Pye. Oh, now it begins ^ain ; now, now, m 









Cnjrf. Rhunibos-ragdayon, jnir, p* 
hoiaplois ! 

Sir God. [at t!ie door]. O, admirable coojurer ! has 
fetched thunder already. 

Pye, Hark, hark ! Again, captain ! 

Capt. BcTijamino , gaspois-laty.gitfgallioteron-totibroii ! 

Sir God. [al the door\. Oh, I would the devil would 
coma away qtiiokly ; he has no conscience, to put a 

Pye. Again. 

Capt. Flowsle kak oprnnpos-dragone-ldoomenosJiodge 
poifec/ 

Pye. Well said, captain. 

Sir God. [at the door]. So long a comhig ? 0, would 
I had ne'er begun it, now,forl fear ma these roaring 
tempasls -will destroy all the frails of the earth, and 
treaduponmy corn [ilamder] — oh— i'th' country 1 

Ca^t. Gog de gog, hobgoblin huacka kotmsloui hock- 
ley ie cooia pork ! 

Wid. [at Ihcdooi]. 0, brother, brother, whal a tem- 
pest i'lh' garden ! Sure there's some conjuration 
abroad. 

Sir God. [al Me door], 'Tis at home, sister. 

Pye. By-and-by, 111 step in, captam. 

Capl. Nanck-tijtnck, Tip-gascoines, ips, drip-dropile ! 

Sir God. [ai the do-ir] . Ho drips 'and drops, poor 

Pye. Now, I come ! 

Capl. Ofimlphweaootface! 

J'j/e. Arch-conjurer, what wouldst Ihon wilh me ! 

Sir God. [at the door]. Oh, the devil, Bister, i'th' 
dining- chamber ! Sing, sister; I warrant you that 
wiU keep him out -. quickly, quickly, quickly ' 



Pye. i 



I'll r. 



lin, enoi:^h. Allow u: 



e thee. Eno 






they're shuddering and shaking by this time, as if an 
earthquake were in their kidneys. 

Capt. Sirrah George, how was't, how vros't ? did I 
do't well enough! 

Pye. Woult beliovo me, captain ! better than any 
conjurer ; for here was no harm in this, and yet their 
horrible expectations satisfied well. Ton were much 
beholden lo thunder and lightning at this time ; it 
graced you well, I can tell you. 

Capt. I must needs say so, George. Sirrah, if we 
could have conveyed hither cleanly a cracker, or x 
fire-wheel, it had been admirable. 

Pye. Blurt, blurt ! There's nothing remains to put 
thee to pain now, captain, 

Capl. Pain ? I protest, George, my heels are sorer 
than a Whitsun morris-dancer's. 

Pye. All's past now; — only to reveal that the 
chain's i'th' garden, where, thou know'st, 11 has lain 
these two days. 

Capt. But I fear that foi Nicholas has revealed it 
already, 

Pye. Fear not, captahi ; you must put it to th' ven- 
ture now. Nay, 'tis time : call upon 'em, take pity 
on 'em ; for I believe some of 'em are in a piliful case 
by this time. 

Capt. Sir Godfrey! Nicholas — kinsman ! 'Sfoot! 
they're fast at it still, Geoi^a. Sir Godfrey ! 

Sir God. [at the dour] , Oh ! is that the devil's voice ! 
how comes he to know my name 1 

Capt. Fear not. Sir Godftey; all's quieted. 



Enter Su' G 



r, the Widow, F 






Sir God. What ! is fas laid ) 

Capt, Laid ; and has newly dropped your chain l' 
Ih' garden. 

jSn- God. I'lh' garden ! in oui garden ? 

Copt. In your garden. 

Sir God. O, sweet conjurer ! whereabouts there t 

Capt. Look weU about a bank of rosemary. 

Sir God. Sister, the rosemary-bank ! Come, come; 
there's my chain, he says. 

Wid. Oh, happiness ! run, run ! [Exeunt Widow, 
Sir GoDFRET, FsAHCES, and Nicholas. 

Edm. [at the door] . Captain conjurer ! 

Capt. Who ? Master Edmond? 

,Edm. Ay, Master Edmond. May I come in safely 
without danger, think you t 

Capt. Puh ! long ago ; it is all as 'twas at first : 
Fear nothing ; pray, come near. How now, man 1 

Edm. Oh ! this room's mightily hot, i'faith. 'Slid ! 
my shirt sticks to my belly already. What a steam 
the rogue has left behind him '. Foh ! this room must 
be aired, gentlemen ; It smells horribly of brimstone. 
Lei's open the windows, 

Pye. I'feith, Master Edmond, 'tis hut your conceit. 

Edm. I wotild you could make me believe that, 
i'feith. Why, do you think 1 can not smell his savor 
from another? Yet I take it kindly from you, be- 
cause you would not put me in a fear, i'faith. O' my 
shall love you for this the longest day of my 



life. 
Capt. Puh ! 't 



nothiog, sii 



when you si 



le to laugh a little ; 



Edm. Mass,... 
has singed the hangings 
Pye. Captf'- -- —- 



remember: I'lllook whether he 
little sport till they 
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coma, make him believe you'll clianii him invi 
He's apt to admire anything, you see. Let me ^one 
lo giro force to't. 

Capl. Go, retire to yonder end, then. 

Edm. I protest you are a rare fellow, are you 

Capt. 0, Master Ednionil, you know but the least 
pan of me yet. Why now, at this instant, I could 
flourish my wand thrice o'er your head, and charm 
you iiirisible. 

Edm. What ! yon conld not ? Male me walk iu- 
visible, man T I should laugh at thai, i'faith ; troth, 
m requite jour kindness, an you'll do't, good rap- 
tain conjurer. 

Capl, Nay, I should hardly deny you such a small 
kindness. Master Edmond Plus. Why, look you, . * 
'tis no more but this, and thus again — and now ; 

Edm. Am I, i'failh i who would think it ? 

Capl. Yon see the forlrnie-telier yonder, at farther 
end o'th' eliambec! Go toward him, do what you 
will with him — he shall ne'er find you. 

Edm. Say you so, I'll try that, i'faith.— 

[Joallea him. 

Pys. How now, captain 1 who's that jostled i 

Capt. Jostled you T I saw nobody. 

Edm. Ha, ha, ha ! — say 'twas a spirit. 

[Aside to Idle. 

Capi. Shall I?— May be some spkitB that haunt 
the ch'cle. [Edmohd pulls Pyeeoaed's nose. 

Fye. 0, ray nose, again ! Pray conjure them, cap- 

Edm. Ttalh, this is excellent. I may do any 
knavery now and never be seen. ^ And now I remem- 
ber me, Sir Godftey, my nude abused me t'other day, 
and told tales of mo to my mother. — Troth, now I'm 
invisible, I'll hit him a sound wherrit o'th' ear, when 
ho comes out o'th' garden. — I maybe revenged on 
him now finely. 

Enter Sir Godfrey, Widow, and pEincES. 

Sir Ood. I have my chahi agahi ; my chain's found 
again. 0, sweet captain! 0, admirable conjurer! 
IEemobd slrikes him.] 0, what mean you by that, 
nephew f 

Edm. Nephew? I hope you do not inow me, 
uncle ! 

Wid. Why did you striko your uncle, son i 

Edm. Why, captain, am I not invisible ! 

Capt. AgoodjestjGeorge ! Mot nowyou orenot. 

Why, did not you see ine when I did unchatm jou ? 

Edm. Not I, by my troth, captahi. Then pray you 

pardon me, uncle. I thouglit I had been invisible 

Sir God. So,youwoulddo't? Go,— you're afool- 

And were I not o'ercome with greater joy, 
I'd make you taste correction. 

Edm. Correction ! puh, — No, neither you nor my 
mother [now] shall think to whip me as you have 

Sir God. Captahi, myjoy is such, I knownot how 
lo tliaak youi let me embrace you. 0, my sweet 
chain ! gladness e'en makes me giddy. Rare man ! 
'twas just j'th' rosemary bank, as if one should have 
laid it there. O, conning, cunning ! 

Wid. Well, seeing my fortune tells me I must mar- 



ry, let me marry a man of wit, a man of parts 
Here's a worthy captain, and 'lis a fine title truly, la, 
to he B. captain's wife. A captain's wife ! it goes very 
finely; beside, all the world knows that a worthy 
captain is a fit companion to any lord ; then why not 
a sweet bedfellow for any lady I — I'll have it so. — 

Enla- Fraiity. 

Frail. O, mistress— gentlemen -~ there's the bravest 
sight coming along this way. 

Wid. What brave sight ? 

Frail. 0, one going to burying, and another going 
to hangiug. 

Wid. A rueftil eight ! 

J>^. 'Sfoot, captain, 111 pawn my life the corporal's 
coffined, and old Skirmish the soldier going to exe- 
cution ; and 'tis now about the time of his waking. 
Hold out a little loiter, sleepy potion, and we shall 
:ellent admiration ; for I'll take upon 



teof hi 



[Ez^ 



SCENE III. — The SIrett b^ore the Widow's House. 

Enter from the House, Sir Godfret, the Widow, Idle, 
PiEEOAsD, EnuoiTD, FbiIIIIT, ond Nicholas. A 
Coffin, with Corporal Oath in U, brought in. Then 
enter SiaBUJSii, bound and fed 6y Officers, the Sher- 
iff, ^., aUending. 

FraU. O, here they come, here they come ! 

Pye. Now must I close secretly with Ihe soldier, 
prevent his impatience, or else all's discovered. 

Wid. O, lamentable seemg, these were those 
brothers, that fought and bled before our door. 

Sir God. What ! they were not, sister ? 

S*sr. George, look to't, I'll 'peach at Tyburn else. 

Pye. Mum. — Gentles all, vouchsafe me audience, 
And you especially, good master shcrifi': 

He wounded this that now lies coffined [here]. 

Sher. True, true ; he shall have the law, — and I 
know the law. 

Pye. But, under fiivor, master sheriff: if this man 
had been cured and safe again, he should have been 
Jeased, then? 

Sher. Why, malie you question of that, sir 1 
Pye. Then I release him freely, and will lake upon 
le the death that he should die, if, within a little 
)ason, I do not cure him to his proper health again. 
SAct. How, SU-? recover a dead man? 
That were most strange of aU ! 

[Frabcee approaehes Pyeboahd. 
Frances. Sweet sir , I love you dearly, and could wish 
My best pari yours I — O do not undertaiiB 
Such an impossible venture ! 
Pye. Love yon me ? then for your sweet sake I '11 

do't: 
et me entreat the corpse beset down [here]. 
Sher. Bearers, set down the coffin. — This is won- 
deri\il, and worthy Stow's Chronicle. 

Pye. I pray bestow Ihe freedom of the air upon our 
wholesome art. — Mass, his cheeks begin to receive 
natural warmth: nay, good corporal, wake be time, 
orlshallhavc alonger sleep than you. — 'Sfoot, if 
he should prove dead indeed now, ho were fully re- 
venged upon me for making a property of him ; yet 1 
had rather tun upon the ropes, than have the rope 
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Shfr. Oh, oh, defend us ! — Out, alas ! 
Fye. Na7, pray be bIiU ; you'll make him u 
giddy else. — Ho knows nobody yet. 
Carp. Zounds! where am I? coveted with sni 



Pye. Nay, I knew be would s 
did, 13 soon as he came to life ; 
Corp. '1 



■at tlie first thing ho 
ot porridge. — Oh ! 



n of fagoli 

Pje. Lady, you must needs take a little pity of Mm, 
i'faith, and send him into your kitchen fire. 

Jftif . O, with all my heart, sir ; Nicholas and Frail- 
ty, help to bear him in. 

JVicA. Bear him in, quotha i pray call out the maids. 
I shall ne'er have the heart to do't, indeed, la. 

Frail. Nor I neither. I can not abide to handle a 
ghost, of all men. 

Corp. 'Sbiood, let mc see, where was I drunk last 
n^ht) hah 

Wid. 0, shall I bid you once again, take him away ? 

Fi-aU. Why, we're as featiu! as you, 1 warrant you 
_oh 

Wid. Away, Tillains, bid the maids make him a 
candle presently to settle his brain — or a posset of 
sack } quickly, quickly. 

[Exeunt Nicholas and FH.*ii.rv, 
puahing in lite Corporal. 

Sher, Sir, whatsoe'er you axe, I do more than ad- 

Wid. 0, ay, if you knew all, master sheriff, as you 
shall do, you would say then, that here were two of 
the rarest men within the walls of Christendom. 

SAb-. Two of 'em ? wonderfld ! Officers, 1 dis- 
charge youj sethimfree; all's in tune. 

Sir God. Ay, and a banquet ready by this time, 
master sherifi", to which I most cheerfully invite you, 
and your late prisoner there. See you this goodly 
chaiOj sir! Muml no more words; 'twas lost and 
is toaai again. Come, my inestimable bullieSj we'll 
talk of your noble acts hi sparkling chamico,' and, 
instead of a jester, we'll have the ghost i'th' white 
sheet sit at upper end o'th' table. 

Sher. Excellent ! merry man, i'faith. 

[Exeuta all bid Frahceb. 

Frances. Well, seeing I'm enjoLied to love and 
marry, 
My foolish TOW thus I cashier lo air 
Which first begot it.— Now, Ioto, play thy part ; 
The scholar reads hislecture in my heart. [£mJ. 



ACT V. 
SCENE l.—The Slreel b^ore the Widow's House. 

Enter Eduokd aniiFBAiLTY. 
JE&n. This is the marri^e-moraing for my mother 
and my sister. 
FraS. me. Master Edmond J we shall have 



1 Cham 



IB of Lisbon. 



Hie (he 
doi 



f, go, Frailly, tun to the seilon ; you 
ilher will be married at Saint Aniiings. 
is past five; bid them open the church 
; my sister is ahnosl ready. 
•ail. What, already, Master Edmond ! 
Edm. Nay, go ; hie thee. First run lo the sexton, 
id run to the derk ; and then run to Master Pigni;iii, 
le parson ; and then run to the milliner; and then 
in home again. 

Edm. But hark, Fmilty. 

FraS. What, mora yetf 

Edm. Have the maids remembered to strew the 

ay to the church. 

Frail. Foh ! an hour ago : 1 helped 'cm myself. 

Edm. Away, away, away ; away then. 

Frail. Away, away, away ; away then. 

[Exit Frailty. 

Edm. I shall have a simple father-in-law, a brave 
captain, able to beat all our street, Captain Idle. Now 
my lady mother will be fitted for a delicate name ; 
my lady Idle, my lady Idle ! the finest name that can 
be for a woman ; and then the scholar. Master Pyc- 
board, for my sister Frances, that will be. Mistress 
Frances Pyeboard; Mistress Frances Pyeboard! 
They'll keep a good table, I warrant yon. Now all 
the knights' noses are put out of joint ; they may go 

Enter Captain Idle, Pveeoaed, mid Attendants. 

Hark, hark '. 0, who comes here with two torches be- 
fore them! my sweet captain and my fine scholar? 
O, how bravely they are shot up in one night '. They 
look like fine Britons now methhiks. Hero's a gallant 
change, i'failh. 'Slid, they have hired men, and all, 
by the clock. 

Cajii. Master Edmond; kind, honest, dainty Mas- 
ter Edmond. 

Edia. Foh, sweet captain father-in-law ! a rare per- 
fume, i'faith. 

Pye. What, are the brides stirring ? May we steal 
upon 'em, thinkst thou, Master Edmond? 

"dm. Foh ! they're e'en upon readiness, I can as- 
you ; for they were at their torch e'en now ; by 
uime token I tumbled down the stairs. 
as, Alas, poor Master Edmond, 



Capt. O, the music! 
mond, call 'em in, and 

Edm. That I wiU, s 
make each of them ai 



SCENE II.— TAs same. 

Enter Makv if a lalcony above. To ha- Mom I 
John Penhybub. 

SirJohn. Whew! MistressMoll,Mistress MolL 

Mary. Who's thero ? 

Sir John. 'Tis I. 

Miiry. Who I Sic John Pennydnh ? O, yi 
early cock, i'ftiith. Who would ' 
be s( 



Ihot^ht you 10 

leup. 

I'll keep you 
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down ; for you knights ate very dangerous, if 
you gat above. 

SirJakn, I'Jl not stay, i'faith. 

Mary. I'failh, yon diall stay; for, Sir John, you 

wench in her own country may well bold out till sht 
be fifteen ; hut if she touch the soulh onoo, and conw 
up to London, here the chimes go presently aflei 
tweWe. 

Sir John. 6, thou'rt a mad wench, Moll, hut 1 
pr'ythcB mako haste, for the priest is gone before. 

Mary. Do you follow him ; I'll not be long after. 

SCENE III. — J Room in Sir Ouver Muckhiij.'e 

Souse. 

Enter Sir Oliveb Muckhill, Sir Abdbew TifstafF; 

and Skibmjsh. 

Sii' Oli. 0, monstrous, unheard-of forgery ! 

Sir And. Knight, I never heard of such vlUany, in 

our own counliy, in my life. 

ir Oli. Why, 'tis impossible. Dare you mahildn 






■ordaj 



ra-pipes. We 



S*iV. Data we T Even to their i 
know all Iheir plola ; they can not 
they have knavisbly ahnsed us ; mads only properties 
of us to advance themselves upon our shoulders : but 
Ihey shall rue iheh' abuses. This morning they are 

SfrOK. 'Tiatootrue. Yet if thewidowbe nottoo 
much besotted on sleights and forgeries, the revela- 
tion of their TiUanles will make 'eniloathsome. And, 









night to an honorable personage, to whom I ajn much 
indebted in kindness, as he is to me, and tbeteforc 
presume upon the payment of his tongue, and that he 
will lay out good words for me ; and, to speak truth, 
for inch needful occasions only, I prcsetve him in 
bond ; and sometimes hs may do me more good here 
in the eity, by a free word of liis mouth, than if he 
had paid one half iu hand, and look doomsday for 

Sir And. In ttolh, sir, without soothing be it spo- 
ken, [wotds. 
You have published much judgment in these few 

Sic Oli. For you know, what such a man alters 
will be (bought effectual, and lo weighty purpose ; 
and ihetefote into his mouth we'll put the approved 
Iheme of theit forgeries. 

Skir. And I'll maintain il, knight, if she'U be Itue. 
Enttr a Servant. 

SirOti. Hownow,fellow! 

Sets. May it please you, sir, my lord is newly light- 
ed from his coach. 

Sir OK. is my lord come already! His honor's 
You see he loves me well. Up before seven ? [early. 
Trust me, I have found him night-capped at eleven: 
There's good hope yet ; come, I'll relate all to him. 

SCENE IV — A Street ; Chnrch in the Distance. 

Enter Captahi Idle, Pyebo.\ed, Sit GonraEt, and 
Edhomd ; thi Widow in 6ri<ioJ hress ; Sit JoaN Pen- 
NYDUB, Mabv and Fhances, Nicholas, Frailty, 
and other Attendants. To tliem a Nobleman, Sir 
Oliter Muckhill, and Sir Andrew Tifbtajf. 



Noble. By yout leave, lady ! 

Wid. Mylord,yourhonorismost chastely welcome. 

Noble. Madam, though I came now from court, I 
come not to flatter you. Upon whom can I justly cast 
this blot, but upon your own forehead, that know not 
ink from milk ! — such is the blind besotting in the 
stale of an unheaded woman that's a widow. For it 
is the property of all you that are widows (a handftil 
excepted) to hate those that henestly and carefully 
love you, to the maintenance of credit, slate, and 
posterity; and strongly to dote on those that only 
love you to undo you. [They who] regard you least, 
ate best tegarded ; who hate you most, are best bo- 
loved. And if there be but one man amongst ten thou- 
sand millions of men that is accursed, disasU-ous, and 
evilly-plane ted— -whom fortune beats most, whom 
God hates most, and all societies esteem least — that 
man is sure to be a husband. Such is the peevish 
moon that rules your bloods. An impudent fellow 
best woos you, a flattering lip best wins you ; or, in 
mirilt, vho talks roughliest, la most sweetest. Nor 
can you distinguish (ruth from fot^eries, n^sts from 
simplicity: witness these two-deceitful monsters, thai 
you have entertabied for biidegrooms ! 
Wid. Deceitful 

Pye. All will out. 

Cap/. 'Sfoot! who has blabbed, George ? that fool- 
ish Nicholas ! 

Noble. Fot, what they have besotted yout esay 
blood wilhal, were nought but'fotgeries ; the fottune- 
telling for husbands, and the cotijufing for the chain ; 
Sir Godfrey, bear the falsehood of all : nothing but 
mere knavery, deceit, and cozenage. 

Wid. O, wonderful ! Indeed, I wondered that my 
husband, with all his ctait, could not keep himself 
out of purgatory. 

Sij' God. Andimorewondered that my chain should 
be gone, and my tailor had none of il. 

Mary. And I wondered most of all that I should be 
tied from mairiage, havii^ such a mind to'l. Come, 
Sit John Pennydub, fair weather on out side : the 

luoa has changed since yestern^t. 

Fye. The sting of every evil is within me ! 

Noble. And that you may perceive I feign not with 

ou, behold their fellow-actot in these forgeries, who,, 
full of spleen and envy at Ihcir so sudden advance- 

ents, revealed all their plot in anger. 

[SKiarasH amtsfivward. 

Pye. Base soldier, to reveal us 1 

Wid. Is't possible we should be Winded so, and ont 
eyes open? 

Noble. Widow, ■will you now believe that false, 
which too soon you believed true ? 
d. Oh, to my shame, I do. 
God. But, under favor, my lord, my chain v/o.a 
tiuly lost, and strangely found again. 

Noble. Resolve him of that, soldier. 

Skir. In few words, knight, then, thou wert the 
arch-gull of alt. 

God. How, sir) 

ir. Nay, I'll ptoVH it ; for the chain was but hid 
in the rosemary-bank all this while, and thou gol'st 
out of prison to conjure for il, who did it admira- 
bly, fustianly: for indeed what needed any other, 
when he knew where it was ? 

Sir Ood. O, villauy of villains ! but how came my 
chahi thers { 
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SMr. Where's Truly la, indeed la'~he Ihat will 
not swaar, but lie— ha that will not steal, but rob — 
pure Nicholas Saint Antlings ? 

Sir God. 0, viJIaiQ ! one of our society — 
Deemed always holy, pure^ rellgTous : 
A puritan a. thief ! when was't ever heard ? 
Sooner we'll kill a man than steal, then kooiv'st. 
Out, slave .' I'll rend my hen Trom thy back ' 
With mine own hands. 

Nick. Dear master ! oh ! 

IfabU. Nay, knight, dwell in patience. 
And now, widow, being so near the church, 'twere 
great pity, nay, uncharity, to send you home agaiti 
without a husband; — 

Draw near, you of true worship, state, and credit, 
That should not stand so far off from a widow. 
And suffer foi^d shapes to come between you : 
Not that in these I blemish the true litJe 
Of a caption, or blot the fair margent of a scholar ; 
For I honor worthy and deserving parts in the one. 
And cherish fruitful virtues in the other. — 
Come, lady, and you, virgin, bestow your eyes and 
your purest affections upon men of estimation, both 
in court and city, that have long wooed you, and 
both with their hearts and wealth sincerely love you. 

Sir Corf. Good sisler,doi sweet little Pranke, these 

1 Tlie eEcIimiatiDns of Hlcholao. 



nen of teput! 



: you shall be welcome at 



Jtfuite. Come, her silence does consent to't. 

Wid. I know not with what face 

Noble. Poh I poh ! with your own face : they de- 
sire no other. 

Wid. Pardon me, worthy sirs, I and my daughter, 
Have wronged your loves. 

Sir Oli. 'Tis easily pardoned, lady, 

If you vouchsafe it now. 

Wii. With all my soul. 

Francei, And I. with all my heart. 

Mary. And I, Sir John, with soul, heart, lights, 
and all. 

Sir John. They are all mine, Moll. 

Nahle. Mow, lady, 
What honest spirit but will applaud your choice, 
And gladly furnish you with hand and voice t — 
A happy change, which makes e'en heaven rejoice. 
Come, enter in your joys; you shall not want 
For fathers now; I doubt it not, believe me, 

that you shall hare hands enough to give me^ 
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INTUOOUCTION 



THE YOUKSIUKK T U A O K D Y. 



" A Yotlisliitc TiiiKCily— iioi so new, as lamenia- 
blcaiidlruo: wiLilQn by W.Shakapeato." Tills Was 
Iho IU!e of tlio original c^tf oa of Ihe ptay wlilcU fol- 
lows, iitiREeil Ui ISOS. Upon a sahsr^acnt tttliiinfje, 
wo have " Atl 's One, m, (his of llie, four PlalcK In 
one, called a Yorkshire Tragedy." Wo jnay reeelsa 
" All "s One" as tha goncnd litis of four sliOTl plays, 
icpteE«at«d In tUS eaine day, nad slaailiiig in Iho 
plOTO of a leguler Irt^cdy or comedy. Of the four 
plays Ihuj piiBenieil, it is to bo t«markcd, thai " Ilia 
York^ie l^gedy" is the only one whj^ a]^K^a^s 
to have been ^bllshcd- Thlswaa entcre<l,oalbD9il 
of May, I60S, on the slallonon' re^sic!», as " A. 
booba The York^tte Tragedy, wrillen by Wyllinia 
Shaltcspere." Thg pablSabn of the play, Thoipas 
Pavysi, in 1605, eniaiad "A Ballad of lamcniabia 
Mutttier doiio ia Voiksbiie, by a Gent, upon two of 
bis owns Qiitdtfin, eoro wounding his Wyfa and 
NursB." Tho ftct upon which Ihe ballad and Ihe 
tragedy are rouiided, is thus relnled in Stow'a Chton- 
lolc, «adot lbs year 1604 : " Walter Calvcrlyj of 



Calverly, YorlisMre, esquire, iHtifdeied two of his 
young cliUdren, slabbed his wife inio iho body, with 
full pui^^ to have munleied her, mi insiautty went 
IVom his house to hsio slain Iili youngest child, nt 
uuiae, but WHS ^arented : for ftrhlch fact, at his liial 
to Yotb, he ilood mma, and waa judged (o be ptesscd 
to deatb j according to which judgment ha was oxc 
culed, allhecBBtloof Yorli, thsBihof August." 

" Cnnceming ibis jilay," e»ys Bit. Malnno, " I liara 
not been able to form any decided opiniiui. Tho nr- 
giimenia lawluced by Mr. Siceveni, ia support of iie 
auiheuElcity, appear to me to hare voniBPataWa 
weight. If lis data ware not so ptacitcly asceiiaiiied, 
little doubt would remain, in my mind at leatl, upon 
Iho sulijecl. I fcid it, howoYct, dlfficuh to twlicte 
(hat Eliokspeaco could have wiitlen IMacbeth, Klug 
lear, and Ibo Yorkshire Tragedy, at nearly the same 
period." There would be more force fn tbis objec- 
tion, could wo bo sure when these soTeral plajs of 
Shaispente were wtilten ; but most of Ibo attfinpta 
tin the ilaies of tlieir original proiliietioB 
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INTRODUCTION. 



havo only landed to make the facta more doubtful. 
Besides, even were they productions of the same pe- 
riod, there would he nolhio^ Id ibe ineq^uslity of the 
pieces to urge against the ailment, when we make 
ihe usual alloiTaJices for (he inferioril j of subject, and 
the diflering: mental moods, or difierent bodily condi- 
tion of Iha writer. This short play was evidently 
written for an emergency — to grasp a populBr occa- 
sion, and make use of an event fresh in the public 
mind, by which it had been greatly possessed and 
excited. Very unlike Bhahspeaie, in every essential 
particular, it is yet possible that he wrote it, hi night- 
gown and slippers, scene by scene, to meet the wants 
of Ihe actors. The demands of alheatrej the hurried 
competition of nval houses, m^ht leadijy prompt 
him to this drudgery, as an aside l^om his usual 
labors, at the very mbment that he was most busy, 
on his most glorious achievement. I attach but little 
importance to the scruple of Mr. Malone. 

Dr. Farmer has something after the same fashion. 
"The Vorkshire IV^edy," sailh be, "hath been 
frequently called Shakspeare's earliest attempt in the 
drama; but, most certainly, it was not written by our 
poet at all. The fiot on which it is built, was petpe- 

mean a performance from the band of Shakspeare." 
" I confess," says Mr. Steevens, ui a very elaborate 
note, " I have always regarded this little drama as a 
gennine but a hasty production of our author." This 
ojidnion he sustains by a series of generalities, which 
most readers can readily conceive for themselves. 

A writer in the Betrospective Review, analyzing 
the Yorkshire Tragedy, says ; " There is no reason 
why Shakspeare shoidd no( have written it, anymore 
than why he should" To this Mr. Knight answers : 
" The reason why Shaltspeare should not have wri^ 
ten it is, we liiinfc, to be deduced from the circum- 
stance that he, who had never even written a comedy 
in which the scene is placed is his own country in his 
own times, would very unwillingly have gone out of 
his way to dramatize a real incident of horror, occur- 
ring in Yorkshire in 1604, which of necessity could 
only have been presented to the seiuei of an audience, 
as B fad admitting of very little elevation by a poet- 
ical treatment, which m^ht seize upon their imagin- 
ations." We really see very little in this ailment, 
which depends wholly on an assumption. Certainly, 
there is nothing in it to oppose to the suggestion of 
that policy, on the part of a manager, wMoh would 
he apt to consult the tastes of his audience, rather 
than his own, and which, whatever might he his po- 
etical nalBre, would scarcely suffer this to interfere 
with his interests. Besides, Mr. Knight has not ta- 
ken all the /aeli into this conneiion. Though the 
event look place in 1604, its freshness had been pre- 
served by ballads. These were popular, and the play 
is probably neither more nor less than the amplifica- 
tion of a huUad. 



The Betrospective Beview further says: "If ha 
[Sliakspeare] had written it, on the principle of mere- 
ly dramatizing the known feet, he would not have 
dona it much better than it is here done ; and there 
wcremanyofhiscontemporaiieswho could have done 
it quite as well." — "We agree," says Mr. Knight, 
" with this assertion. If the Yorkshire Tragedy had 
been done better than il is — that is, if the power of 
the poet had more prevailed in it — it would not have 
answered the purpose for which it was intended ; it 
would, in truth, have been a mistake in art. Shak- 
speare would not have committed this mistake. But 
then, wa doubt whether he would have consented at 
all to have had a circle drawn around him by the 
antipoetical, within which his mastery over the spir- 
its of the earth and of the air was unavailing." 

All this seems to us a mere waste of speculation. 
To saywhal Shakspeare would have done, as a poet, 
is one thing ; but Mr. Knight can hardly venture to 
say that, as a manager, largely interested in the suc- 
cess of his theatre, Shakspeare would have been so 
tenacious of his particular tastes as to have rejected 
a popular topic, solely because of its poverty and 
rudeness. This is surely eiceediugly gratuitous. If 
Shakspeare wrote the piece at all, upon which I donot 
propose to decide, this alone would have been the 
motive. It certainly would not have boon a favorite 
study of the artist. One fact is indisputable, howev- 
er ; the play was entered in the stationers' books, 
and published by the press, with the name of Wiliiam 
Shakspeare, at full length, in 1608; not only while 
Shakspeare was living, but while he was connected 
with Uie London theatres — and the pubhcation re- 
mained, and still remains, without alteration or cou- 
tradiction, 

This is one of those fhcts which, it appears to me, 
no editor can possibly reject or set aside, by a refer- 
ence to the mere general inferioHlyof this piece to the 
other productions of the supposed author. The truth 
' e nature of the subject rendered It unsusceptible 
of any high poetical embellishments, if only because 

was one which did not, and could not, commend 
itself to the tastes and afiections of the poet. As a 
domestic sketch, though one mainly of horror, it has 
yet considerable merit. The patience and gentleness 
of the wife are well contrasted with the hisane bru- 
tality, and the passionate selfishness, of the husband ; 

d, in the selection and distribution of his material 

the choice of the subject itself being kept from 
sight — the author shows equal good taste and dis- 
cretion. Mr. Knight is of opinion that it belongs to 
the numerous performances of Thomas Heywood, 
whom Charles Lamb has called "a sort of prose 
Shakspeare j" and, if not Shakspeare's, it is most 
likely to have been Heywood's. Indeed, regarding 
" itrinsio evidence only, we should at once prefer 
the claims of Heywood to those of any of his con- 
temporaries. 
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A TOEKSHIEE TRAGEDY. 



PEESONS REPRESENTED. 



Huahand, 

Master pf a college. 
A Kniskt (a Magislr 
^evertU GcntleJiien. 



It Yorkshire, Servants 



llulpi.'LsiOl 



Enter Uliveh and Ralf 

nh Ralph, my yonng mistri 

e humor for tlie long absence of her 

Ralph Wliy, oan yon blame her? Why. apph 
hanging longer oti ihe tree ihan when (hey are rip 
milios so many faJlings ; viz., mad wenthes, because 
th*y are not gaiherail in time, are faiu lo <Irop of 
themselves, and Ihen 'lis common, you know, for ev- 
ery man to take them up. 

Oli Mass, thou say'st true, 'tis common indeed ! 
But,sirriih, is neither our young master returned, nor 
Dur tellow Sam come (Vom London ! 

Ralph Keilher ofeilher,as the J 



come, i'faith : now my nose itches for news. 

Oil. And so does mine elbow. 

Sam [u,aAin]. Where ace you, there? Boy, look 
you walk my horse with discretion. I have rid him 
simply :' T warrant his skin sticks to his back ivith 
very heat. If he should catch cold and get the cough 



Enter Sakuel. 

What, Ralph and Oliver ! 

Bath. Honest fellow Sam, welcome, i'faith. What 
trick' hast thon brought from London ? 

Rom You see I am hanged after the truest fashion : 
three hats, and two glasses bobbhig upon them ; two 
lebato wires^upon my breast, a cap-case by my side, 
a bruah at my baclt, an almanac hi my pocket, and 





roper word here Is n,. 


* Wrfiten'elaewliEre, "Nay, I am," 






belr Ih^ iett£™™^ttoashed!'°™ 







le ballads in my codpiei 






I' the 



Oli. I'll swear thou art ; thou may'st set up whei 
thou wilt; there's many a one begins with less, I can 
tell thee, that proves a riL'h man ere he dies. But 
what's the news from London, Gam ? 

Ralph. Ay, that's well said ; what's the news from 
London, surah? My young mistress keeps such a 
ptiling for her love. 

Sam. Why, the more fool she ; ay, the more ninnr- 
hammer she. 

Oli. Why, Sam, why T 

Sam. Why, he is married lo another long ago. 

Both. I'faith? You jest, 

Sam. Why,didyounot know that till now? why, 
he's married, beats his wife, and has two or three 
children by her. For you musl note, that a woman 
bears the m ' • ■ ■ 



m she is beaten.' 



left hand ot her wit, and ne'er be her own woman 
again. 

Sam. And I think she was blest in her cradle, that 
he never came in her bed. Why, he has consumed 
all, pawnedhis lauds, and made his university brother 



rub! he f 






OIL Is't possible ? 

Sam,. Nay, I'll tell you, moreover, he calls his wifo 
whore, as familiarly as one would call Moll and Doll ; 
and his children bastards, as natiually as can be. — 

pulled down my breeches ; 1 quite forgot my two po- 

OU. Ay, far-fetched, you know, Sam. — But speak 
in your conscience, t'fhilh ,- have not we as good po- 
king-sticks i'tha country as need to be put in the fire! 

Sam. The mind of a thing is all; the mind of a 
thing is all ; and as thou saidst even now, far-felched 
are the best thhigs for ladies. 

OU. Ay, and for waiting.gentle women too. 

Som. But, Ralph, what, is our beer sour this thun. 
der! 

Ralph. No, no, it holds countenance yel. 



iua&. 



lit the breast. 
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A YOEKSHIKE TRAGEDY. 



Sam. Why, then foUow me ; I'U leach you the 
finest humor to be djunk in : I learned it at Luniion 
last week. 

Bolh. I'failh? LbI'b hear it, let's hear it. 

Sam. The bravest hnmor ! 'twould do a man good 
lo be drunk in it : they call il knightuig in London, 
when they drink upon their knees.' 

Both. I'faith, that's excellent. 

Sam, Come, follow ms ; I'llgive you all the degrees 
of it in order. lExeunt. 



SCENE n.— 



■eriy HalL 



Enter Wife. 



IVifi. What "i" become of us 1 All will away ; 

Both to consume bis credit and his house ; 

And 'lis set down by Heaven's jusl decree, 

Thai riot's child must needs be l^'^ary. 

Are ihese the Ttrtues that his youth did promise! 

lUcs and voluptuous meeCuigs, midnight revels. 

Taking his bed Avith surfeiis ; ill beseeming 

The ancient honor of his house and name ? 

And ihis not all, but that which Idlls me most, 

When he recounts his losses and false fortunes. 

The weakness of Ms state so much di^ecled, 

Not as a man repentant, but half mad 

His fortunes can not answer his expense, 

He sils, and sullenly iocks up hJs arms ; 

Forgetting heaven, looks downward; which makes 

Appear so dreadful that he frights my heart : [him 

Walks heavily, as if his soul were earth ; 

Not penitent for those his sins are past, 

But vexed his money can not make them last : 

A fearful melancholy, ungodly sorrow ! 

O, yonder he comes ; now in despite of ills 

I'll speak to him, and 1 wiU hear him spealt, 

Anu do my best to drive it from his heart. 

Enler Husband, 

litis. Pox o' the last throw ! It made five hundred 

Vanish trom my sight. 1 am damned, I'm damned ! 
The angels have forsook me. Nay, it is 
Cerlt^nly trua ; for he that has no coin 
Is damned in this world ; he is gone, he's gone. 

wye. Dear husband ! 

Hvs. O ! most punishment of all, 1 have a wife. 

Wife. I do entreat you, as you love your soul, 



Tellm 



IS your 



! Uiou 






The effect, the quality, the property 
Thou, thou, thou! ~[Exii. 

Wife. Bad turned lo worse ! A' beggary of the soul 
As of the body. And so much unlike 
Himself at first, as if some veiings spirit 
Had got his form upon Mm. He comes again ! 



be knlghtea olwaya knelt In 
beggary of 






sequenl; editors, in arocndLng the grsmmor of 
), nftvc converted "aj^into "^and." and [bufl, it 
IS, thouKh rendeiing the line grammatically cor. 



}ie..en!er Husband. 

He says I am the cause : I never yet 
Spoke less than words of duly and of love. 

Hu3. If marriage be honorable, then cuckolds are 
honorable, for they can not be made without mar- 
riage. Fool ! what meant I to marry to get beggars ! 
Now must my eldest son be a knave or nothing ; he 
can not live upon the fool, for he will have no land to 
maintain him. That mortgagesitslikea snaffle upon 
mine inheritance, and makes me chew upon iron. 
My second son must be a promoter,* and my third a 
thief, or an under-pulter fi a slave pander. Oh, beg- 
Sary, beggary, to what base uses dost thou put a man '" 
I think the devil scorns to be a bawd ; he bears him- 
self more proudly, has more care of his credit. — 
Base, slavish, abject, filthy poverty .' 

Wife, Good sir, by all out vnura I do beseech you, 
Show me the Irue cause of your discontent. 

Jfia. Money, money, money ; and Ibou must sup- 
ply me. 

Wife. Alas, I am the least cause of your discon- 
Yet what is mine, either in rings or jewels, [tent; 
Use to your own desire ; but I beseech you. 
As you're a gentleman by many bloods. 
Though I myself be out of your respect, 
Think on (he state of these three lovely boys 
You have been father to. 

Hua, Pnh! bastards, bastards, bastards; begot in 
tricks, begot in tricks. 

Wife, Heaven knows how those words wrong me ; 

Endure these griefs among a thousand more, 
0,call lo mind your lands already morlgiiged, 
Yourself wound hito debts, your hopeful brother. 
At th' university, hi bonds for you, 
Like to he seized upon ; and 

Una. Have done, t&on harlot, 
Whom, though for lashion-sake I married, 
I never could abide. Think'st thou, thy words 
Shall kUl my pleasures ? Fall off to thy friends ; 
Thou and thybastards beg ; i will not bale 
A whit in humor. Midnight, still I love you. 
And revel in your company ! Curbed hi ? 
Shall it be said in aU societies, 
Thai I broke custom ? thai I flawed in money ? 
No, those thy jewels I will play as freely 
As when my stale was (idlest. 

Wife. Be it so. 

Hut, Nay, I protest — and lake lliat for an ear. 
nest, — [Spurns her. 

I will for ever hold thee in contempt. 
And never touch the sheets that cover thee. 
But be divorced in bed, till thou consent 
Thy dowry shall be sold, lo give new life 
Unto those pleasures which I most afi'ect. 

Wife. Sir, do but turn a gcnllo eyo upon me, 
And what the law shall give me leave lo do. 
You shaU command. 

Has. Look it be done, ShaE I want dust. 
And, like a slave, wear nothing in my pockets 

IHolds his liands in Ilia pocMi, 
But my bare bauds, to fill them up with nails J 
O much against my blood, let 11 be (lone ! 



d=. \^7UI.)V1L' 



A bawd to dice ; I'U shake the drabs myself, 
And make them yield. I say, look it be done. 

Wift. I take my lease : it shall. [Exit. 

Hia. Speedily, speedily. 

I hate the very hour I chose a wife ; 
A trouble, trouble ! Three children, like tJirea eYJls, 
Hang on me. Fio, fie, fie J Strumpet and bastatds ! 

Enter three Gentlemen. 



Yourself to stain the honor of your wife, 

Nobly descended ! Those whom men call mad, 

Endanger others ; bnC he's more than mad 

That wounds himself; whose own words do proclaim 

Rcandals unjust, ta soil his better numc. 

It is not fit ; I pray [you, sir,] forsake it, 

HGeat. Good sir, lei modesty reprove you[r speech]. 

3 Qent. Let honest kindness sway so much wi^ 

Has. Good den ] I Ihank you, sir ; and how do yon? 
Adieu ! 1 am glad to see you ! And farewell 
Instcuclinns ! — admonitions ! [Exeunt Gentlemen. 



How now, sirrah 1 What would jou ? 

Scrn. Only to certify you, sir, that my mistress was 
met by the way, hy them who were sent for her uplo 
London by her hcrtiorable uncle, your worship's Jato 

Bus. So, then slie is gone, sir ; and so may you be ; 
But let her look tho thing be done she wots of, 
Or hell will stand more pleasant than her home. 

[ExU Servant. 



Gffi;. WeU or ill m 



Ko, nc 



GetU. I am come with confidence to chide you. 

Jf us. Who ? me ? 
Chide me ! Do't finely, then ; lei it not moYe me ; 
Kor if thou chidest me angry, I shall strike. 

Gent. Strike thine own follies, for 'tis they deserve 
To be well beaten. We are now in private ; 
There's none but thou and I. Thou an fond and 

peevish ; 
An nnolean rioter^ thy lands and credit 
Lie now both sick of a consumption : 
I am sorry for thee. That man spends with shame, 
That with his riches doth consunie his name ; 
And such art thou. 

Hui. Peace I 

Gent, No, thou shalt hear me further. 

Thy father's and forcfcthers' worthy honors. 
Which were our country monuments, our grace, 
Follios in thee begin now to deface. 
The spring-time of ihy youth did fairly promise 
Such a most fruitful summer to thy friends, 

Such dearth should hang upon thee. We that see it 
Are sorry to believe it. In thy change. 
This voice into all places will be hurled — 
Thou and the devil have deceived the world. 
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Hus. I'U not endure thee. 

Gent. Bat.of all the worst, 

Thy virtuous wife, right honorably allied, 
Thou hast proclaimed a strumpet. 

Hus, Nay, then I know thee ; 

Thou art her champion, thou j hor private friend ; 
The party you wot on. 

Gfnt. 0, ignoble thought ! 

I am past my patient blood. Shall I stand idle. 
And see my reputation touched lo death ? 

Hua. It has galled you, this; has it! 

Gen/. Ko, monster ; I will prove 

My tboi^hts did only tend to virtuous love. 

Hu3. 'Love of iier virtues ? there it goes. 

Gen(. Base spirit. 

To lay thy hate upon the fruitful honor 
Of thine own bed. 

[Tkfy fight, and the Husband is hurt. 



Hvs. 



Oh! 



Wilt thou yield it yel ? 

Hia. Sir, sir, I have not done with you. 

Gait. I hope [not] nor ne'er shall be.i 

[They fight again. 

Hiis. Have you got tricks? Are you in cunning 
Willi me ?,' 

Gent. No, plain and right : 
He needs no cunning that for truth doth %ht. 

[Husband /aZfs doum. 

Htis. Hard fortune ! am I levelled with tho grouod ) 

Gent, Now, sir, you he at mercy. 

■Hi'*- Ay, you slave. 

Geat. Alas, that hale should bring us to our grave '. 
You see, my sword's not thirsty for your life : 
1 am sorrier for your wound thaii you yourself. 
You're of a virtuous house ; show virtuous deeds ; 
'Tis not your honor, 'tis your foliy bleeds. 
Much good has been expected in your life ,■ 
Cancel not all men's hopes : you have a wife. 
Kind and obedient ; heap not wrongful shame 
Oa her and your posterity ; lot ooly sin be sore, 
And by this feU, rise, never to fall more.— 
And so I leave you. [£ia. 

Hus. Has the dog left me, then, 

After his tooth has lefts me '. 0, my heart 
Would fain leap allerhim. Revenge, I say; 
I'm mad to be revenged. My strumpet wife ! — 
It is thy quarrel that rips thus my flesh. 
And makes my breast spout* blood; but thou shalt 

bleed. 
Vanquished ? got down ! unable even to speak ! 
Surely 'tis ivant of money makes men weak : 
Ay, 'twas that o'erthrew me ; I'd ne'er been down 
else. [Exit. 

SCENE lU^Another Roam, in the some. 

Enter Wife, in a Tiding-niU, and a Servant. 

Seni. 'Faith, mistress, if it might not be prosuraii- 
In me to tell you so, for his eicuso [lion 

You had small reason, knowing his abase. 

Wife- I grant I had [small reason] ; but, alas, 



s "An I lad fiiought iim eo vnliant" ic, 
fince," &c.~TuiclM mghl. 
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Why ahnuld our faulls at home be spread abroad ? 

'Tis griel enough within doors. At first sighi, 

Mine uncle could tun o'er his prodlgai life,. 

As perfectly, as if his sflrious eye 

Had nurabflred all his follies : (all he knaw :] 

Knew of his morlgaged lands, his ftiends in bonds. 

Himself withered with debts ; and in that minuls 

Had I his usage and unkindness added, 

'Twould have confounded eyery thought of good : 

Where now, his riots fathering on his youth, 

Whiih time and tame experience wil! shake off — 

Guessing his hhrdness to me (as I smoothed him 

With all the skill I had — though his deserts 

Are hi form teller than an unshaped bear)^ 

He's ready to prefer him to some oiBce 

And place at court ; a good and sure relief 

To aU his stooping fortunes. 'Twill be a means, 

I hope, to make a new league between us, and 

Redeem his virtues with his lands. 

Sert. I should think so, mistress. If he should not 
now be kind to yon, and love you, and so raise' you 
up, I shonld think the dovil himself kept open house 
uihlm. 

Wife. I doubt not hut he will. Novipt'jtbeekaTO 
I think i hear him coming. [me : 

Ssrti. I am gone. [£3^. 

Wife. By this good means 1 shall preserve my 
And free my husband out of usurers' hands, [lands, 
Now there's no need of sale ; my uncle's kind ; 
1 hope, if aught, this will content his mind. 
Here comes my husband. 

Enler Husband- 

ffiu. Now, are you come T Where's the money? 
Let's see the money. Istherubbishsold? those wise- 
acres, your lands! Why, when? The money? — 
where is it? Pour it down; down with it, down with 
it : I say pour't on the ground ; let's see it, let's sen 
it! — 

Wife. Good sir, 
Keep but in patience, and I hope my words 
Shall like you well. I bring you better comfort 
Than the sale of my dowry. 

Has. Ha ! what's that I 

Wife. Pray do not fright me, sir, but vouchsafe me 
bearing. My uncle, glad of your kindness to me and 
mild usage (for so 1 made it to him), hath, in pity 
of your declining fortunes, provided a place for you 
at court, of worth and credit ; which so much over- 
joyed me — 

Hus. Out on thee, fiith ! 
Over and overjoyed, when I'm in torment ? 

Thou politic whore, subliler than nine devils ! 
Was this thy journey to nunck ? to set down the his- 
tory of me, of my state and fortunes? Shall I, that 
dedicated myself to pleasure, be now confined in ser- 
vice ? t& crouch and stand hke an old man i'the hams, 
my hat off! I that could never abide to uncover my 
head i'the church ? Base slut ! this fliiit hear thy 

Wife. 0, Heaven knows 
That my complaints were praisesand best words 
Of you and your estate. Only, my friends 
Knew of your mortgaged lands, and were possessed 



Of every accident before I came. 
If you suspect it but a plot in me. 
To keep my dowry, or for mine own good. 
Or my poor cbitdreii's (though it suits a mollier 
To show a natural care in their reliefe), 
Yet I'll forget myself to calm your blood : 
Consume it, as your pleasure counsels yon. 
And all I wish even clemency affords ; 
Give me but pleasant looks and modest words. 
Hus. Money, whore, money, or 111 — 

Enter a Servant haalit^. 

What the devil I How now I thy hasty news ? 

Serii. May it please you, sir 

Hus. What ! may I not look upon my dagger ? — 
Speak, villain, or I will execute the pohit on thee: 
quick, short I 

Serv. Why, sir, a gentleman from the university 
stays below to speak with you. [Exit. 

Hua, From the university? so ; university : — that 
long word runs through me. Eiil. 

Wife. Was ever wife so wretchedly beset ! 
Had not this news stepped in between, the point 
Had offered violence iinto my breast. 
That which some women call great misery 
Would show but little here ; would scarce be seen 
Among my miserifs, I may compare, 
For wretched fortunes, with all wives that are. 
Nothing will please him, until all be nothing. 
He calls it slavery to be preferred ; 
A place of credit, a base servitude. 
What shall become of me, and my poor children, 
Two here, and one at nurse ? my pretty bef^ars !' 
1 see how ruin with a palsying^ hand 
Begins to shake the ancient seat to dust ; 
The heavy weight of sorrow draws my lids 



Thus grief w 






SCENE IV. — Anoilier Apartment in llie same. 

Enler Husband ani the Master 0/ a College. 

Hus. Please you draw near, sir ; you're exceeding 

elcome. 

Mast. That's my doubt ! I fear I come not to be 

JTus. Yes, howsoever. 

Mast. 'Tis not my fashion, sir, to dwell in long eir- 
imstance,but to be plain and effectual : therefore to 
the purpose. The cause of my setting forth was pit- 
eous and lamentable. That hopeful young gentle- 
man, your brother, whose virtues we all love dearly, 
through your default and unnatural negligence, lies in 
bond eieculed for your debt- a prisoner; all his 
studies amazed, his hope struck dead, and the pride 
of his j'outh muffled in these dark clouds of oppres- 

Hua. Omph, umph, umph ! 

Mast. 0, you have killed the towardest hope of all 

our university ; wherefore, without repentance and 

t So. In tliG Enrao spirit Macduff speaks of '' raj pretty 

J " Palsy" in the old copies. 

< Other copies read " ii^riHh" aa well bs ■' dmkish." The 
latter is file ninre appropriate word, but reads ucpleasanfly 



jUO>^Ic 



Bin nds eipeot ponderous and sudden judgment! 
fUl gi usly upon you. Your brother, a man \ 
p fl 1 n his divine employments, and migiit have 
m d t thoueand souls fit for heaven, is now, by 
y a less courses, cast into prison, which you 
B wer for ; and assure your spirit it will come 
h m a length. 

Hua God ! oh 1 

W I Wise men lliink ill of you ; others spealt ill 
f y u no man loves you ; nay, even those whom 
h n ty ondemns, condemn you. And take this 
f m tl virtuous affection I bear your brother : never 
look f p osperous hour, good thoughts, quiet sleep, 
t n d walks, noc anything that makes man per- 
f I 111 you redeem him. What is your answfr? 
H w 11 you bestow him? Upon desperate misery, 
or better hopes? — I suffer till I hear your answer, 

Hus. Sir, you have much wrought with me ; I feel 
you in my soul ; you are your art's master. I never 
hud sense till now ; your syllables have cleft me. 
Both for your words and pains I thank you. I can 
not but acknowledge grievous wrongs done to my 
brother ; mighty, mighty, mighty, mighty wrongs. — 
Within, there ! 



Una, Fill me a bowl of wine. [£ii( Servant.] Alas I 

poor brother, bruised with an eieculion for my sake I 

Mast. A bruise indeed makes many a mortal sore, 



Re-enter Servant with ivine. 
Hv3, Sir, I begin to you ; you'so chid your wel- 

MtJrf. I could have wished it bettor for your sake. 
I pledge you, sir ; To the kind man in prison. 

Hus. Let it be so. Now, sir, if you please to spend 
but a few minutes in a walk about mygrouuds below, 
my man here shall attend you. I doubt not but by 
that time lo be furnished of a sufficient answer, and 
therein my brother fully satisfied. 

Maxt. Goodsir,inlhat the ai^elswould be pleased. 
And the world's murmurs calmed ; and I shonki say. 
T set forth then upon a lucky day. 

[Exfunt Master and Servant. 

iTia. thou confused man ! Thy pleasant sins 
have undone thee ; thy damnation has beggared ihee. 
That Heaven should say we must not sin, and yet 
made women I give our senses way to lind pleasure, 
which, being found, confounds us '■ Why should we 
know those things so much misuse us ? 0, would 
virtue had been forbidden ! We should then have 
proved all virtuous ; for 'lis our blood lo love what we 
are forbidden. Had not drunkenness been forbidden, 
what man would have been fool to a beast, and zany 
to a swine — lo show tricks in the mire ! What is 
there in three dice,' to make a man draw ihrice three 
thousand acres into the compass of a little round ta- 
ble, and with the gentleman's patsy in the hand shake 
out his posterity thieves or beggars? 'Tis done ; I 
have done't, i'faith : terrib]e,horrible misery ! — How 
well was 1 left '. Very weU, very well. My lands 
showed like a full moon about me ; but now the 
moon's in the last quarter — waning, waning ; and I 

1 The game called pi 
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am mad to tlilnk that moon was mine ; mine, and my 
fkther's, and my forefathers' ; generations, genera- 
tions.— Down goes the house of usi down, down it 
sinks .' Now Is the name a beggar ; begs in me. — 
That name which, hundreds of years, has made (his 
shiie ftimous; in me and my posterity runs out. In 
my seed live are made miserable besides myself; my 
riot is now my brother's gaoler, my wife's sighing, 
ray three boys' penury, and mine own confusion. 
Why sit my hairs upon my cursgd head T 

[Tears hia hair. 
Will not this poison scatter them T 0, my brother ! 
In eirecntion among devils that 
Stretch him and make him give ;' and I in want, 
Not able lo relieve' nor lo redeem him I 
Mvinesand dying men may talk of hell. 
But in my heart her several torments dwell ; 
Slavery and misery ! Who, in this case, 
Would not take money up upon his soul ? 



Pawi 

I, that did 






Enter a little Boy icith a Top and Scourge. 
Son. What ails you, father? Are you not well? 
T can not scourge my lop as long as you stand so. 
You take up all the room with your wide legs. Puh 1 
you can not make me afhiid with this ; I fear no viz- 
ards, nor bugbears. 

[He iofres «p Me Child by the sMrls of hie 

long coat irith one told, and drates 

hia dagger wilh the other. 

Has. Up, sir, for here thoii hasl no inheritance left. 

Son. 0, what will you do, father? I am your white 

Hiis. Thou shall be my red boy ; take that. 

[Strikes him. 

San. 0, you hurt me, father. 

Hus. My eldest beggar, 
Thou shait not live to ask a usurer bread ; 
To cry at a great man's gate ; or follow, 
" Good your honor," by a coach ; no, nor your 

'Tis charity to brain you. 

Son. How shall I leara, now my head's broke ? 

IIus. Bleed, bleed, \Slabshim. 

Ralher than beg. Be not thy n; 
Sputu thou thy fortune's first; il 



's blood 



Fates! Mychil- 



o your faces ; you shall see, 
itly we scorn beggary ! 

[EsU i«i(A hia Son 



Maid. Sleep, sweet babe; sorrow makes thy mother 

It bodes small good when heaviness Gills so deep. 
Hush, pretty boy ; (hyhopes might have been better, 
'lis lost at dice, what ancient honor won : 
Hard, when the falher plays away the son ! 
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A TOEKSHIEE TRAGEDY. 



Enla- Husband, ^eilh his Son bleeding. 

Bus. Whore, give me Ihat boy. 

{Slrives uilh her for the CI 

Maid. 0, hflp, help ! Out, alas '. murther, muri: 

His. Are you gossiping, you prating, sturdy qui 

I'll hteak your damor wilh yoiir neck. Down Etc 

Tumble, tumble, headlnng. So: — 

[ Jfe Ihro'i't her dotcn end slobs tht Child. 
The surest way to charm a woman's tongue, 
Is — break her neck : a politician did it.^ 
Son. Mother, mother ; I &m killed, mother .' 

[Wil> au-akfs 
Wife. Ha, who's that cried ? O, me ! my children 
Both Woody, bloody ! [both ! 

[Calcbis tip (he youngest Child. 
Hua. Strumpet, let go the boy ; let go the beggar. 
Wife. 0, my sweet husband! 
Bus. Filth, harlot .' 

Wife. O, what will you do, dear husband? 
flits. Give me the tiastard ! 
Wife. Your own sweet boy — 
flus. There are too many beggars. 
Wife. Good my husband — 
Hm. Dost Ihou prevent me still ! 
Wift. 0, God r 
Jftis. Have at his heart. 

[Stabs at the Child in her arms. 
Wife. 0, my dear boy ! 

fins. Brat, thou Shalt not Jive lo shame thy house — 
Wife. Oh, Heaven ! IS'ie is liwl, and sinks do 
And perish ! — Kow be gone : [c 



Thi 






ough, E 



would make thee 



Enter a Servant. 
Serv. 0. sir, what deeds are these ? 



Coi 






vassal! 
ly fury lo 



question me ? 
tlenj. Were yon the deviJ, 1 w^ould bold you, sir. 
Bus. Hold me ! Pi'esumption ! I'll undo thee for it. 
Serv. 'Sblood ! you have undone us all, sir. 
Hvs. Tugut thymnsler! 
Serv. Tug at a monster. 

Bus. Have 1 no power ? Shall my slate fetter me ? 
Serv. Nay, then the devil wrestles : I am thrown. 
Bus. 0, villain '- now I'll tog thee, now I'll tear 

Set quick spurs to my vassal yi bruise him, trample 

him. 
So ; I thinlf thou wilt not follow me in haste. 
My horss stamls ready saddled. Away, away ; 
Now to my brat at nurse, my sucking beggar : 
Fates, I'll not leave you one lo trample on ! [Eieant. 
SCENE VI.— Cou« before the House. 

Enter Husband ; to him the Master of the College. 

Mast. How is il wilh you, sir? 
Methinks you look of a distracted color. 

Has. Who, I, sir ! 'Tis hut your fancy. 

1 Ql.m: lursi-isl 

1 "t'liia Is sup^o^ed to nllude to the imputed murder of Mi 



Please you walk in, sir, and I'll soon resolve you ; 
I want one small part to mate up the sum. 
And then my brother shall rest satisfied. 
Moat. I shall be glad lo see it ; sir, I'll attend you. 
[Exeunt. 
SCENE yil. — A Room in the Bouse. 
The Wife, Servant, and Children diseoteted. 
Serv. Oh, 1 'm scarce able to heave up myself, 
He has so bruised me with his devilish weight. 
And lorn my flesh wilh his blood-hasty spur : 

Till now hell power supplied, to his soul's wrong: 
0, how damnation can make weak men strong ! 
Enter the Master of Ike College and (it-o Sevvants. 

Serv. O, the most piteous deeil,sir, since you came! 
Mast. A deadly greeting ! Hath he summed up 

To satisfy his brother ! Here's another ; 
And by the bleeding infants, the dead mother. 

Wife, Oh r oh ! 

Moat. Surgeons ! surgeons ! she recovers life : — 
One of his men all faint and bloodied 1 

1 SerD. Follow; our murtheroos master has took 

To kill his child at nurse. O, follow quiclilj-. 

Mast. I am the readiest ; il shall bo my charge 
To raise the town upon him. 

I Serv. Good sh-, do follow hiir,. 

[Exeunt Master and litv Servants 

Wife. O, my children ! 

1 Serv. How is it wilh my most afflicted mistress? 

Wife. Why do I now recover ! Why half live. 
To see my children bleed before mine eyes? 
A sight able to kill a molher's breast, without 
An executioner. — What, art thou mangled too ? 

1 Serv, I, thinking to prevent what his quick mis- 
Had so soon acted, came and rushed upon him. 
We struggled ; but a fouler strength than his 
O'erlhrew me with his arms : then did he bruise me, 
And rend my flesh, and rob'd me pf my hair ; 
And like a nian iu execution mad, 
Made me unlit to rise and follow him. 

Wife. What is it has beguiled him of aU grace, 
And slole away humanity from his breast ? 
ly his children, purpose to kill his wife. 






STF, VIII.— ^ Bigh Road. 
\er Husband. Befalls, 



H-t;rl-. V_7tJU'^JIL" 



Oh, I am Gorely bruised ! Pla^e founder thee ! 
Thou runnest at ease and pleasure. Heart of chance ! 
To Ihrow ms now, wiihiii a flight o' the lown, 
In such plahi eien ground too F 'Sfoot ! a men 
May dice upon'l, and throw aivay the meadows. 
Filthy beast ! 

[_Cry wUhia.] Follow, follow, follow. 

Hia. Ha ! I hear the sounds of men, like hue and 
Up, up, and stmggle lo thy horse ; make on ; [cry. 
Despaloh that liltle beggar, and all's done. 

[Cry witliin..'] Here, here ; this way, this way. 

Hu3. Al my back! Oh, 
What fate have I ! my lunhs deny me go. 
My will is baited ; beggary ctiiims a pari. 
O, could 1 here reach to the infant's heart ! 

Emer the Master of the Cdlege, three Gentlemen, and 
Attendants vMh Halberis. 

All, Here, here ; yonder, yonder ! 

Ma3t. Unnatural, flinty, morp than barbarous ! 
The Scythians, CTen the marble.hearted Fates, 
Could not have acted more remorseless deeds, 
In their relentless nalnres, than these of thine. 
Was this the answar I long wailed ,i. I 
The salisfaclion for thy prisoned brotner ! 

Hus. Why, he can have no mare of us than our 
And some of them want but fleaing, [skins, 

I Genl. Great sins have mode him impadeni. 

Mast. He h. 



SCENE X. 

Knight. WeU, I 



149 



sg™ 



Musi 



Hia. Why, all the belter. 

My glory 'tis to have my action known ; 
I gri»vo for nothing, but I missed of one. 

Maat. There's little of a father in that grief: 
Bear him away. [EiEun(. 

SCENE IX. — .d Room in the House of a Magistrate, 

Enter a Knight and three Gentlemen. 

KniglU. Endangered so his wife! mmdered his chl!- 

1 Genl. So the cry goes. 

Knight. I am sorry I e'er Imew him ; 

That ever he took life and natural being 



1 Gent. Here c( 



le College, ^c.,v.ith the 'P\ 



Woi 



Kniisht. The serpent of his house ! [Oh ! 1 1 am sor- 
For this time, that I am tn place of justice. [ry, 

JMnj'. Please you, sir 

Knight, Do BOt repeat it twice ; I know loo much : 
- ■ ■ ■ had ne'er been thought on ! Sir, 1 bleed for 

1 Oent. Your father's sorrows are alive in me. 
What made you show such monstrous cruelty? 

//us. la a word, sir, 1 have consumed all, played 
a\vuy long-acre ; and 1 thought it the charltablest deed 
r could do, to cozen beggary, and knock my house o' 

Knight. O, in a cooler blood you will repeat it. 
iJtM. I repent now that one is left unkilled ; 
My biatat nurse. I would full fain have weaned him. 



closer to your soul, [judgment, 
When the dread thought of death remembers you : 
To further which, take this sod voice from me. 
Never was act played more unnaturally. 

Bus. I thank you, air. 

Jinight. Go lead bini lo the gaol ; 

Where justice claims all, there must pity fail. 

[Eievnt Husband, ^e. 

Mas!. Sir, you deserve the worship of your place ; 
Would all did so '. In you the law is grace. 

Kmaht. It is my wish it should be so, — Ruinous' 
The desolation of his house, the blot [man '. 

Upon ills predecessors' honored name ! 
That man is nearest shame, that is past shame. 

SCENE X. — SybrsCalverly Hall. 
Enter Husband girded, Master oftlie College, Gentle- 



ungered. 



Una. I am riEbl afainst 

I hear my wile s a.ive, bu 

Let me entreat to speak with tier, beloia 

Tlie prison gripe me. 

Hie Wife is brought Jr. 

Genl. See, here she comes of herself. 

IVi/s. my sweet husband, my daar distressed 
Now in the hands of unrelenting laws, (husband 
My greatest sorrow, my eilremest bleeding ; 
Now my soul bleeds. 

Huj. Uownow! Kind to me ? Did I not wound 
Left thee for dead ? [ihee ! 

Wife. Tut, far, far grealer wounds did my breast 



lind hi 



le thousi 



pit bottomless ! 
To make men act unnatu 
To spread into a father, i 
Make him his children's i 
wife, his St 



For that m 
Wife, < 



'a dark, where hi 



who not ?— 
» is quite for 



my repetilanl hi 
Hus. my dear soul, whom I too much havo 
wronged ! 
For death I die, and for this have I longed. 

Wife. Thou shonklst not, be assured, for these 
If the law could forgive as soon as 1. [faults die, 
[ The hm Children laid our. 
Hm. What sight is yonder 1 

Wife. 0, our two bleeding boys, 

Laid forth upon the Ihreshald. 









Ybhm, understood- 



joogle 



150 



A YORKSHIRE TRAGEDY. 



Hus. Here's weight enough to make a heorlsum 

0, were it lawful Ihal your pretly souls [crack 
Might took (mm heaven into your father's eyes, 
Then should you see Ihe penitenl glasses melt, 
And both your iDurders shoot upon my cheeks I 
Bui jaa are playing in the angels' laps, 

And wiU not look on me, who, void of grB.ce, 
Killed you in beggary, 

thnt [ might my wishes now attain, 

1 shimlii then wish you living were again. 
Though 1 did heg with you, which thing I feared : 
(), 'twas the enemy my eyes so blesired ! 

(1, wnuld you fould pray Heaven me fot^ve. 
Thai will onto my end repentant live ! 

Wife. It makes me e'en forget all other sorrows. 
And live apart with this. 
. Ogl. Come, will you go ? 

Hkj. I'll kiss the Idood I spill, and then I'll go ; 
My soul is bloodied, well may my lips be so ! 
Farewell, dear wife ; now thou and 1 must part ; 

1, of thy wrongs repent me, with my heart. 
Wife. U st;iy ; thou shaji not go ! 



mis. That's but in vain ; you see it must be so. 
Farewell, ye bloody ashes of my boys ! 
My punishments ace iheir eternal joys. 
Let every father look into my deeds. 
And tlien their heirs may prosper, while mine bleeds 
[ExtutU Husband and Officers 

»^. More wretched am I now in this distress, 
Than former boitows made me. 

Mast. O hhid wife. 

Be comforted ; one joy is yet unmurdercd ; 
You have a boy at nurse : your joy's in him. 

fVife, Dearer than all is my poor husband's life. 
Heaven ^ve my body strength, which yet is faint 
With much eipense of blood ; and I wili kneel, 
Sue for bis life, number up all my friends 
To plead for pardon for my dear husband's life. 

Mast. Was it In man to wound so kmd a creature 
I'll ever praise a woman for thy sake. 
I must return with grief; my answer's set ; 
I shall bring news weighs heavier than the debt. 
Two brothers — one in bond lies ovenhroivn — 
This on a deadlier cieculion, L^-^'^"'' 
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INTRODUCTION 



T UK T K A G E D Y O F I. C 11 1 N K . 



Thk tingedy of " Locbike" Baa otiginally prinlcil 
tn quaria, itndw the followtog tUld : '■ Tho iBtOEnia- 
IiIg Tragcilie oC Loctke, the Eldest SMoa of King 
Briilus, diKPfflirslHg (he Waites of the ltrllaSii?s and 
KmincR, with (hcic Discomlttwrfl- The IJtiWinBi' Vic- 
mrifi, will! Ilicir Atcidenis, and llio Rfalli of Alba- 
nacl. No less |ileasaiii ami profitobln. Newly ael 

f)rin1c<iliyTliomB«Crgcile, I&93." The piny was rn- 
lemlon rho books of ilic Siaiioiisrs' Company on Iho 
90ih of July, 1694. II was iiol Included among lUe 
works of SliakR|icitrc until eeveniy yeais aflci its Ent 
publScation. Ilicre Is ao iradittoit »ht<^ Bsertbes iE 
10 Itiiil. Tlie |iub1ishGn< who classed U with hk knsuQ 
wriiiiigs,scDiii Id have tekeii Its aitlhorslilp for giant- 
od i whether oil Ihc siinple aathocUy of the Initials 
V/.S., wliicli accomj^nlctt ila original jxtbtieatian, or 
on th? slEcngtIi of evidence whlclihoE not come donti 

attach to Ihcsc initials la anotliec iliflieult qitesllon j 



Hiid, if filiuht^pcnci/'si Ilie fartbec <iiicsllon Is, in H'hnt 
dcpi^e lio ^tiicipated in tlio )iKiilHCIiDn of a pleci!, 
of which we Bie toW only that ll wa's " mtdg set 
firorlh, auerstfns and eerrtcled" by him. Mr. Stce- 
vcnssnys: "Soppo^ng fora momenl ihatW.S.hcre 
stood fof our great pool's immo (which is eitfemely 
imjjrobabJo), Iheso woriU prose Ihat Shakspcarc wos 
not tbeuTiftr of tbb pGEfoimance. If it was only 
set forth, DTOTsecn, wid corrected, it wns not com- 
])Ose<lbyhim." Thl9coBci«slon,iiow«verconfiden[, 
Mr. Knight stops with a won sijalftir, !lo shows an 
exact parnllcl to the tiitcpage of " I-ocrinc," In one 
of (hcgenccal)y-tccognls»lplaya(^Shaliiii)enre, viz. : 
" A pleasant, coneeited Cwnedie, eallcd l.ovc's I>a- 
hour Loal. As tt was |«esented before her Highness 
tlie lost ChristBiBB. iftirfj terrttltd and angmmted 
by W, SImlfspUMe." Hut, ihnugh we show that In 
plays uii[|th;^1ii)Hably IVnm the hands of Iho great 
master, ha was modestly ncl fortli as the corrector 
and augmentor only, li does not follow necc'.'iarily 



,, Google 



153 



INTRODUCTION. 



filliam Shakspeare. About Ihe lime 
if the publication of this plaj of " Locrine," England 
was Id possession of a certain WUliam Slafibrd, who 
publLsheiipoliticalpaniphiets bearing his initials only. 
Gtill, as SlaSbrd's pamphlets were neier imputed to 
ShaJispeareibyanyof the myriad admirers of the lat- 
ter, so it is equally certain thai neither the friends nor 
the foes of Stafford ever laid " Locrine" at bis door. 
In 1596, howeycTj one Williiim Smith was living and 
wriliiig, vhose elaims to Its authorship tnight be 
urged more plausibly. He was the author of a collec- 
tion of sonnets ; and in 1600, a love-poem appeared in 
" England's Helicon," bearing tha initials W.S. This 
also may have proceeded from the pen of William 
Smitli. AnotheroftheSmilhiamily, about the same 
period, is known to have had a right to these initials, 
who is even known as a writer for the stage. This 
was Wenlworth Smith, wbo, according to Mr. Knight, 
wrote many dramatic pieces "in conjunction with the 
best poets of that prolific period." We regret that 
Mr. Knight has not given na some specimens from 
the numerous dramas of this author, by which we 
could have formed some general idea with regard to 
his peculiar qualities. Oar own collection of ancient 
British dramatic authors contains nothing which ena- 
bles us to form a judgment Li relation to his claims to 
"Locrine." Mr.Coi]ier,inhis"Annalsof the Stage," 
tells us only that he was the author of " The Italian 
Tragedy" and " Hector of Germany," and was con- 
cerned in the production of the " Six Yeomen of the 
West," with William Haughton, John Day, and Rich- 
ard Hathwaye ; none of them quite worthy to be dis- 
tinguished with the " best poets of that prolific pe- 
riod." Were any of the wri tmgs of Wen tworth Smith 
extant, it would have been only proper, on the part 
ofMr. Kiiighl . -■ 
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in this connexion, with some specimens o 
muse. It might then have been possible, by a 
parison of his v. "■ ■ " ■ " ' 

determine in wh 
likely to sustam his initials hi the clahn to the au- 
thorship, not of " Locrine" only, but of " Titus An- 
dronicUB," which not only equally Eoffers from like 
doubtful paternity, but the characteristics of which, to 
our notion, justify us in tracing it to the same sources 
with the former play. But of this, hereafter. 

Here, then, amid a great variety of conflicting 
claims, a nearly equal doubt hanging over all, the 
field of conjecture lies sufficiently open. The critics 
have partially availed themselves of its privileges. 
Tieck, the German, describes " Locrine" as the earli- 
est of Shakspeare's dramas. He su^ests that the 
story has a political application — and was Intended 
to shadow forth the nature and character of the com- 
motions which troubled the peaM of England, in con. 
sequence of the syinpathy accorded to Mary Stuart, 
then in the bonds of Elizabeth. He supposes It to 
have been written prior to the execution of the for- 
mer, and probably in order to the JusCiJicalion of that 
sharp judgment which led her to the block. But the 
English reader will smUe at such an opinion. There 
isnothingofamodemcotnpleiionin" Locrine," The 
story is an old one. The author religiously follows 
the tradition — quite as slavishly, indeed, as it ia pos- 
sible for a dramatic author to follow ; and, as for any 
effect which the sentiment of " Locrine" wotild have 
produced on the popular feeling or patriotism of the 



English, at the juncture alluded to, it will be only ne- 
cessary to advert to the prevailing passion of the 
piece, which is revenge, and which is made through- 
out 10 occupy almost exchisitely the attention of the 
spectator — to show howhltle were the politics of 
the lime in the contemplation of the writer. Doubt- 
less, a few lines, here and there, might have a pres- 
ent application, but these are evidently grafts on the 
original, rudely introduced, and probably by another 
hand than that of the author. Proof of tliis, indeed, 
occurs to us in a single instance, which probably led 
Tiesktobis singularly foreign conjecture. The play, 
as we have seen, was entered on the hooks of the Sta- 
tioners' Company on the SOth July, 1694. But the 
piece concludes with certain lines which fix the dale 
in the thirty-eighth year of Queen Elizabeth's reign, 
which began on the nth of November, 1595, nearly 
e^htcen months after : — 






' ael their broiit abyoaclij 



That nutj duconi tnu thru atirrU up. 

Si lit HI pmy for that -nmoantd maid 

That €ighi-a,id-a,irly ytari the jcsplrt iBayeJ, 

Ik jirirt place and aaiit fiHcity : 

And ivety btight that steks htr groat's smart. 

Would that this sword uteri pierced m his hsart ."' 

This passage was evidently written after the entry 
at Stationers' Hall. It is probably the only passage 
m the play which has a direct politieal bearing on 
the events of the time. The allusion to Mary Smart 
and her lovers is quite as obvious as that to Elizabeth. 
The speech is spoken by AtS, who acts as chorus 
throughout, and with this speech the play is conclu- 
ded. But, if the reader will look to the piece itself, 
he will find the appropriate conclusion in the language 
of Guendeline, and that probably which alone was 
made by the author. Indeed, the conclusion thus 
made is singularly appropriate, and in point of style 
is equally excellent and Shaksperian. The language 
is noble, to the purpose, and the verse perfectly unex- 
ceptionable. Let the reader compare the structure 
of this last speech with any of the favorite passages 
of " Titus Andronicus ;" compare it with the extrav. 

to appreciate the evident improvement of the author 
under practice. 

The lines which we have quoted are evidently an 
excrescence on the original production. They are 
not needed to the conclusion, which they absolutely 
cumber and impair. We have no doubt that they were 
written long after the play itself, and were intended 
for a present occasion. When Mr. Knight asserts 
that " the piece, if acted at all, was presented in the 
latter part of the year of which the first edition (that 
of 1596) bears the date," we are doubtful of the 
sources of his conclusion. If these verses only, it 
will suffii^o to take for granted that the play was cer- 
tainly produced in the thirty-eighth year of Queen 
Elizabeth, possibly in the presence of the court ; but 
how frequently before, is not concluded by the graft 
above quoted, which seems rudely fastened upon the 
tail of the piece. Its matter, certainly, is not woven 
in with the web, as would have been the ease were 
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Ihe conjeclures of Tieok raised upon anyjusl founda- 
tion. But nolliii^ can be more idle than liis tlieory. 
We could snarcely eoiiceiye of a piece, presented to 
an English audience, so thoroughly passion ate — af- 
ter ils own arliflcial style of passion — and so little 
given to pa3singpolilica,as this tn^edy. "Locrine" 
was translated by Tiecfc into the German. He de- 
scribes the piece, tolerably jnatly, as " bearing the 
mnrhs of a young poet unacquainted with the stage, 
who endeavors to sustain himself conslautly m a pos- 
ture of elevation ; who purposely (!) neglects the 
necessary rishig and sinking of tone and effect ; end 
who, with wonderful energy, endeavors, from begin- 
ning to end, to make bis personages speak in the same 
highly- wrought and poetical language, while, at the 
same time, he shakes out all his school learning on ev- 
ery possible occasion." Commenting on this descrip 
tion, Mr. Knight reroarlis ; " It must be evident to all 
our readers that these characleristics are the very re- 
verse of Shakspeare." But this somewhal begs tho 
question. Tho questions are, whether Shakspeare was 

his art — whether his first steps were not like those 
of other boys, feeblo and indiscreet — whether, differ- 
ing from all other great writers of whom we have any 
precise knowledge, he at once sprang to malurily at 
a bound, like the armed Minerva, even from bis birlh, 

— and was the mature master-mind, at the opening, 

d m If we are to betefferred to his masterpieces, 
by whi h to determine all his performances, from the 
R t f ble and rude beghinings of his career, when- 
tb crudities uf these tinpuled dramas are under 
d ation, there is an end of inquiry and argument. 
Th qu tion is, whether these inartificial character- 
1 f 'Locrine" — the absence of proper discrim- 

m t n I tone — the neglect of a nice use of the 
hgl d shadow — a disregard lo the more dehcate 
ii t rising from the softenmg tints — the ambi- 
ti d unnatural elevation of the dialogue, and the 

t h li ig of all the school learning in possession of 
tl wn r, — whether these are not just as likely to 
h b n the characteristics of the boy Shakspeare 
as f any other boy! — and when these are found with 
a 1 p esenceofpoelry — acopiousflowof language 

— a h and generous fiincy — and a frequent and 
curloiis felicity in phrase — all of which appear in 
"Locrine," — whether, then, the initials W. S, and 
the tacit assumption by the earliest editors of Shak- 
speare's writings, do not justiiy us in the ascription of 
this performance lo his inexperienced muse 1 On this 
inquiry let us pass to other aulhorities. Schlegel says 
of" Locrine:" — " Tho proofs of the genuineness of 
this piece are not altogether unambiguous; — the 
grounds for doubt, on the other hand, are entitled to 
attention. However, this question is immediately 
connected with that respecting ' Titus Andronlcus,' 
and must be, at the same time, resolved in theaffirm- 

Mr. Knight dissents entirely from this opinion ; 
and, with all deference, we beg to dissent from him. 
Ho thinks the diiferences are as striliingiy marked 
between "Locrine" and " Titus Andronlcus," "as 
berweeu ' Titus Andronicus' and ' Olhello ;' " a most 
monstrous heresy, in which, we suspect, Mr. Knight 
will find few readers of Shakspeare to concur. He 
objects to '■ Locrine" asa work of Shakspeare, chiefly 



on these grounds ; namely ; because the characters in 
" Locrine" speak rather out of books, than because 
of tiieir passions; because of the lai^e amount of clas- 
sical and mythological imi^ry which Locrine em- 
ploys ; the pedantry of the author ; his frequent repe- 
tition of phrases, in order to be rhetorical and forci- 
ble ; and other like platitudes, which need no more 
particular designation. These objections are illustra- 
ted by numerous examples, and by such a studious ex- 
aggeration of the merits of " Tiins Andronicus," and 
such an equally studied deprecialionof the contrasted 
piece, that we are constrained to feel that the critic's 
ingenuity is rather too much at the expense of his in- 
genuousness, to suffer as to let the case go to judg- 
ment upon his showing only. While it will not he 
difficult to concur with Mr. Knight in much of his 
criticism, the points which are most essential to this 
qaestion are the very ones which he seems to have 
considered in Ihe spirit of a partisan. " Locrine," as 
a work of art, is a very crude performance. It must 
be considered (he work, not of an artist, but an ap- 
prentice. The story is put together clumsily; the 
characters are not discriminated, and the attempts at 
the humorous are wretched in the last degree. As 
little may be said for the tastes and the proprieties 
of the piece which offend us as in '- Titus Androni- 
cus." Mr. Knight doubts if it Is bj a young person 
at all; but the very inequaUties which e:cist in the 
prodnction — the superiority of the versification — its 
frequent power and beauty, so singularly in contrast 
with the crude judgment of the writer, in all that re- 
lates to design and character, — seem to be conclu- 
sive that the author was a young beginner, tVesh from 
his classical studies, who had scarcely yet begun lo 
thhik for himself, and whose chief employment hith- 
erlo had been that naturally of all young poets — Ihe 
acquisition of the arts of utterance — an acquisition 
which must Inevitably precede the knowledge of char- 
acter, and the philosophy which discriminates it hap- 
pily, under the lead of experience. Such a writer will 
naturally elevate his school classics into undue place 
and inappropriate importance in connexion with la- 
hors, which, if not wholly, are in great measure for- 
eign to his objects. We do not discover the vast dis- 
similarity which Mr. Knight perceives bel ween " Lo- 
crine" and " Titus Andronicus." The latter is un- 
doubtedly the better play. It is more decidedly a. 
work of art. It is a great improvement, in this re- 
spect, upon " Locrine ;" but, if Ihe two plays be by 
the same hand, then was " Locrine" necessary, as a 
preparatory exercise to "Titus Andronicus." ^e 
latter has all the advantage in propriety and power. 
Its characterization is more perfect ; its development 
of plan and purpose more unique and classical; and its 
variety of action, and its regard lo eaden 






of (1 p 



proo6 of a lat^e advan e by he 
author of the one over the writer of the oth p d 
tion. But the faults of the two pieces ar p ly 

of the same description : consisting, in 1 

bloody and brutal moods ; an untamed a d un n 
ured ferocity ; a tedious sameness of tone n p m 
resentments, and horrible purposes, which a 1 I 
tally unrelieved by the redeeming interposition of 
softer fancies — of pity, or hope, or even love. In 
point of style and expression, the resemblance of 
faults between the two is even more decided, and the 
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objeclions here, which Mr. Enighl makes to " Lo- 
irine," will eEpeciolly apply to Ihe other piece. In 
both we have the same frequent repetition of phrase, 
either lo intensiiy the sound by reiteration, or to 
pa^chout sa imperfect line — the same free use of 
heathen mylhology — and the same frequent employ- 
ment of fragmentary lines of Lalin,either incorporated 
with, or closing the par^raph. The struclureof the 
Tcrse of •' Tiliia Andronicus" ia singnlarly like that 
of" Locrine." They are both full and sounding, and 
ample always lo overflow in the rhythm. The sense 
is usually clear and Iransparent, and the energy of 
Ihe lines is quite remarkable, ehowhig a strength and 
resource in the amhor, hi one of ihe first essentials of 
his art, infinitely in advance of those acquisitions of 
knowledge and thousht which can only result from 
constant attrition and frequent eiperience with the 
world of man. This goes to prove the immature 
years of the author. The inequahlies which he ex- 
hibits are praoisely such as mark the productions of 
all youlhfiil poets of genius, showing a more perfect 
mastery over versification than thought — showing 
the utterance more malleable than the idea. 

Our convictions are that "Locrine" and "Titus 
Andronicus" are iVom the same hand. No matter by 
whom, the former was the first wrilten. With all its 
crudilies, excesses, and absurdities, " Locrine" seems 
to us tube tbelegilimatesireof Ibeotherandthebet. 
ter play. We believe them both to be Shakspeare's, 
and that " Locrine" was probably his very first at- 
tempt in the tr^io drama, when he may have been 
fifteen or sixteen years old. About the same time, 
he may have attempted the comic muse — may have 
wrilten "The London Prodigal," " The Widow of 
Watllng Street," and other of those puny perform- 
ances, in which we see nothing but the feeble, first 
beginnings of one in his accidence. II is true that — 
mere versification alone excepted— " Locrine" es- 
hibils few or none of those higher and finer traits of 
genius which prove or promise the master. It is the 
" 'predtice han' " alone that it betrays. But the boy, 
even when a genius, always begins to write after a 
copy. He must and does usually write from books. 
His first years are simply years of training, in which 
he leamslittlemore than the use of his tools. Rhyme 
and the facilities of speech are the chief objects of 
attainment at tliis period ; are ail that he aims al, 
and all that he acquires — that insensible growth of 
the thought alone excepted, which seldom startles by 
a loo sudden eihibition. In his early practice at the 
arts of utterance, he simply repeals the sentiments 
and remoulds the forms set and prescribed by other 
hands, precisely as the sclioolboy, ia writing, copies 
after engraved copies. It is only when he becomes 
a sufficient master of versification, tiiat he can pos- 
sibly look into the stores of his own thought, and 
shape into proper language the more original idea. 
It is only when his tongue becomes sufficiently freed, 
that he begins to speak fiom his own eiperience and 
heart. This ia a common history. Who jjredicates, 
ordinarily, of the first exercises of the boy-poet, the 
heights of fame which his flitura wing will reach I 

But " Locrine," Ihoi^h unworthy of the masler 
fihakspeare — though decidedly inferior lo " Titus An- 
dronicus," which it most resembles — though gross- 
ly deformed by an under-current of vulgarity intend- 
ed for humor, and which affords us no gUmpses what- 



ever of that ripe excellence to which we owe Sir John 
Falstafi" and the appropriate circle which revolve 
around that great centre of wit and merriment — is 
yet not without certain merits of poetry which we 
should not overlook. It possesses some characteris- 
tics which remind us of Sbakspeare, however faintly. 
We find these in the usually abrupt manner in which 
the persons of the drama enter unon the business nf 
thest 



the noble comparisons and figures which 
Sliest themselves, as if without effort or premedi- 
tation, to the speaker ; in the presence of an overflow- 
higandexuberantimaginalioni in the occasional reflec- 
tion which [he conlemplalive mood acknowledges, 
oven in the moment of action and performance ; and 
in that genius which frequently snatches its grace be- 
yond the reach of art, in the felicitous eipression, the 
happy phrase, the bold flgure, the delicate and unique 
fimcy. Mr. Knight, in his hostility lo this phiy, has 
been pleased to quote lai^ely of those passages which 
betray the feeble hand and the crude and unenlight- 
ened laste. Many of his instances of repetition in 
phrase, which he assumes lo have been deliberate re- 
sults of judgment, are really only the makeshifts with 
which Ihe inexperienced framer of blank verse patched 
out his halthig heroics. Others are examples of bad 
taste and prurient metaphor. Some of these exam- 
ples are chiefly reprehensible as they are detached by 
the critic fVom their appropriate connexion, and hud- 
dled, by him, into association with other similarly- 
conceived passages — the whole, together, formmg a 
formidable array, which would scarcely prove so of- 
fensive, if not thus obtruded, in masses, upon the 
reader. As Mr. Knight has not scrupled to select the 
objectionable specimens, it will not be denied us the 
jjrivilege of detaching a few more favorable samples 
fl'om the same source, which, to us, indicate resources 
of fancy and power such as might well, under good 
training, ripen into excellence. We need not discrim- 
inate the passages we select, or specially designate in 
what their merit consists. We leave that to the read- 
er. Some are given as specimens of n versification 
equally bold, sweet, and transparent — are samples 
of a dawning and vigorous fimcy; others, again, com- 
mend themselves by Ihe dignity and grace of the 
style and manner ; and others, yet again, for that 
prompt entrance upon the action, with the energy of 
a thought already prepared for all its interests, which 
so remarkably distinguishes the more earnest portions 
of Shakspeare's writhigs. We proceed to our exam- 
pies. 

Brutus is about to die, exiiausted by age. He 
speaks ; — 

That oft have qnelled the couraBe of my toos. 
Kow yield to death, o'erldd vrilii crmkod age, 
Devoid of strength and of llioir proper force ; 



SE s3l the drnghters of pr 



■■ The eiry hllla enclosed with shady groves, 
The groves Tepleniahed with ewcctchlrping birds, 
The hMa resounding htsavonly melodj — 
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Wllh aeae, when sb the skirmish iloth 




Welire dou from the alieller nf ilie wo 




And Bet upon the weaiened Trojiins' ba 


■tod. 


For policy, [when] joined with eMvalry 


n-B woods, 


Can never be put back from victoiT." 



For valianmera Is like unto « rodk 

Thnt sMnderh on the wnves of oocon, 

Which, thoi^h the bBlows beat," &o. 
Albfuiact is reported as approaching with a powerful 
Biniy. Hiimber replies with promising — 

nt good enongii, — ' 



YcB.fitfori 






sive thci 
Hubba, the son of the invader, betrays 
spirit thai remkid lis of Harry Hotspur, and the 
prince, his emulous rival. When told of Albaiiael' 
approach — 

And Lucifer, mounted iipim kia Jleedy 
Brings in /A« charira of the golden dun, 
ril meet young Ai^ionoit in open field, 

Htiniber says ; — 



The two preceding passages which we have italicized 
are not onlybeautiiU in phras?, but Eeem to ua to 
be full of the Shaksperian transparency and fancy. — 
A captain, about to impress a cobbler for the wars, 
finds him merrily singing at his board. The manner 
of the speech which he utters, pausing in the action 
to indulge in the reflection which the scene provokes, 
is also emiaenlly that of Shakspeare : — 
■* The poorest state Is far&eet trim aonoj I — 
How merrily be sittetb," Ac, 

Here follows just such a picture as fihalcspeare tre- 
■qnently draws — in which, in the progress of the ordi- 
nary narrative, the speaker elevates into poetry his 
statements of the fact, by a graphic delineation of 
what is conspicuous in his group : — 
" After we passed the grorea of Caledon, 
We did behold Uie straggline Bejthiana' camp, 
Replete with men, stored with nmnitioiL 
There n^t we see the valiantrainded luilgbla 
Fetching careers along the spai^ous plains ;- 
Hnmber End Hnhha, armed in azore blue. 

How well, simply, and becoitiingly, is ths following 
order given ! — 

" Habba, go take a cornet of our horse, 
As many lancers, and light^armgd knigbta. 



These spaeches are wholly free ftom slillishness, 
which is the besetting infirmity of the author of " Lo- 
crine" — his wild, nnpruned taste and excess of ardor 
usually spoiling his best passages. But such exag- 
gerations ordinarily deform the writings of all young 
authors, particularly when the ftncy is abundant. The 
opeamgs of many of the speeches In " Loerina" fre- 
qaenlly remind ns of the montier of Shakspeare, and 
the mnnnej' is one of the most important matters in 
such a discussiou. Hishero enters upon the scene con- 
scious fully of his Eiluatiou, its exigencies, and what 
is due to his own character ; and his speech usually 
begins generously and nobly. Thus Hubba, after a 
severe tight with Albanact, enters, exclaiming — 



"Howbr 



rely this ; 



DarteOi abroad the Ibuuderbolts of war," &c 
Thus, for a few lines, what is spoken is at once for- 
cible, appropriate, and excellently given ; bnt soon 
the speaker, in the very affluence of the poet, begins 
to multiply his images, to piieflgure open figure, and, 
without enlarging or advancing the idea, to cumber it 
with naiieiessary phrases. We see, from the begin- 
ning of the speech, that the author knows what 
should be said in the place, but not haii rnuch, or in 
exactly what language. These are matters that ex- 
perience alone can teach, — Albanact appears, fatally 
hurt. Here, agahi, is a felicitous beginnbig of his 
speech — at once opening upon the obvious point of 
the subject, and in appropriate language : — 



-'Injuriou: 



rtono, host Ibou f 



Thus, hi the prime of my felicity, 
To cut me off by such hard overthrow I 
Hodst thou no time thy rancor to declare, 
But in the spring of all mj dignitjcs V* 

80 far, the speech reads well. But what follows is 
mete raving, the result of abundant fancy in the au- 
thor, as yet ungoverned by judgment and unrestrained 
by taste. It is in his very abundance that he wastes 
' 'mpairs his possessions. — Corinelus rebukes the 
orrow that weeps for Albanact, without seeking 



"He lo.e 



linyoni 



ist that doth la 



With childiEli sobs and womanish laments ! 

Examples of the fancy, rising from and adorning the 
subject, are frequent, even in the crudest passages. 
Here,speakingof the resources of his province, Cam 
ber describes — 

" the fields of maraal Cambria, 

'Itrre ftffW/DDl fairies iKp from Sunt lu tiinl, 
nil," Ik. 

The speech of Humber at the opening of Scene 3 in 
IV.| full of bombast as it is, reminds us, in one of 
^res, of the famous passage in "Macbelh,' 
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■e Ihe bloody hands of Ihe murderer promiss lo 



" Makiitg: Ihe greeji oi 
nenlafler, maiigurBofvi 
ling conflic:, and fakely predicis his 



both »r 



le field !- 






Irewedw 



icily of 



The sotilo^uy of Huliba will not fail, in iti 
comparison, ilB sweelnesa and force oflai 
llie peculiarity of soma of ila lines, which we Lave 
ilaJioized, lo remind the reader very sensibly of Shall- 

" Let come what will, I 



thfamer 



* Bloriou 



vDsd for chivflhy ! 



furtive, and dying of famine, Hnmber says; 
erent commanrler of the starry sfey, 



There is a beauty in the following passage which, it 
is liighly probable, did not escape the sight of MQ- 
ton, who seems lo hare read this pJaj with attention. 
— Locrine describes the secret spot where he has 
concealed Estrild : — 



"Ntsh D. 



olitum, by fh 



mimtgairs 


icA 


Mo the grass 


„rf„i„ 








Halh Loorini 


fn, 




nfhl 


The walls wl 






wilh 






, Blistering 




And interlace 


w 


ii Bunbrigh 




Lighten the 1 




withandflci 


May 


And from the 


Le 


with water 





t covertly my hean^s deaire, 



Of this passage Mr. Ifnight remarks — we need nol 
say how unjustly — that it is the only example in the 
play approaching to something like natural and ap- 
propriate language. We could show many quite bb 
appropriate and natural, and more noble. We pro- 
ceed with our illustrations. — Hnmber, describing the 
terrible state in which he has lived as a fugitive, says 
forcibly : — 

" Cavea were ni J bods, and atones my pillow-blers, 



ocrine, reproached with his lusts by Thrasymachu! 
told — 

" If princes stfAjx their glorioue dignlly 
With u^y apota of mon&trona iniainy. 



^nt, though obscure and disfigured 
iformed and nnlicensed taste, is not 



Guendelii 

lyimlm 

without its appropri 

■' Ye gentle winds, thai, with your modest 1 
Pass through the areuil of the heavenly 
Enter the clonde unto the throne of Jove 
And bear my prayer to his alUhearing ea 
For Locrine halh fonaken Gnendellne, 
And learned to love nroud Humber'a cdd 
Yi happy tpiiu 



ShtifoMlhaseiem 






The homeUness of the figure, in the hands of this nn- 
thor, as in those of Shakepcaro, not nnfrequently illus- 
trates successfully the most elevated topic ; thus : — 

Jealousy, Locrine, halh a wicked sting." 



•rejnd 



igLoerin 



and grievously ausptres. 



Here follow several ftagmcnls remarkable for the 
freshness and felicity of phrase, warmth of fancy, 
and occasional stern force of the l^re they exhibit. 
Wo may add, that, considered through the proper 
medium, they do not unfrequenlly or doublftilly de- 
note that riper genius by which their crude virtues 
might have been rendered perfect. Detailing the evil 
omens that accumulate at the prospect of civil war, 
the ghost of Cormeius tells us, among other things, 
of— 

" The wafry ladies, and the llghlfoot fawns, 
Treniblins, all hide thEmselvee,» &o. ' 



Estrild, preparing to die also, says of the world :- 



discovers the bodies of the 



" What else are sll things that this glo' 

Buta confused ehaoa of mishaps? 

Wherehi, as in a glass, wo plidnly se 

That all our life is hut a tragedy." 
hrasymachUB, when hi 

"Nor doth tiiy husband, lovely Guendelhie, 
That wontfid was to guide our sisrleaa slrps, 
Enjoy this light : see where he murdered lies I 
And by him Uea his lovely paramour, 
Fi^r Estrild, gor«dwith a dismal "sword — 
And, as it aeerai, ha& murdered by themselvee 
Clasping each other in^their feehled arms, 
Vfllh loving zeal— as if, for [qu. : in?] compan 
Tlieh'unconteTKiedcorseB[ghDatalJwereoonten 



rl-. V_7tJl,)'^JIL" 



INTRODUCTION. 



"DrysiJffsandlightftiqtSaljii— 

The graciona fairies, whg, nl eventidi 

And on their shoulders spread their gc 



rted from his c 



"WlisU iaihet 

VhaX basilic lialh hatched in tUs plact 



ttnd, apOBlrophizing Deatti — 

" Hard-hearted Death, that, when tJie wretched call, 
Art fBTtlifal off, and Beldoni hear'Bt at all ; 



ninded of Milton, who seema destly ic 
led the passage, while improving it ; — 



AndaU 



IE blind Furr 



in life" 









L«t the reader look to the passage 
scene of Act !II., where Thrasjmachu! 
teat a 1 death of AlliaiiBct,iuid obser 
ins gnifioant would be the allerations » 
sary to laiAe this simple statement of facts a nolile 
a) d poet eal natralire of Shakspeare. Let him 
3ga to the opeoini; speech of Humber, in the c 
inence nent of the aacond act, and note the lines or 
frequent beauty, and the figures at once noble and 
appropr ate, Which are found amid numeious crudl- 
I es How happily is courage counselled to perseve- 
rance by the comparison of tbe ^ail, who, feeble and 
crawl ng slowly, atlei^h ascends the lolliesthcights, 
ECahog t! e WEdls of the stateliest castle ! — and the 
proud boast of the Scythian emperor, that he — 

,e tied [up] i 



;r would have said : — 
;f triumphimtTy retoma." 



Shidl l>e," iSio. 

We finish our examples with the speech of Cuende- 
line already referred 10, and which is the proper con- 
clusion of the drama. We haie indicated this speech 
15 an instance of transparent, dignified verse, highly 
ipprnpriate to the party and tha occasion, and asde- 
;ide<Ily in Shaksp«are's manner. At all events, it will 
lot be difficult to find the strong parallelism which 
!s:ists,in tone, manner, and general sentiment, be- 
:ween it and the closing speech in " Titus Androni- 
■MS." We place the two in opposition, that the read- 
;r may more readilyjudge for himself of the propriety 
}f these comparisons between things acloiowledged, 
13 wliolea, to be unequal : — 



Conetr 






ihiBWi 



id grace him witli her regal diadeni,*' 

Even n the ludicrous portions of the piece, those 
vh h are mistakenly designed for the humorous, we 
d cer glimpses of a conception, that, with a full 
develop nent of the powers of expression on the pal 
of the author, might have been reasonably eipecled 
to arrive at a birth equally l^ltimate and excellent. 
Thus, in the battte-sccne where Albanact is beaten 
and slain, Strambo, who Is the buffoon of the piec 
feigns death on the field, as Falslaff does in a iil 
situation, in order to escape danger ; and is lamented 
by his apprentice in a characteristic howl, which 
rouses the counterfeit as eifectually as does the prom- 
ise of Hal to have the fat knight disemboweliedri 
Falstaff. In the latter instance the conception t 
appropriate dcTelopment, — the Importance of the 
character concerned behig duly raised, so as ti 
teresl us, even in his cowardice; — an advantage 
which Strunibo does not possess — to say nothing of 
that happy employment of language ■— jilayful, adroit, 
accomplished — in FalslafF, which could only have 
been acquired by long practice, and the experience 
of maturest years. 

We give, in a cluster, several examples of that b 
ind somewhat abrupt, but truly dramatic manner 
opening speech and scene, in which this play abounds, 
and which distinguishes the manner of Shakspeare t 



Where litlki Sabi 



? mischief follows on anotli 
thought 80 young a maid as 
age would have nought her 

en reaolntel; died— 
shall thia eanie be celled, 
oe, our deceased apouae, 
he flon of mighty Brule, 



Estrlld lie without the ahaJlow [shadowy ?) vault, 
lout the honor due unto the dead. 



ijiflitiJ. Some loving frienda convey thee 
And give him burial In hla father'a grave ; 
My father, and Lavinia, ahal! forthwiUi 



INTRODUCTION. 



Andbemgso 


Then.aftenv 



hflps hsd their beginning : 



We conclude by repealing our coneurrente with the 
German and our disagreement with the English eril- 
ics. We hold This play of " Locrine" to be from the 
same hand with ihat of" Titus Andronlcus," and we 
believe that hand to have been Shahspeare's. 

E^noUEb on this bead. It nniv only remains to eay 
something of the old Iradllion which forms the sub- 
ject of " Locrine." This seems to have been a fa- 
Torito one with the early poets. The story appears 
in the first pages of Geoffrey of Monmouth, whence 
it passes as an improbable legend into most of the 
subsequent historians. In Geoffrey of Monmouth it 
occupies spma tliirly pages. Milton, in his " History 
of England," condenses it sufficiently to enable us lo 

" After this, Brutus, in a chosen place, builds Troja 
NoTa, changed in time to Trinovantum, now London, 
and began lo enact laws, Hell beir^ then high-priest 
in Judea ; and, having governed the whole isle twen- 
ty-four years, died, and was buried in his new Troy. 
His three sons, Locrine, Albanact, and Camber, divide 
the land by consent. Locrine has the midiHe part, 
LcEgria ; Camber passessed Cambria, or Wales; Ali 
banact, Albania, now Scotland. But he in the end; 
by Humber, kh^ of the Huns, who with a 4eet in- 
vaded that land, was slain in fight, and his people 
drove bacli into Liegria. Locrue and his brother go 
out t^ainst Humber ; who, now marchii^ onward, 
was by them defeated, and ui a river drowned, which 
to this day retains his name. Among the spoils of 
his camp and navy were found certain young maids, 
and Estrildis above the rest, passmg iair, the daugh- 
ter of a king in Germany; from whence Humber, as 
he went wasting the seacoasl, had led her captive ; 
whom Locrine, — though before contracted to the 
dai^hler of Corineus — resolves to marry. But beitg 
forced and threatened by Cnrineus, whose authority 
and power he feared, Guendolen the daughter he 
yields to marry, but in secret loves the other : and 
ofttimes retiring, as to some private sacrifice, throi^h 
vaults and passages made under ground, and seven 
years thus enjoying her, had by her a daughter 
equally fair, whose name was Sabra. But when once 
his fear was off, by the death of Corineus, not con- 
tent with secret enjoyment, divorcing Guendolen, he 
made Estrildis now his queen. Guendolen, all in 
r^e, departs into Cornwall, where Madan, the son 
she had by Locrine, was hitherto brought up by Co- 
rineus, his grandfather; and gathering an army of 
her father's tiiends and subjects, gives battle to her 
husband by the river Sture; wherein Locrine, shot 
with an arrow, ends his life. But not so ends the 
fury of Guendolen ; for Estrildis, and her daughter 
Sahra, she throws into a river ; and, to leave a monu- 
ment of her revenge, procltums that the stream be 
thenceforth called after the damsel's name, which, 
by length of time, is now changed to Sabrina or Sev- 
ern."— Milton uses the subject in his " Comus:"— 



entlo nympli not far froi 
er name, a virgin pure ; 






Wh 


amcHli 


was tlie daughter 


That had th. 








daniH)!, flying the 






(Top, 






■i'lia 


stayed 


er Sisht with his ci 



It was again employed in the "Mirror of Magis- 
trates," and by Spenser in hia " Faerie Queen." Mi- 
chael Drayton, in his " Polyolbion," also makes it 
the subject of his muse in a chant of fifty lines ; and 
as he is a poet but Mltle read — a sturdy native muse 
— who deserves more con sideraUon than he finds, we 
are templed to embrace his treatment of the story 
in this 



left)- 



Eratfe £ret-begotten ion, whom 



«Qiion^d her bed, 
raughMa nnchBBle deBire for beauteona Elstrod'a Ini 
K that which moat of all her inighW heart did mo' 
r fiulier, Comwftll'B dnke, great Corineius dead, 
IB, liy tiie lustful king, imjually banlghSd. 



;atiUhe 



BTlbebi 



noothfd broi 






Grownbig witti flie reveage which her Ml bfesEl did bear . 
And «ded to the birth with every little breoUi — 
(Alone she being letl the epoil of love and death. 
In labor of lier giie^ outtageoualy diatract. 



Shaaistm 


plorea their tii. to hate him whom a 


Whoae hearts unto ( 


Edepdishehaanotlen 






eeuda (her country) foi 


Which, al 






Then with her warn: 








ove too vainly did delud 




md Jealoi 


queen, then void of al 






pirin while he neglects 






ii, and from her irefid 


All pity cl 


m exiled 


vhom nothing could CO 




mighty S 




AmongetU 




ere, the flrat inteeline a 



Not so with Mood auffl. 

The mother and the chiM ; whoi 

Had not her heart been fluit, had had the power to dro 

A spring of pitying tears ; when, dropping liquid pe&i 

Befijre fiia crnel Kng, the lady and the girl 

Upon aieir lender knees hegged mercy I —Wo for Hii 

Fair Elalred, fiiat thou shouldHl thy fMrer Satiine see 

As she should thee behold, the prey to her atom rage 

Whom kingly Loorina's death sufficed not lo asauage I 

Who from the botd'ring cUffs thee with thy mother c 

Into Ihy ctiislened flood, the whilst the cocks aghast 

Eesounded with your shrieSs ; till in a deadly dream 



Tour curls lo 



iried wi 



yatBl at 



Yc now, with liquid arms. Embrace the wand'ring shore." 

Spenser's narrative may be found in the tenth canto 
of his " Faerie Queen," including half a dozen stan- 
zas from siv. to is. The various treatment of the 
subject by these several writers deserves the consid- 
eration of all those who would again employ the 
theme, which, by-the-way, is but little impaired by 
Dse, however frequent, for the purposes of the future 
dramatist. 
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THE TRAGEDY OE LOCRIIE, 




THE ELDEST SON Or KING BRUTUS, 




PERSONS EEPHESENTED. 


In fcmam sedalur et umtro.' 




TR0JAN3 OR BRITONS. 


Aie. A m^hly lion, ruler of the woods, 


LOCM 


3, King of Britain. 

E, his eldest son, and SMCcessar. 


Of wondrous slrengtb and great proportion, 
With hideous noise soaring the iremblbig trees. 
With yeUing damors shaldng aJl the earth, 


a" 


'■younger sons qf Bratas. 


Traversed the groves, and chased the wand'ring 




Long did he range among the shady trees, [beasts. 




I brothers of Sralas. 


And drave the silly beasts before his face ; 




HU3, son of Corineius. 


When, suddenly, ftom out a thomy bush, 




A dreadflil archer with his bow ybent, 
Wounded the lion with a dismal shall. — 










So he him strudt, that il drew forth the blood, 






And fiUed his furious heart with ftetting ire ; 







But all m vain he thteat'neth teeth and paws, 




And sparldeth fire from forth his flaming eyes, 




bnna'ct and Corineius. 


For the sharp shaft gave him a mortal wound. 
So valiant Brute, the terror of the world, 




Caplain, Page, Soldiers, *c. 


Whose only looks did scare his enemies, 


HUM 


iCYTHIANa, OTHERWISE NORTHMEN. 


The archer, Death, brought to his latest end. 
Oh, what may long abide above this ground, 


" 


t Chief. 


In state of bliss and healthful happuiess ! [ExU. 


T 


\ Captains. 


SCENE II.— J Chamber in the Royal Palace. 




Soldiers, ^c. 


Enter Brutus, carriedin a chair ; Locbime, Camieb, 




WOMEN. 


Deb OS, Thrasymachus. 




ELiNE, daughter nf Corineius, and tctfe of Lo- 
orine. 


Brul. Most loyal lords, and faithful followers. 


Ebtri 


■a, wife of Humber, and aflerwtn-d mistresa of 


That have with me, unworthy general, 






Passed the greedy gulf of the oeean. 


t^ABRE 


B, her daughter by Locrine. 


Leaving the eonflnes of feh' Italy,— 


DOEDT 


"'■ IvnvesafSlmmbe. 


Behold, your Brutus draweth nigh his end, 




KRY, i ■' 


And I must leave you, though against my will. 


Ate, a 


s Chorus. 


My sinews shrink, my numbered* senses fail, 

old copies Immediately under the name of AtS, does rot ap- 
pearintendedtoformanvportionDflieraahloquj, Aepaqo 

™iSis BS ITeortTf opfgn^S to tbc sp"™!.! T^^'ftag- 












ACT I. 






mentarj oharKterof th? line'leavea somethinj doubtful In 


SCENE l.~A Foi-est. Thunder and Ughlning. 


ita senao. l/mtro, which is ghost or shade, maj be used to 
Biralfs spectre or Fate ; itmay refer to Seadi, or to Ate her- 


Enter 


Ate, hahiled In saNe, a burning iorrt in om 


hand 


a bloody surord in the other. A lion then up- 


pursued hy the svengins deities. And yet the Trojan Kru- 


pears 


pursuing a bear, which he destroys. Then fol- 


tus scorn* to have lived to be sn old ™n. ^ , „ , 


loia 


an archur who slays the lion, 03,4 deparla. After 


a The senses are numhered, It ia Ime ; tut in ail probe, 
hiliw, the autior meant to sav, " numbed." The rhvton is 




satisfied Witt either word. 




11 



lOogle 



160 



THE TRAGEDY OF LOCRINE. 



A chilling cole! possesseth sll my bones, 
Black, i^ly Dealh, wilJi Fisflge pale and wan, 
Presents himself before my dazzled eyes, 
And, ivilh his darl, prepared is to strike. 
These arms, my lords, these never-daunted arms, 
Thai oft have quelled Jhe courage of my foes, 
And eke dismayed my neighbor's arrc^anoe, 
Now yield to death, o'erlaid with crooked age, 
Devoid of strength and of their proper force ; 
Even as the lusty cedar 'nom with years. 
That far abroad her dainty odor throwE, 
'Mongst all the daughters of proud Lebanon ! — 
This heart, mj lords, ibis ne'er appalled heart. 
That was a terror to the bord'ring lands, 
A doleful scourge unto my neighbor kings, 
Now, by the weapons of impartial Death, 
Is clove asunder and bereft of life j 
As when the sacred oak, with thunderbolts, 
Sent from the fiery circuit of the heavens. 
Sliding along the air's celestial vaults, 
Is rent and cloven to the very roots. 
In vain, therefore, I stru^le with this foe : 
Then welcome death, since God will have it so. 

Aasar. Alas, my lord, we sorrow at your case, 
And grieve to see your person vei6d thus ; — 
Sut whatsoe'er the fates determined have, 
It lleth not in us lo disannul ; 
And he thai would annihilate his mind, 
Soaring with Icarus too near the sun. 
May catch a fall with.young Bellcrophon. 
For when the fatal sisters have decreed 
To separate us irom .this earthly mould, 
No mortal force can countermand their minds. 
Then, worthy lord, since there's no way but one, 
■Cease your laments, and leave your grievous moan. 

Curin. Your highness knows how many victories, 
How many trophies I erected have 
Triumphantly in everyplace we came. 
The Grecian monarch, warlike Pandrassus, 
And all tlie crew of the Molossians ; — 
.Goffarius, the slrong-arined king of Gaul ; — 
Have felt tlie force of our victorious arms, 
And to their cost beheld our chivalry. 
Where'er Ancora, handmaid of the sun, 
Where'er the snn, bright guardian of the day. 
Where'er the joyful day with cheerful light. 
Where'er the light illuminalea the world. 
The Trojan's glory flics with golden wings ; — 
Wings that do soar beyond fell Envy's fl^ht. 
The fame of Brutus and his followers 
Pierteth the sliies, and with the skies, the throne 
Of mighty Jove, commander of the world. 
Then, worthy Brutus, leave these sad laments, 
Comfort yourself with this yoiu: great renown, 
And fear not Death, though he seem terrible. 

Srulua. Nay, Corinelus, yoa mistake my mind. 
In construhig wrong the cause of my complaints : — 
I feared not I'yield myself to fatal Dealh ; 
God knows it was the least of all my thoughts : 
A greater care torments jny very bones. 
And ma^es me tremble at the thought of it ; 
And, in your lordings doth the substance lie. 

Thraay. Most noble lord, if aught your loyal peei 
Accomplish may, to ease your ling'ring grief, 



Where triple Cerberus with his venomous throat, 
Scareth the ghosts with h^h resounding noise. 
We'll either rend the bowels of the earth, 
Searching the entrails of the brutish earth, 
Or, with his Iiion's overdaring, soon, 
Be bound in chains of ever-during steel. 

Brut. Then hearken to your soverpign's latest 
In which I will, unto you all, unfold [words, 

Our rD3'al mind and resolute intent. 
When golden Hebe, daughter to great Jove, 
Covered my manly cheeks with youthful doivn. 
The unhappy slaughter of my luckless sire. 
Drove me, and old Assarachus, mine eame,i 
As exiles from the bonnds of Italy. 
So that perforce we were constrained to fly 
To Greoia's monarch, noble Pandrassus. 
There I, alone, did undertake your cause ; 
There I restored your antique liberty, 
Though Grecia frowned, and all Molossia stormed — 
Though brave Antigonus, with martial band. 
In pitched field encountered me and mine — 
Though Pandrassus and his contributaries, 
With all the rout of (heir confederates, 
Sought to deface our glorbus memory. 
And wipe the name of Trojan from the earth. 
Him did I captivate with this mine arm, 
And by compulsion forced him to agree 



Tocf 



which we did prop 



through the boisterous Hellespont, 
we came into the fields of Lestrigon, 
Whereat our brother Corinelus was ; 
Which, when we passed the Cicilian gulf, 
And so transfletting the Illician sea, 
Arrived on the coast of Aquitain ; 
Where, with an army of his barlwirous Gauls, 
Goffarins and his brother Gathelus, 
Encounl'ring with our host, sustained the foil. 
And, for your sakes, my Tumus there I lost : 
Tumus, that slew six hundred men.at-arms. 
All in an hour, with his sharp battle.ase. 
From thence, upon the strands of Albion, 
To Corus.hnven happily we came, 
And quelled the giants, come of Albion's race, 
With Gogmagog, son to Samotheus, 
The cursSd captain of that damnf d crew, 
And in that isle at length I placed you. 
Now, let me see if my laborious toils. 
If all my care, if all my grievous wounds, 
If bU my diligence, were well employed. 

Corm. When first 1 followed thee and thine, brave 
I hazarded my life and dearest blood [Ifing, 

To purchase favor at your princely hands ; 
And, for the same, in dangerous attempts. 
In sundry conflicts, and in divers broils, 
I showed the coiu'age of my manly mind. 
For this I combated with Gathelus, 
The brother to Gofi"arius of Gaul ; 
For this I fought with furious Gogmagog, 
A savage captain of a savage crew ; 
And, for these deeds, brave Cornwall I received, 
A grateful gill given by a. gracious kmg ; 
And, for this gift, this life and dearest blood 
Will Corinelus spend for Bruins' good. 

Btb, And what my friend, brave prince, hath vowed 
The same will Dehon do unto his end. [to you, 
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Brut, Then, lojul }>eeis, dnce you me all agreed, 
And resolute lo follow Bnilus' hesls,' 
Favor my sons — favor these orphans, loTda, 
And shield them from the dangers of their foes. 
Locrine, the column of my family, 
And only pillar of my weakened age — 
Locrine, draw near — draw near unto thy sire, 
And take thy latest Messing at his hani^ : 
And, for thou art the eldest of my sons. 
Be thou a captain to thy bretheren, 
And imitate thy ag£d father's steps, 
Which will conduct thee to true honor's gate ; 
For, if thou follow sacred virtue's lore, 
Thou Shalt te crownSd with a laurel-branch, 
And wear a wreath of sempiternal fame, 
Sorted amongst the glorious, happy ones. 

Lac. It Locrine do not follow your advice, 
And bear himself in all thmgs like a prince, 
That seeks lo amplify the great renown 
Left unto him for an inheritance. 
By those that were his ancestors, 
Lei me be flung into the ocean. 
And swallowed in the bowels of the earth ; — 
Or, let the ruddy lightning of great Jove 
Descend upon (his my devoted' head. 

Brvl. [lakittg GoEnDBUfEhy the kand]. But — fori 
see you all to be hi doubt — 
Who shall be mat chfd with our royal son 1 
Locrine, receive this present at my hand : 
A gift more rich than are the wealthy mines 
Found in the bovrata of Ameiica.' 
Thou shalt be 'spoused lo fair Guendeline : 
Love her, and take her, for she is thine own. 
If so thy uncle and herself do please. 

Carin, And herein how your highness honors me, 
It can not now be hi my speech expressed j 
For careful parents glory not so much 

As for to see the issue of their blood 
iieated in honor and prosperity. 

Guenrf. And far be it from my pure maiden thonghts 
To contradict her aged father's iriil ; 
Therefore, since he to whom I must obey. 
Hath given me now unto your royal self, 
I will not stand aloof from off the lure, 
Lilce crafty dames that most of all deny 
That which they most desire lo possess. 

Brut, [to L0CB.1SE, who hneels]. Then now, my son, 
thy part is on the stage. 
For thou must bear the person of a king. 

[OotOTiS LOCBISE. 

Locrine, stand up, and wear the regai crown, 

And think upon the state of majesty, 

That Ihou with honor well may'sl wear the crown ; 

And If thou lenderesC these my latest words. 

As thou requir'st my soul to be at rest. 

As ihou desirest thine own security. 

Cherish and love thy new-betroth6d wife. 






rord isunquealionably 
■hioh might have been 



wrttM^^urinaQuem ElSaba 
America, newly found, was tl 
diamatSsts never scrupled at a 
doubt tbdt, howevei' Impropei 



BiTrf. Camber ! 

Cum. My lord. 

Brut. The glory of mine age — [the son] 

.nd darling of thy mother Junoger — 
'ake Ihou the south for thy dominion, 
rom thee there shall proceed a royal race. 
That shall maintain the honor of this land, 
And' sway the regal sceptre with their hands. 

[Turning to Albanact. 
And Alhanact, thy father's on]y= joy, 
Youngest in years, but not the young'st in mind, 
' perfect pattern of all chivalry. 
Take thou the north for thy dominion ; — 
" country full of hills and ragged rocks, 
Tleplenisbgd with fierce, untamed beasts. 
As correspondent to thy martial thoughts. 

And bear concordance firm among yourselves ; 
Obey the counsels of these fathers grave. 
That you may better bear out violence '■ 
But suddenly, through weakness of my age. 
And the defect of youthful puissance. 
My malady increaseth more and more, 

ith his quickened pace, 

To dispossess ma of my earthly shape ; 
Mine eyes wax dim, o'ereast with clouds of age ; 
The pangs of death compass my crazSd bones; — 
Then^ to you all my blessings I bequeath, 

I gs, this my fleeting soul. 

My glass is run, and all my mJseiies 

Do end with life. Death eJoseth up mine eyes, 

My soul in haste flies to the Elj-sian fields. [Dia. 

Lot, Accursed stars, damned and accursfid stars, 
T'abbreviate my noble tathor's life ! 
Hard-hearted gods, and [ye] 100 envious fates, 

ff my father's fatal thread ! 
Brutus, that was a glory to us ail — 

by Demogorgon's knife. 
The martial Brutus is bereft of life. 

No sad complaints may move just Eacus — 
No dreadfiil threats can fear Judge Rhadamanth, 
Wert thou as strong as mighty Hercules, 
That lamed the huge[st] monsters of the world — 
Plead'st thou as sweet, on the sweet-sounding lute, 
As did the spouse of liiir Eurydtce, 
That did enchant the waters with his noise, 

made the stones, birds, beasts, to lead a dance, 
trained the hilly trees to follow him — 
Thou couldst not move the judge of Erebus, 
in grim Pluto's heart ; 
For fatal Mors'eipecteth all the world. 
And every man must tread the way of death ! 
Brave Tantalus, the valiant Pelops' sire, 
Guest to the gods, suff'ered untuneJy death ; 
And old TeithonuB, husband lo the Morn ; 
And eke, grim Minos, whom just Jupiter 
Deigned 10 admit unto his sacrifice ? — ■ 
The thundering trumpets of blood-thirsty Mars- 
no reason to suppose that there ie any feult found wllh the 
fliicll eviaenBy b» 
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The fearrijl rage of fell Tisiphniie — 

The boist'toiis waves of humid Ocean,— 

Are mslrumeiils and tools o( dismal Death. 

Then, Qoble cousin, cease to moum bU chance, 

Wliose age and years were signs that he should die. 

1 1 reslelh now thai we Inter his bones, 

That was a letror lu his enemies. 

Take up his corse, and, princes, bold him dead, 

Who, while he lived, upheld the Trojan stale. 

Sound drums and trumpets ; march to Trinovant, 

There to provide our ehieflaiii's ilmerol.' [Exeunt. 

aCENE III.— The Bouse of Stbukbo, Ihe Cobbler. 
He appears above, iit a Gav.'n, ivilh Ink (aid Paper in 
his Ivind. 

Stncm, Either the four elements, the seven planets, 
and all tlia particular stars of the pnle Antaslic, are 
artversitive against me, or else I was begotten and 
born in the wB.ne of the moon, when everything, as 
Lactantius, in his fourth Book qf Consiullations, dotli 
say, goeth arsward. Ay, masters, ay; — you may 
laugh, but I must weep ; you tnayjoy,but I must sor- 
row: shedding salt tears from the watery fountains 
of my moist, dainty, fair eyes, along my comely and 
smooth cheeks, in as great plenty as the water run- 
neth from the bucking- tubs, or red wine out of the 
hogsheads ; for, trust me, gentlemen, and my very 
gnod friends, and so forth — the little god, nay, the 
desperate god, Cuprit, with one of his vengible bird- 
bolts, hath shot me unto the heel ; so, not only, but 
also, oh, fine phrase, I bum, I born, and I burn a ! — 
in love, in love, and in iove a ! — Ah, Slrumbo, what 
haslthouseen? Not Dina with the aas, Tom! Yea, 
with these eyes thou hast seen her, and therefore pull 
them out ; for they will work thy bale. Ah, Strum- 
bo, hast thou heard the voice of the nightingale ? — 
bul a voice sweeter than hers ? — yea, with these ears 
hast thoa heard them, and therefore cut them off, for 
they have caused thy sorrow. Nay, Strumbo, kill 
thyself, drown thyself, hang thyself, starve thyself. 
Oh \ but then I shall leave my sweetheart. Oh, my 
heart ! Now, pate,' for thy master. I will 'dito an 
ahquant Jove-'pistle to her; and then she, hearing the 
grand verbo^ty of ray scripture, will love me pres- 
ently. [Writes, and thenreads.} My pen is naught, 
gentlemen ; lend me a knife. I think the more haste 
the worst speed. [ fPi-fles ujain, and reads.] Soil is, 
Misireas Dorothy, and the sole essence of my soul, that 
the little spmkles vf offeaion kindled in me tov-ard yoar 
tieeel self, httee note increased to a great flame, oatd will, 
ere it be long, consume mil poor heart, except yov, v/lih 
ihe pleasant ta^er of yoar secret fomitaitt, quench ihe 
fiirious heal of the same. Mas .'lama gentleaian <tf 
good fame and name; majestical ; ia apparel comely ; 
in gait portly. Lei not, thei-efore, yoitr gentle heart be 
so liard as to desjnse a proper, lull young man of a hand- 
some life, and, by despising him, not only but also lo kill 

t The tradilionel history of EratiH in abridged bj Milton 
inliia"Hl8toiT of EMland." Hesnys: "After this.BrutuB, 
in a chosen pisce, built Troja Nova, cheaged in time to Trin- 
ovrmtum. hdvp LondOD, and begun to enact lavrs, Hell being 
tbeu bl^prlest in Judea; nndbavlng governed Ihe whole 
isle twenty-four yenrs, died,and was bniiei io hla new Troy. 

land by consent. Locrine has (be middle parr, Lsgrin ; 
Camber Doseeesea Cambria, or Watee ; Albanact, Albania, 

1 Scratobing hie heed. 



Aim, Thus, eipecling time atii tide, Ihidyoujarei 
YoTir servant. Signer Slrumbo. 

0, wit ! 0, pate ! 0, memory ! O, hand '. 0, i 
O, paper! Well, now I will send it away, Tromp 
Trompart ! what a villain is this ! Why, sirrah, ei 
when your master calls yon, Trompart ! 

Tram, [enter-ing]. Anon, sir. 

Sti-um. Thou knowest, my pretty boy, what a g 
master I have been to thee ever since I took theo 



Strvm. And how I have cherished thee always, as 
if thou hadst been the ftult of my loins, flesh of my 
£.esh, and bone of my bone. 

Trom. Ay, sir. 

Sfi-um. Then show thyself herein a trusty servant, 
and carry this letter to Mistress Dorothy, and tell 
her— [Whispers in his ear OTid exit Tkouhart. 

SlTvm. Nay, masters, you shall see a marriage by- 
and-by. But, here she comes. Now must I frame 
my amorous passions. 

He descends and enter Doboiht and Troufoet. 

Boro. Signer Slrumbo, well met. 
letter by your man here, who told n' 
of your anguish, and so, understanding your passioiia 
were so great, I eame hither speedily. 

Strmn. Oh, my sweet and Pigsney," the fecundity 
of my ingenyi is not so great, that may declare unto 
you the sorrowful sobs, end broken sleeps that I 
(have] suffered for yoursaiie ; and therefore I desire 
you to receive me into your familiarity. 
For your love doth lie, 






• and aE 



Unto mj hea 
My leg ui 



myhos 



iito your famih- 



And my fiesh unto my skin. 

Dor. Truly, Master Strumbo, you speak too Jeam- 
edly for me to understand the drift of your mind, and 
therefore tell your tale in plain terms, and leave off 
your dark riddles, 

Stnmt. Alas, Mistress Dorothy, this is my luck, 
that when I most would, I can not be understood ; so 
that my great learning Is an inconvenience to me. 
But, to speak in plain terms, I 
Dorothy, if you like to accept n 
arily. 

Dor. If (Ms be all, I em content. 

Strum. Say'st thou so, sweet wench, let me lick 
thy toes. Farewell, mistress. [To Hie audience.] If 
any of you be in love, provide ye a cap-caseS full of 
new coined words, and then shall you soon have the 
succado de labres,' and something else. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV.— Jn Apartme:it in the Falace. 



Zoc, Uncle and princes of brave Britany, 
Since that our noble ikther is entombed, 
3 gome rldicuTons diminutive, t^nitying leDdcmess- 






d=. V^iUUVlL' 



ACT 11.— SCENE 11. 



As best beseemed so brare a prince as hej 
If Eo you please, tMs day, my love and I, 
WilhiH ihe temple of Concordia, 
Will solemnize our royal marriage. 

ThBsy, Right Doble lord, your subjects every one, 
Must needs obey your higbness at command, 
Especially in each a cause as this. 
That mnch concerns your highness' great content. 

Loc. Then frolic, lordings, to Mr Concord's itallB, 
Where we will pass the day in knightly sports, 
The nighl in dancing and in figured mashs, 
And offer to God, Risus, all our sports. [Eaxanl. 



SCENE I. 

Enler Ate, as iffore. Thunder and tigMnins, thai a 
mask: Perseus oMAndhoueda, hand m?iaad,and 
Cefheus with swards and targets. Then opposile, 
PuiHEUs, ail ilach in armor, teil/t Etbiopians afl^ 
Aim, driving in Pereeus, and taking amiy Annsoii- 
EDA, Then all depart bid Ate. 

Regil omnia minun.' 
MS. When Perseus married fair Andromeda, 
The only daughter of King Ceplieus, 
He thought he had established well his crown. 
And that his kingdom should for aye endure. 
But lo ! proud Phineus, with a band of men, 
Composed' of sun-burned Elbiopians, 
By force of arms, the bride he took from him, 
And turned their joy into a flood of tears ! 
So fares it with young Loorme and his lore; — 
He thinks this marriage tendeth to his weal, 
But this foul day, this foul accursed day, 

Behold, where Humber and his Scythians 
Approacheth nigh with all his warlilte train ! — 
II needs not, I,the sequel sbonld declare,' 
What tragic chances fell out in. this war. [EarS. 

SCENE II.— T/u Seacoast of Britain. 
Enter Hukdeb, Hciba, EsritiLD, Seoab, and tktir 
Soldiers. 
Ham. At length the snail doth climb the highest 
Ascending up the stateliest castle walls ; — [tops, 
At length the water, with continual drops, 
Doth penetrate the hardest marble stone ; — 
At length we ore arrived in Albion, — 
Nor could the barbarous Dacian's sovereign. 
Nor yet the ruler of brave Belgia, 
Stay us from cutting over to this isle ! — 
Whereas I heat, a troop of Phrygians, 
Under the conduct of Posthnmins' sod. 
Have pitched up lordly pavilions. 
And hope to prosper in this lovely isle ". 
Sut I will frustrate all their foolish hopes, 
And teach them that the Scythiaa emperor 



>( the i 



lec'h of Al 



Dhe Divinity [Fate] nJee all 
It would seem needkas to be 



3 " Vontriaed." ]o the oH^^nal. 

" 1 need uol I, lie setjuel ^a]l dt 



Leads Fortune tied in n chain of gold, 
Constrainieg her to yield unto his will, 
And grace him with her regal diadem : 
Whiiii I will have, maugre their treble hosts. 
And all tha power their petty kings can make. 

Hub. If she that rales fi^r Rhamnis' golden gale, 
Grant us the honor of the victory, 
As hitherto she always favored us. 
Right noble father, we will rule the land, 
Ealhronizf d in seats of topaz stones. 
That Locrine and his brethren all may Jmow, 
None must be king but Humber and his son. 

Hum. Courage, my son ; — fortune shall favor us, 
And yield to us the coronet of ba3^. 
That decketh none but noble conquerors ! — 
But what sailh EstrQd* to these regions ? 
How lihelh she the temperature thereof! 
Are they not pleasant in her gracious eyes ? 

Est. The plains, my lord, garnished with Flora' 
wealth. 
And overspread with parti-colored flowers. 
Do yield sweet contentation lo my mind ; — 
The airy hills, enclosed with shady groves, — 
The groves replenished with sweet chirping birds,- 
The birds resounding heavenly melody, — 
Are equal to the groves of Thessaly, 
Where Phcebus, and those learned ladies, nine. 
Delight themselves with music's harmony. 
And, from the moisture of the mountain tops, 
The silent springs dance down with murmurinj 



Andw 



■ralltt 



ground with crystal waves ! — 
The gentle blasts of Eurus' modest wind, 
Moving the iluttering» leaves of Sylvau's woods, 
Do equal it with Tempe's paradise. 
And thus coasorted^ all to one effect. 
Do make me think these are the happy isles ! — 
Most fortunate if Humber may them win. 

Hu6. Madam, where resolution leads the way. 
And course follows with emboldened pace. 
Fortune can never use her tyranny ! — 
For Taliantness is like unto a reek 
That slandelb on the waves of ocean, 
Which, Ihoi^h the billows beat on every side. 
And Boreas fell, with his tempestuous storms, 
Bloweth upon it with a hideous clamor, 
Yet it remaincth still immoveable. 

Hwa. Kingly resolved, thou glory of thy sire t — 
But, worthy Segar, what uncouth novelties' 
Bring'st thou anlo our royal majesty ? 

Seg. My lord, the youngest of all Brutus' sons. 
Stout Albanact, with millions of men, 
Approacheth nigb, and meanelh, ere the morn, 
To try your force by dint of fatal sword. 

Hum. Tut ! — let him come with millions of hosts, 
He shall find entertainment good enough. 

For we'll receive them at our lances' pouits, 
And massacre their bodies with our blades . 

More than the mighty Babylonian queen, 

* This name ia printed in the old copies soTnelimea aa wo 
have here wHtren. and aomedines ElurM. We ehull make 
it uniform Qutia^hc 

but''fl'uS^'^e 



a copy. It might bi 
jriginaL The correctitr 
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Brought 'gainst [he emperor of the Scjlhians, 
Yet would we not start back one foot from them : 
TliBt they might know we are iaviocible. 

Hub. Now, by great Jove, the supreme kii^ i 
And the immortal guds that live therein, [heave 
VFhen, as the mommg shows his cheerfiii face, 
And Lucifer, mounted upon his steed, 
Brings in the ehariot of the goJden sun, 
I'll meet yotuig Albanact in open field, 
And crack my lance open his burgonet. 
To try the salor of his boyish strength ! — 
There will I show such rueful spectacles 
And cause so great effusion of blood. 
That all his boys shall wonder at my strength ! — 
As when the warlike queen of Amazon, 
Penihesilea, armed with her lance, 
Girt with a corslet of brighl-shming steel, 
Cooped np the faint-heart Grecians in their camp. 

Hum. Spolie like a warlike knight, my noble son 
Nay, like a prince that seeks his father's joy. 
Therefore, to-morrow, ere fair Tilan shine. 
And bashful Eos messenger of light, 
Expels the liquid sleep from out men's eyes. 
Thou shalt conduct the right wing of the host ; — 
The left wing shall be under fiegar's charge, 
The rearward shall be under me, myself; 
And lovely Estrild, fair and gracious. 
If Fortune favor me in mine attempt. 
Thou Shalt be queen of lovely Albion. 
Fortune shall favor me in mine attempt, 
And moke thee queen of lovely Albion. 
Come, let us in, and muster np our train, 
And ilunish up our lusty soldiers. 
That they may be a bulwark to our state, 
And bring our wished joys to perfect end. [Etsmh 



singing. 
Trom, We ooblers lead a merry life : 
Chorus. Dan, dan, dan, dan. 
Siram. Void of all envy and strife : 
Chorus. Dan, diddle dan.' 
Dor. Our ease ia great, our labor small ; 
Slnan, And yet our gainsbe much, withal : 
Dor. With this art £0 fine and fair, ~ 
Trom. Ho occupation may compare ; 
Stnan. For merry pastime and joyful glee,— 
Dor. Moat happy men we ooblers be ; 
Trom. The can stands full of nappyale, 
SIrum. In our shop still, witHouten fail : 
Bar. This is our meat, this is our food ; — 
Trom. This brings us to a merry mood : 
Strum. This makes us work for company : 
Dor. To pull the Unkarda cheerfully : 
Trom. Drmk to thy husband, Dorothy. 
i>or. Why then, my Strumbo, here's to thee 
Slrrnn. Drink thou the rest, Trompart, araaii 
Dor. When that is gone, we'll lill't again ; 
Chorus. Dan diddle dan. 



Snter Captain. 

t state is farthest froi 



How merrily he sitteih on his stool ; — 
But when he sees that needs he must be pressed. 
He'll turn his note and sing another tune. 
Ho, by your leave, master cobler. 

Btnm. You are welcome, gentleman. What will 
you ? Any old shoes or buskins ; or will you have 
your shoes clouted ? I will do them as well as any 
cobler in Cathnes whatsoeter. 

Capl. [showing him yress-moncr/] . 0, master cob- 
ler, you are far deceived in me ; for, do you see 
this ? I come not to buy any shoes, but to buy your- 
self Come, sir, 'you must he a soldier in the Iting's 



Strum. Why, but h 
any commission to ta 



r yon, sir 1 — Has your king 
any man against his will? 
t» believe it ; — or did he giue 



Capt. Oh, SU-, you need not care for that, 
no commisEion. Hold here, I command you, hi the 
name of our king Albanact, lo appear to-morrow in 
the townhouse of Cathnes. 

Slrim. King Naclabell! — I cry God mercy! — 
what have we to do with him, or he with us ? But 
you, sir. Master Capontail, draw your pasteboard, or 
else I promise you I'U give you a canvasado, with a 
bastinado over your shoulders, and teach you to come 
hither with your implements ! 

' pray thee, good feUow, be content. I do 



e king's. 



I. Put m 



. of your book, t. 



Enter THBAaVMAcHDS, 

Thrasy. How now ! what noise, what sudden clan 
My captain and the cobbler hard at fight ? [or's this 
Sirs, what's your quarrel ? 

Capl. Nothing, sir, but that he will not take prea: 

Thrasy. Here, good fellow, take it at my commani 



Unies; 






3r fel- 



Thtay. No such matter : 

[Exeunt THEAsrMACHus and the Captain. 

Slrwm. wife, I have spun a air thread. If I had 

been quiet, I had not been pressed, and therefore well 

may I lament. But come, sL 



[Exei 



SCENE IV.— The Camp of A 



Lords. 

A!b. Brave cavalifrs, princes of Albany, 
Whose Irenchuat blades, with our deceasid sae, 
Passhig the frontiers of brave Grecia, 
Were bathed in our enemies' lukewarm blood, 
Now is the time to manifest your will, 
Your haughty minds and resolutions 1 



rl- '^lUU'^JIL" 



ACT II.— SCENE V. 



Andsa 



■Mlhoulhert 



ssed' to Albanact ; 
this present lime, 
m ihe Scythian's bounds, 



^rlhrow. 

merit great renow 

* steps. 

ii'st thou through (he 

t-hean fugiti.es 



Mustering their weather- beoten i 

What order keep they hi theh marshailing t 

TAi-osi). After we pEissed the groves of Caledon, 
We did behold the stra^ling Sejrthians' camp, 
Replete with men, stored with munition. 
There might we see the valiant.mhided hn^hts 
Fetchhig careerss along the spatious plains ; — 
Humber and Hubba, armed in azure blue. 






n their . 



white fl! 



Went to behold the pleasant flow'ring fields ; — 
Hector and Troilus, Priam's lovely sons. 
Chasing the firecians over Simo^is, 
Were not lo be compared to these two knights. 

Alb. Well hast thou painted out. in eloquence, 
The ponraiture of Humber and hi$ son ; — 
As fortunate as was Poiycrales : 
Yet should they not escape our conqu* 
Oi honst of aught but of our clemency 






iC- 



ilhoul.] ^ Enler Strb 
•■am. and Trom. Wildfire i 



1, wildfire and 
you by these 



Thrasy. What, sirs 1 —what 
clamors made — 
These outcries raised in our stately court ? 
Srram, Wildfire and pitch, wildfire and pilch ! 
ThiO!). Viilains ! I say, tell ns the cause hereof. 
Strum. WildSte and pilch, wildfire and pitch ! 
Thriuy. Tell me, you villains, why you make this 

Or, with my lance, I'll prick your bowels out. 
AH. Where ateyour houses, Where's your dwelling- 

Slrtan. Place ! ha, ha, ha '. laugh a month and a 
day at him. Place ! I cry God mercy ! why, do yon 
thbik thai such poor, honest men as we be, hold our 
habitacles in Idn^' palaces ? Ha, ha, ha ! But, be- 
caase you seem to be an abominable chieftain, I will 
tell you our stales — 

From the top to the toe, 

From the hea.1 to the shoe ; 

From the beginning to Ihe ending. 

From the building to the burnii^. 

This honest fellow and I had our mansion-cottage 
in the suburbs of this city, hard by the temple of 
Mercury ; and [these] , by the common soldiers of the 

.' the Scythians — what do you call them!^ 

adth all the suburbs, were bomt to the ground, and 

1 ■' Prolesl" in the folio. 

n " Oomo-s" In the old ropy. 



left there for the country w 



And therefore, Captain Crust, 
We will continually cry. 
Except you seek a remedy 



(A cry. Wildfire and pilch, wildfire and pili 
1. Well, we must remedy these outrages, 
throw revenge upon their hateful heads : 
you, good fellows, for your houses burnt, 



hnild your houses by our palai 
rum. Gale ? 0, pelly treason I 
re else but by your backside ? 



ii buUd 01 






Alb. It shall be done, sir. 

spoken like a good fellow. Do you hear, sir '. when 
our house is huQded, if you do chance lo pass oi' re. 
pass that way, we will heslow a quart of the host 
wine upon you. [Exit. 

A]h, It grieves me, lord ings, that my subjects' goods 
Should t),us he spoiled by the Scythians, 
on see, with lighlfool foragers 
Depopulate the places where they come. 
I cursed Humber, thou shall rue the day 



That 



[Exw 



V. — TheCant'p^iivKi 



Hum. Hubba, go take a cornet of our horse. 
As many lancers, and light-armSd knights. 
As may suffice for such an enterprise. 
And place them in Ihe grove of Caledon ; 
With these, when as the skirmish doth increase. 
Retire thon from the shelter of the wood. 
And set upon the weakened Trojans' backs ; — 
For policy, |when| jomed wilh chivalry. 
Can never be put back from victory.. |£iitr Hueia. 

Enter Albamact, ttith Ida NTUUia. 

Alb. Thou base-born Hun, how durst thou be ec 
As thus'' lo menace warlike Albanact, [bold 

The great commander of these regions? 
But thou shall buy thy rashness with thy death, 
And me too late thy over-bold attempts ; 
For, with this sword, this instrument of death. 
That hath been drenched in my foemen's blood, 
I'll separate thy body from thy head, 
And set that coward blood of thine abroach. 

SlTum, Nay, wilh this stafi", great SIrumbo's inslru 
I'll crack Ihy cock's-comb, paltry Scythian ! |meni, 

JIfHm. Nor reck I of thy ihreats, thou princoi boy 
Kor do I fear thy foolish insolency ; 
Aud, but thou belter use thy bragging blade 

B "OBM"mQio folio. 
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Than ihou dosl rule ihy overHowing tongue, 

Tlie force of Huraber and his Scythians. [They fight. 
HuHBER and Ida troops are driven in. 
Strum. 0, horrible ! 0, Icrribls ! [£Mimi. 

SCENE VI.— Another pari of IheFie/d of Bmtle. 
Alarums. Eiier Humber and his Soldiers. 

Hum. How bravely this young Briton, Albanacl, 
Oarceib abroail the ibunderbolts of war ! 
dealing down millions with his furious mood, 
And in Ilia glory triumphs over all. 
Moving The massy squadrons off Ihe gronnd ! 
litap hills on IiiUs, to scale the Eta.rry sky I — 
As when Briareus, armed with hundred hands, 

As when the monstrous giant Monichus 
Hurled Mount Olympus at great Mars' targe, 
And shot huge cedai-s at Minerra's shield ! 
How doth he overlook, with haughty front, 
My fleeting host, and lifls his lofty face 
Against us all, (hat now do fear his force — 
Like as we see the wrathful sea from far, 

housand billon's, beats against the ships, 



And to 



nthei 



Ah me '. I fear my Hubba is surprised ! 

lExU HUIIBER. 

Alb Follow me, soldiers, follow Albanact : 
Pursue the Scythians, flyiiig through the Sold ; 
Let none of them escape with victory ! 
That they may know the Briton's force is more 
Than is the power of all the trembling Huns. 

r/ffasj. Forward, brave soldiers, forward ! keep 
the chase ! 
He that rakes captive Humber, or his son. 
Shall be rewarded with a crown of gold. lExeunt. 



5 VII.- 



inotker part of ilie Field. 



Alarums. Enter Hobber, parsuei ly Debon. Hdb- 
BA eniers behind, lolls Deboh, and eni. STRUMao 
falls, pretaiding to be slain. Enter Albamaci, 
mninded. 

Alb. Injurious fortune, hast Ihou crossed ma thus ! 
Thus, in the morning of my victories^- 
Thus, in the prime of my felicity. 
To tm me off by such Imrd overthrow ! 
Hadst thou no time thy rancor to declare, 
But in the spring of all my dignities? 
Hadst thou no }daoe to spit thy venom oul. 
But on the person of young Albanact ! 
I, that erewhiJe did scare mine enemies, 
And drove them almost to a shameful flight ; 
I, that erewhile, fhll IJon-like did ftre 
Amongst the dangers of the thick-thronged pikes — 
Must now depart, most lamentably slain 
By number's treacheries and Fortune's spites '■ 

That dolh delude the wayward hearts of men — 
Of men that trust unto her Sckle wheel, 
Which never leavelh turning upside down ! 
I "Heap't" [a former co^dea. 



I'll pass the Alps to watery Meroe, 
Where fiery Pb<Ebns in his chariot. 
The wheels whereof are decked with ejneraldi, 
Castssuchaheat, yea, such a scorching heat, 
As spoilelh Flora of her chequered grass '. — 
I'll overturn the mountain Caucasus, 
Where fell Chimera, in her triple shape, 
EoUeth hot flames from out her monstrous paunch, 
Searing the beasts with issue of her gorge ! — 
I'll pass the frozen zone, where icy flakes. 
Slopping the passage of the fleeting ships. 
Do lie, like mountains, in the congealed sea ! — 
Where, if I find that halefiti house of hers, 
I'll puli the fickle wheel from out her hands. 
And tie herself in everlasting bands i 
But all in vain I breathe these threatenings ; 
The day is lost ; the Huns are conquerors ; 
Debon is slain ; my men are done to death ; 
The currents swift swim violent with blond ; 
And last — 0, that this last night so long last ! — 
Myself, with wounds past all recovery. 
Must leave ray crown for Humber to possess. [Falls 
SlriHii. Lord have mercy upon US, masters ! 1 think 
this is a holyday: every man lies sleepinj in t 



d knows, full so 






Enter Thbasvhachus. 
Thrasy. Ply, noble Albanact, and save thyself! 
The Scythians follow with great celerity. 
And there's no way but flight, or speedy death ; 
Fly, noble Albanacl, and save thyself. \Alnrvms. 

Alb. Nay, lei ihem fly that fear to die the death. 
That tremble at the name of fatal Mors : 
Ne'er shall proud Humber boast or brag himself 
That he hath put young Albanact to flight ; 
And lest he should triumph a( my decay, 
This sword shall 'reave his master of his life, 
That oft hath saved his master's doubtful life ! 
But oh ! my brethren, if you care for me. 
Revenge my death upon Ms traitorous head. 
El vos gueis domui est nigianlis rei^ ditis, 
Qui regilis rigido Stygios moderamint luros ; 
Nox ciECi regina poli,fiiria!i) Erbinys, 
Diique deaque omnea Alhamim tolUtt regem, 
Tollile fiiaaineis tmdis riglAn^ve paliide ; 
Nunc me/ata vacant, hoc condam pectore fermm.i 

IStnbs hiiaseff.' 
s There la certainly greM dignity in thus dying with one's 

originBl with the author, and if fee play be Shnkaponro>. wOl 
------'- 'itifttheelitfm of Ben 



n his behalf. The r; 

vliom the Latiii i 
losaible lor verifii 
hors. gi^geata, tfat 
hology, m 



.hnkaponro'a. wi 



?.>??^_r 



esllai 



mwfrh Uioae l 

8 we da DM hear of Stygian ^ 
ould probably read, for -'lucax.' 



nitted. if 



aur rayOiolOK 

liBva bed ^eir woods, and I prefer that theVord aboulil 
itand as <a the old folio. Our renderinE ia almost literal :- 
"And you who sway In Pluto's royafhousa, 
And govern with item power Ibe Btygian realms, 
Nidit, quaBnofdoudyhewsiiB—fiiou fearful fury, 
Aji3 yon, ya goda and goddeaaeB, recaire 
The Alban lovaidgn to your gloomy lake 
And ever-flowing atreatna I— The amnmoBing flites 
Decree, and Cbroi^ thla bosom goes the sword," 
a Milton'a history of the defeat of Albanact Is aa tbllowa ! 
'Ho [Albanacti, in the end, by Humber. king of the ^nns, 
who wilh a fleet invaded that liind [Scotland— Albania], wsi 
ilain in flght, and hia people drove back into Ltegiia." 
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ACT III.— SCENE 11. 



•r Trobtakt, who si 



Slnm. Let me alone, I Icll thee, for I'm dead. 
Tram, Yet one word, good master. 
Strum. I will not speak, for I am dead, I tell the 
Trout. And Is mj master dead ) 
0, slicks and stones, brickbats and bones, 

And is m; master dead! 
you cockatrices, and you bablatriees, 

That in the woods dwell ; 

fou briers and brambles, you coak-sbops and shai 

Come, howl and yell ! [ble 

With howling and shrieking, with mailing and wee 

Come you, lament ; [in 

O colliers of Croyden, and rustics of Royden, 

And fishers of Kent ■, — 
For Strumbo the cobbler, the fine, merry cobbler, 

Of Cathnes town, 
Al this same stour, at this very hour. 

Lies dead on the ground ! 
0, master ! Ihicvcs, thieves, thieves ! 

Slnm. Where he they ? Coj me tunny, bobeki 

let me be rising. Be gone ; we shall be robbed b 

and-by. [TAcjmno. 

SCENE VIII.— The Camp nf the Huns. 



Hwm. Thus, from the dreadful shocla of furious 
Thimd'ring alarums, and Rhamnusia's drum, [Mars' 
We are retired with joyful victory. 
The slaughtered Trojans, welterii^' in their blood, 
Infect the air with their [dead] carcasses. 
And are a prey for every ravenous bird. 

Est. So perish they that are our enemies ! 
So perish they thai love not Humber'a weal ! — 
And, mighty Jove, commander of the world. 
Protect my love from all false treacheries. 

Him. Thanks, lovely Estrild, solace to my eonl ! 
But, valiant Hubba, for thy chivalry 
Dcdared agdnst the men of Albany, 
Lo ! — here a flowering garland wreathed of bay. 
Ah a reward for this thy forward mind ! 

[Crotons Hdbba. 

Hub. This unexpected honor, noble sire. 
Will prick my courage unto braver deeds, 
And cause me to attempt such hard exploits. 
That all the worid shall sound of Hubba's name, 

Bwa, And now, brave soldiers, for this good Euc- 
Carouse whole cups of Amazonian wine,' [cess. 

Sweeter than heclar or ambrosia ; 
And cost away the clouds of cursed care 
Wiih goblets crowned with Eenieleius' gifts ! — 
Now let us march to Abis' silver streams, 
That dearly glide along the champa^n fields. 
And moist the grassy meads with humid drops- 
Sound drums and trumpets — sound up cheerfully, 
Silh we return with joy and victory. [Exeunt. 

1 [ have substituted Kellerinff for " sqtieUefiiig" flie word 
employed in the old copios, anS in its day quire legiSmite, 
but havinn l^e aame meaning wicii the niodem word. 

J It is difficult to ssy what sort of be»crage Cub contd have 
been. Fi-om to name il etmuld unite the virmes of both 
tEXse. the strength of the one with the stveetnesa of the 
other ; s good nHma for a drink. 



Enter Ate, as befin-e. A dumb Skov). A Croeodilt 
lies on a River's Sank ; a Utile Sriake stings it, and 
bolh Jail into the Waier. 

Ati. Seelerainaatkoreni^uni? 
High on a hanh by Nilus' boisterous* streams, 
Fearfully sat the Egyptian crocodile. 
Dreadfully grinding, in her sharp long teeth, 
The broken bowels of a silly fish i 
His back was armed against the dhit of spear. 
With shields of brass that shone like burnished gold; 
And, as he stretched forth his cruel paws, 

itle adder, creeping closely near, 
Thrusluig his forked tongue itito his claws, 

Liily shed his poisoti through his bones. 
Which made him swell, that there his bowels burst 
That did so much in his own greattiess trust. 
So Humher, having conquered Albanact, 
Doth yield his glory unto Locrine's sword. 
Mark what ensues, and you may eas'ly see 
That all our life is but a tragedy. [Exit. 



jeilierLoCBIHE, GOEMDELINE, C0HrBEIDB,AsS.Ut4CU>, 

:. And is this ttue ! is Albanactus slain ? 
Halh cursSd Humber, with his straggling host- 
Brought our redoubted brother to his end ? 
O, that I had the Thracian Orpheus' harp, 
r to awake, out of the infernal shade, 
LOse ugly devils of bladt Erebus 
lat might torment the damnfid traitor's soul ! 

To quicken, with his vital notes and tunes. 
The flinty joints of every stony rook, 
By which the Scythians might be punishfd ! 
For, hy the lightning of Aim^hty Jovo, 
The Hun shall die had he ten thousand lives 1 
, would to God he had ten thousand lives, 
That I might, with the arm-strong Hercules, 
Crop aS so vile a hydra's hissing heads ! 
But, say, my cousin, for I long to hear. 
How Albanact came by untimely death) 

Tkrasg. After the traitorous host of Scythians 
Entered the field with martial eguip^e, 
Toong Albanact, impatient of delay. 
Led forth his army 'gainst the straggling mates. 
Whose multitude did daunt our soldiers' minds. 
Yet nothing could dismay the fVoward prince ; 
Who,i with a courage most heroical. 
Like to a lion 'mongst a flock of lambs, 
Made havoc of the faint-heart fugitives, 
Hewii^ a passage throngh them with his sword ! 

s ■' SctUm in oHliorcxi cii*in(,"— The author, or doer, is 
tlbFeb^u'verae:— ^" *' ™ crime cr 

" Tho criminsl mnat answer for his crime I" 
II win be observed Ibat here the printer has made the ve^^ 
graph ft part of the apeecit of At^ 

* The epithet bere is better saited to the rbytbm than the 

c 1 substihite who for "bul;" which is the word hi pravi 
CUB editions. 
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Yea, WB had almost givsn them the rfpulse, 
When auddenly, &om out the siif nt Vfood, 
Hubba, vith twenty thousand soldiers, 
Cowardly came open ouc weakened backs, 
And murdered all will, fatal massacre ; 
Amongst the which, old Debon, martini knight. 
With nmoy voimds was brought unto the death ; 
And Albnnact, oppressed with multitudes, 
Whilst taliantly he felled his enemies. 
Yielded his life and honor to the dust. 
He bemg dead, the Eoldiers Aed amain. 
And I alone escaped them by flight, 
To bring you lidJDgs of these accidents. 

Loc. Not agSd Priam, king of stalely Troy, 
Grand emperor of barbarous Asia, 
When he beheld his noble-minded sons 
Slain trait'roasly by all the myrmidons, 
Lamented more than I for Albanact. 

Guend. Not Hecuba, the queen of Ilium, 
When she beheld the town of Pergamus, 
Her palace, burnt with all-devouring Jlames, 
Her fifty sons and daughters, ^sh of hue. 
Murdered by wicked Pyrrhns' bloody sword. 
Shed such sad tears as I for Albanact. 

Com. The grief of Niobe, fair Athens' queen. 
For her seven sons magnanimous in Held, 
For her seven daughters fairer than the fair'sl. 
Is not to be compared with my laments. 

Cor. In vain you sorrowfor the slaughtered prince. 
In vain you sorrow for his overthrow ; 
He loves not most that doth lament the most. 
But he that seeks t'avenga the injury. 
Think you to quell the enemy's warhhe train 
With childisSi sobs and womanish laments 1 
Unshealh your swords, nnsheath your conquering 
And seek revenge, the comfort for thia sore \ [swords, 
la Cornwall, where I hold my regiment. 
Even just ten thousand valiant men-at-arms. 
Hath Corineius ready at command I — 
All these, and more, if need shall more leqaire, 
Hath Corineius ready at command. 

Cam. And, in the lields of martial Cambria, 
Close by the boisterous Iscan's silver streams. 
Where %h(faot fairies skip from bank to bank. 
Full twenty thousand brave, courageous knights. 
Well eiercised in feats of chivalry. 
In manly manner most invincible, 
Yoimg Camber hath, with gold and victual : 
All these, and more, it need shall more require, 
I offer up t'avenge my brother's death. 

toe. Thanks, loving uncle, and good brother too : 
For this revenge — for this sweet word revenge — 
Must ease and cease my wrongful injuries ; 
And, by the sword of bloody Mars, I swear. 
Ne'er shall sweet quiet enter this my ftont,' 
Till I be 'veng^d on his trail'rous head 
That slew my noble brother Albanact. 
Sound drums and trumpets { muster up the camp ; -~ 
For we will straight march to Albania. {EieusU. 
SCENE in. — The Banks of the River, aflermrd Ike 

Humber. 

Enter Huubeb, Estbii-d, IIubba, THjii5MEK, an 

Soldiers. 

Hum. Thus are we come, victorious conquerors. 
Unto the flowing current's silver streams — 
1 Srtiin— ho touches his forehciid. 



Which, in memorial of our victory, 
Shall be agnominated by our name. 
And talked of by our posterity ! — 
For sure, 1 hope, before the golden Sun 
Posteth his horses to fair Thetis' plains, 
To see the water l«m6d into blood. 
Changing his bluish hue to rueful red, 
By reason of the fatal massacre 
Which shall he made upon the vireut plain; 

The Ghost c^ Aibahact mlers, and slretcki 



Ghost. See how the tr^tor doth presage his harm . 
See how he glories at his owu decay 1 — 
See how he triumphs at his proper loss ! — 
Fortune, vile, unstable, fickle, IVaii l 

Hum, Methinks I see both armies iu the field 1 
The broken lances climb the crystal skies ; 
Some headless fie ; some breathless on the ground ; 
And every place is strewed with carcasses. — 
Behold, the grass hath lost bis pleasant green. 
The sweetest sight that ever might be seen. 

Ghosl. Ay, traitorous Humber, thou shalt find it so ; 
Yea, to thy cost, thou shall the same behold, 
With aiiguish, sorrow, and with sad laments. 
The grassy plains, that now do please thine eyes, 
Shall, ere the nighl, be colored all with blood ; 
The shady groves that now enclose thy camp. 
And yield sweet savor to thy damned corps,' 
Shall, ere the night, be ^urcd all with blood i — 
The profound stream that passelh by thy tents. 
And with his moisture serveth all thy camp. 
Shall, ere the night, converted be to blood- 
Yea, with the blood of these thy stra^hng boys ; 
For now revenge shall ease my lingering grief. 
And now revenge shall glut my longing soul. 
tGhosl 



Hub. Let ct 






vill,I 






And either five with glorious victory. 
Or die with fame renowned for chivalry ! 
He is not worthy of the honeycomb, 
That shuns the hive because the bees have t 
That likes me best thai is not got with ease 
Which thousand dangers do accompany ; 
For nothing can dismay oiu regal mind. 
Which alms at nothing but a golden crown, 
The only upshot of mine enterprise. 
Were it enchanted iu grim Pluto's court, 
And kept for treasure 'mongsl his hellish en 
I'd either quefi the triple Cerberus, 
And all the army of hia hateful hags. 
Or roll the stone with wretched Syslphus. 

Ham. R^ht marllal be thy thoi^hls, n 
And all thy words savor of chivoh-y ! — 



Enter 






But, warlike Segar, what strange accidents 
Malie you to leave the warding of the camp ? 
■ Seg. To arms, my lords, to honorable arms 1 — 
Takehelmand targe in hand ; — the Britons come, 
With grealer multitude than erst the Greeks 
Brought to the ports of Phrygian Tenedos. 

Hum. But what sajoth Segar to these accidents I 
What counsel gives he in extremities ? 



"Corpa"- 



Dlfaee 



1 or body; thongh it 
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ACT in.— SCENE V. 



Seg. Why this, my lord ; experience teacheth us 
That resDlutioQ ia sole help at need ; 
And this, my lord, our honor teacheth Us — 
That we be bold in every enterprise. 
Then, since there's no way but to fight or die, 
fle resolute, my lord, for yiclory. 

Hum. And resoluio, Segar, [do] I mean to be ! — 
Perhaps some blissful star will favor us, 
And comfort bring to our perplei6d state. 
Come, lei us in and fortify our camp. 
So to withstand their strong invasion. [Exmnl. 



SCEI^IE IV.— Before the Hovel of a 



Enti 



Strum. Nay, neighbor Oliver, if you be so hot, 
cotTie, prepare yourself; you shall find two as stout 
fellows of us as any in all the north. 

OIL No, by my dorth, ne^hbor Strumbo, lob zee 
dat you are a. man of small 'zideration, dat will zeek 
to injure your old Treends, — one of your Tamillar 
guests ; and, derefore, zeeing your 'pinion is to deal 
■withouten reazon, Ich and my zon William will take 
dat course dat shall be fardesl worn reazon. — How 
zay you— will you have my daughter or no ? 

Strum. A very hard question, neighbor ] but I will 
solve it as I may. What reasonhave you to demand 

Will. Marry, sir, what reason had you when my 
sister was in the bam to ■ ' 

Strum. Mass ! thou sayst true ! Well, but would 
you have me marry her therefore ? No, I scorn her, 
and yon — and you. Ay, I scorn you all. 

Oli. You will not have her then i 

Strum. No, as I am a true gentleman. 

Will. Then will we school you, ere you and we 
part hence. [Then ji%kt. 

'fher 



Strum. Ay, yon come in puddhig-tima, or else I 
had drest them. 

Mar. YoU] Master Sauce-boi, Lobcock, Coxcombj 
you Sjopsauce, Lickfingers, — will you not hear 7 

Strum. Who speak you to, — me ! 

Mar, Ay, air, to you^ John Lacfchonesty, Lillle- 
Wit,— is it you thai will have none of me! 

Stnm. No, by my troth, Mistress NioebicB .' — how 
fine you can nick-nama me ! I think you were 
brought up In the univeraty of Bridewell, you have 
your rhetoric so ready at your tongue's end ; — as if 
you were never well warned when you were young. 

Mar. Why, then, Goodman Codshead, if you will 
have none of me, farewell, 

SlrvM. If you be so plain. Mistress Dri^le-draggle, 
fore yoH well. 

Mar. Nay, Master Strumbo, ere you go from hence 
we must have more words; — you will have none of 
me I [She siriRea Mm. 

Strum. Oh, my head, my head; — leave, leave, 
leave ; — I will, I will, I will. 

Mar. Upon that condition, I let thee aJone. 

Oli. How now. Master Strumbo ; hath my daugh- 
ter taught you a new lesson ? 

Slrvm, Ay, but hear you, Goodman Oliver, it will 
I I omic a Glinple groesnes?. 



not be for my ease to have my head broken every 
day, therefore remedy this, and wo shall agree. 

Oli. Well, zon, well, for you are my zon now ; — 

all shall be remedied. Daughler,bB friends with him. 

IThey embrace, 

Slrum. You ate a sweet nut ! — the devil craclf 
you [oalde]. Masters, I think it be my luck ! — my 
first wife was a lovhig quiet wench, but this, I think 
would weary the devil. I would ^e might be burnt 
as my other wife was ; if not, I must run to the bai- 
ler ; this it is to bo meddling with warzn plackets, 

lExeunl, 

SCENE v.— The Camp of Locrine. 
Enter Locbihe, Cadtber, Codtneius, Thbasiiia- 

Loc. Now am I guarded with a host of men, 
Whose haughty courage is invincible I — 
Now am 1 hemmed with troops of soldiers. 
Such as might force fiellona to retire, 
And make her tremble at their puissance ! — 
Now sit I like the mighty god of war. 
When armSd with his coat of adamant, 
Mounting his chariot drawn, with mighty bulls. 
He drove the Argives over Xanthus' streams. 
Now, cursed Humber, doth thy end draw nigh i — 
Down goes the glory of Ihy victories, 
And all thy fame, and all thy high renown. 
Shall in a moment yield to Locrine's sword ! — 
Thy bragging banners crossed with argent streams, 
The ornaments of thy pavilions. 
Shall all be captivated by this hand ; — 
And thou, thyself, at Albanactus' tomb, 
Shalt offered be, m satisfaction 
Of all the wrongs thou didst him when he lived. 
But canst thou tell me, brave Thrasymacbus, 
How fer we are distant [now] IVom Humber's camp ? 

T/iraay. My lord, within yon foul accursM grove 
That bears the tokens of our overthrow. 
This Humber hath entrenched his damned camp. 
March on, my lord, because I long to see 
The treacherous Scythians weltering in their gore. 

Loc. Sweet Fortune , favor Loorine with a smile. 
That I may 'venge my noble brother's death, 
And, in the midst of stately Troynovant, 
I'll buUd a temple, to thy deity. 
Of perfect marble, and of jacinth stones, 
That it shall pass tha h^h Pyramides, 
Which, with their lops, tiirmount the firmament. 

Cam. The arm-strong offspring of the 'doubled 
Stout Hercules, Alcmena's mighty son, [knight, 

That tamed the monsters of the threefold world. 
And rid the oppress6d from the tyrant's yoke. 



Didni 



I willni 



T show such VJ 



aoble J 



Corin. Full fourscore years hath Corineius lived, 
Sometimes in war, sometimes in quiet peace. 
And yet I feel myself to be as strong 
As erst I was in summer of mhie age, 
Able to toss this great unwieldy club, 
Which hath been painted with my foemen's brains ; 
And, with this club, I'll break the strong array 
Of Humber, and his strolling soldiers, 
Or lose my life amongst the thickest press, 
And die with honor in my latest days. 
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Yel, ere I die, thej all shall understand, 
What force Hce in sloul Corineius' hand. 

T/irasy, And if Thrasymachaa detract the %ht, 
Eitherfor weakness or for cowardice, 
Lei him not boast that Brutus was his eame, 
Dr thai brave Corineifla was his sire. 

Lac. Then, courage, soldiers, for your safety first, 
Neit for your peace, last for your victory. [Eieim(. 

SCENE VI — The Field of Battle. 



Corin. Art Ihoa that Humbcr, prince of fugitives, 
Thal,by thy treason, slew's! young Albanacl! 

Hub. I am hia Bon that slew young Albanact, 
And if thou lake nol heed, proud Phrygian, 
ril send liy soul unlo the Stygian lake, 
There to complidn of Hnmber's injuries. 

Colin. You triumph, sir, before the victory, 
For, not so soon, is Corineius slain. 
Bui, cursSd Scythians, you shall rue the day, 
That ere yon came mto Albania. [ Tkey fight. 

So perish they that envy Britain's wealth. 
So let them die with endless infamy. 
And he that seeks his sovereign's overthrow. 
Would this my club might a^ravate his wo. 

[CoKiBEius stays both HriBBA and 

SCENE Yll. — Another part of the Field. 
Enler Humeee, inj1igA(. 
Ham, Where may I find some desert wilderness, 
Where I may breathe out curses as I would, 
Andscare the earth with my condemning voice; — 
Where every echo's repercussion 
May help me to bewail mine overthrow, 
And aid me in my sorrowful laments 1 — 
Where may I find some hollow uncouth rock. 
Where I may damn, condemn, and ban my fill, 
The heavens, the hell, the earth, the air, the fire, 
And utter curses to the concave sky. 
Which may infect the airy regions, 
And light upon the Brilon Locrine's head ? — 
You ugly spirits that in Cocytus mourn. 
And gnash your teeth with dolorous laments ; — 
You fearl\il dogs thai in black Lethe howl. 
And scare the ghosts with your wide open throats ; — 
You ugly ghosts (hat, flying from these dogs. 
Do plunge yourselves in Puryphlegilon ; — 
Come, all of you, and, with your shrieking note; 
Aooompauy the Briton's conquering host. 
Come fierce Erinnys, horrible with snakes, 
Come, ugly Furies, armed with your whips ; — 
You, threefold judges of black Tartarus, 
And all the army of your hellish fiends ; — 
With new-found torments rack proud Locrine's be 
gods and stars '■ — damned be the gods and st 
That did not drown me in ihir Thetis' plahis J — 
Curst be the sea, that, with outrageous waves. 
With surging billows, did not rive my ships 
Against the rocks of high Ceraania, 
Or swallowed me into her watery gulf! — 
Would God, we had arrived upon the shore 
Where Polyphemus and the Cyclops dwell ; — 
Or, where the bloody Anthropophagi, 
With greedy jaws, davour the wand'ring wight. 



Enter the Ghost of Albakact. 

But why comes Albanactns' bloody ghost, 
To bring corrosive' to our miseries ! 
Is'I not enough to suffer shameful flight, 
But we must be tormented now with ghosts — 
With apparitions fearful to behold? 

Gliosl. Revenge, revenge for blood '. 

Hum. So, naught will satisfy you, wandering ghost, 
But dire revenge i nothmg but number's fall ; — 
Because he conquered you in Albany) 
Now, by my soul, Humber would be condemned 
To Tantalus' hunger, or Iiion's wheel. 
Or to the vulture of Prometheus, 
Rather than that this murder were undone ! 
When, as I die, I'll drag thy cursed ghost 
Through all the rivers of fciul Erebus — 
Through burning sulphur of the limbo-lake. 
To allay the burning fury of that heat 
That rageth in mine everlasting soul ! 

[Exit Hdmder, 

Ghost. Vindicta! t/iadicta ! 

lExit. 



SCENE I. 
Enter Ate, cm before. A dvmb Shot- folloja, repre- 
senting Omphale, Daughta- to tie Emg of Lidia, 
/Milling a Clvb in her band, and a Lien's ^Jcm on in- 
back ; Hercules following uiM a Distaff Okpha 
IE turns, takes off her Panlqfle,^ strikes Hercules 
on Ike head, then departs ; he foltowiitg subausstielg 



'E remains, 
ltd. Qaa 






Non potuU Juno vincere, vicii anior.^ 
Stout Hercules the mirror of the world, 
Son to Alcmona and great Jn^^iter, 
After so many conquests won in field. 
After so many monsters quelled by force — 
Yielded his valiant heart to Omphale ; — 
A fearful woman, void of manly strength. 
She took the club, and wore the lion's skin : 

He took the wheel, and maidenly 'gan spin. 

So martial Locrine, cheered with victory, 

Falleth in love with Humber's concubine, 

And so forgetteth peerless Guendeline. 

His uncle Corineius storms at this, 

And forcelh Loerine for his grace to sue , 

Lo ! here the sum :' the process doth ensue. lExU. 

SCENE II. — The Camp of Lochine. 



Loe. Thus from the fhry of Bellona's broils. 
With sound of drum, and trumpet's melody, 
The Brilon kmg returns triumphantly f — 
The Scythians, slain with great oeoision, 



__ Nor Juno'fl self Bubdne, m 
o follow. ' ' ""^"^ ■ P™ 
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ACT IV.— SCENE 11. 



Do equalize the grass in mullimae, 






d liaTe 



Ibrooks, ^ 



Olfering tlieir bodies and their dearest blood 

As sacritlc<' to Albanttctos' ghost. 

Now, cursed Humber, hast thoo paid thy due 

For thy deceits and crafty treacheries, 

For all thy guiles and damned stratagems, 

With loss of lif?, and everduting shame ! 

Where are thy horses, trapped with burnished gold ! 

Thy liampllng coursers, ruled with foaming bits? 

Where are thy soldiers, strong and numberless, 

Thy TBiiant captains, and thy noble peers ? 

Kven as the country clowns, with sharpest scythes, 

Or, as ths plonghinan, with his piercing sliare, 
Rendeth the bowels of the fertile fields, 
And rippeth np the roots wilh razors keen- 
So Loerine, wiih his mighty curtle-aie. 
Hath cropped oif the heads of all thj Huns ! — 
So Locrine's peers have daunted ail thy peers, 
And drove thine host unto coajhsion — 
That thoa may'sl suffer penance for thy littilt. 
And die, for murdering valiant Albanact. 

Corm. And (bus, yea, thus, shall all the rest be 
That seek to enter Albion 'gainst our will, [served, 
If the brave nation of the Troglodytes — 
If all the coal-black Ethiopians — 
If all the forces of the Amazons — 
If all the hosts of the barbaric lands — 
Should dare to enter this our litde world,— 
Soon should Ihey rue their overbold attempts : 
That, after us, our progeny may say. 
There lie the beasts that sought t'usurp our land ! 

Loc. Ay, (bey are beasts that seek t'usurp our land, 
Aud liiiB to brulJsh beasts they shall he served ; 
For mighty Jove, the supreme King of heaven, 



That 



islhe 






And rules (he motion of the a: 

Fights always for the Briton's safety. 

But stay : methinks I hear some shrieking noise, 

That draweth near to aai pavilion. 

Enler Soldiers, Mng^ t» EsTsirj). 

Est. What prince soe'er, adorned with golden cros 

Dolb sway the regal sceptre in his hand. 
And thinks no chance can ever throw him down. 

Or that his state shall everlasting stand. 
Let him behold poor £slrild in this plight, 
The perfect platform of a troubled wight. 
Once was I guarded ndth mavortial lands, 

Compassed with princes of the noblest blood ; 
Now am I iailen into my foemen's hands, 

And, with my death, must pacify their mood. 
Oh, life I the harbor of calamities. 
Oh, death ! the haven of all miseries ! 



Thrice happy they, whose fortune was so good. 
To end their lives, and with their lives their woes . 

Thrice hapless I, whom Fortune so withstood, 
That cruelly she gave me to my foes ! 

Oh, soldiers! — is there any misery 

To be compared to Fortune's treathety (I 
Loc. Camber, this same should be the Scythian 

Cam. So we may judge by her lamenting words. 

Loc. So fair a dame mine eyes did never see ! — 
With floods of wo o'erwheJmed she seems to he. 

Cam. Oh ! Loerine, hath she not a tause for grief" 

Lac. {aaide\ . If she hath come to weep for Homber's 
.ndehedsalttearafor his [dread]' overthrow, [death, 
Loerine may well bewail liis proper grief, — 
Loerine may move his own peculiar wo ! 
Humber,' being conquered, died a speedy death ; 

being the conqueror, live a lingering life, 

nd feel the force of Cupid's sudden stroke. 

gave him cause to die a speedy death : 

e left me cause to wish a speedy death ! 

h ! that sweet face, pidnled with Nature's dye , 

Those roseal cheeks, mijted with a snowy while ; 
That decent neck, surpassing ivory ; [spite — 

Those comely breasts, which Venus well might 
Are like to snares by wily fowlers wrought. 
Wherein my yielding heart is pris'ner caught. 
The golden tresses of her dainty hair. 

Which shine lilte rubies glittering in the sun. 
Have so entrapped poor Locrine's lovesick heart,'> 

That from the same no way it can be won. 
How true is that which oft I've heard declare. 
One drachm of joy must have a pound of care ! 

Est, Hard is their full, who, from a golden crown, 

Lac. Hard is their thrall, who, [still] by Cupid's 

Are wrapped in waves of endless carefulness ! 
Est. Oh, kingdom, subject to all miseries !5 
loc. Oh, love, extrem'sl of all eitremities ! 

[LociunE sink) ialo a leal. 

1 Tleck, the German oriBc, describes ticaa verses as " the 
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Thou wtotched queen of wretched Pergamns, 
But that thou viewedst thy enemies' overthrow. 

Nigh to the rock of high Capbarcns ; 
Thousaw'st their death, and then depmted'st thence : 
1 must abide the victor's insolence ! 
The gods, that pitied thy continual grief, 

Transformed thy corse, and with thy corse, thy ca 
Poor EstrUd lives, despairing of relief. 

For friends in trouble are but few and rare. 



10 original runa ihai : "And slied Bait tears for tir 
row"— a line nhich lacka in meamre, and !n wiucb It 

lered," meaning 

iferil, 



le Mmeelf. 



jmber, bnt reaily refening 

e The ihyme here f^s ub. j ns Tcaoer, ii a 

ay read &e lino thus i— 

« Estrild, in ttio oldcopies, Is mads W say—™ 

hicb ia clearly Aiulty. The kuigdom ehe aposta\>phizeg Is 
;t fortaneB, TO Bpeak of them aa a kingdom—" a sea of 
retchednese'' — as ehe does in an immediately creceding 
iBsage, "subject to all miseries,'^ n'ouid aeem to M appro 



d=. V._7UUVlC 



172 



THE TRAGEDY OF LOCRINE. 



1 Sold. My lord, in ransadtiug the Scjlhion lenls, 
I found this lady ; and to manifest 
The earaeat zeal I hear unto your grace, 
I here pteseot her !o your majesty. 

3 Sold. He lies, my loni f I found the lady first, 
And here present her to your majesty. 

1 Sold. Presuinptuous villain, wilt thou talie my 

ijrize? 
a Sold. fJay, rather thou depriv'st me of my right. 
3 Sold. Resign thy title, caitiff, unto me, 
Or, with my sword, I'll pierce Ihy coward loins, 

2 Sold. Soft words, good sir ; 'tis not enough to 
A harking dog doth seldom strangers bite., [speak : 

7.0C. Irreverent viUains, strive you in our sight! 
Take (hem hence, gaoler, to the dungeon ; 
There lei them 11b and try Iheir quarrel out. 
But thou, fair princess, be no whit dismayed, 
Bui ralher joy Ihat Locrine favors thee. 

Est. How can he favor me that slew my spouse ! 

Loc, The chance of war, my love, took him from 
thee. 

Esl, But Locrine was the causer of his death. 

Loc. He was an enemy to Locrine's state, 
And slew my noble brother Albanact. 

Est. But he was linked to me in marriage-bond, 
And would you have me love hb slaughterer ? 

Loc. Belter to love,' than not to live at all. 

Eal, Belter to die renowned for chastity, 
Than live with shame and endless hifamy. 
What would the common sort report of me, 
If I foi^et my love, and cleave to thee! 

■Loc. Kings need not fear the vulgar sentences. 

Esl, But ladies must regard their honest name. 

Loc, Is it a shame to live in marriage-bonds 1 

Eat. No, but to be a strumpet to a king. 

Loc- If thou wilt yield to Locrine's burning love, 
Hiou Shalt be queen of tiiir Albania. 

Est. But Guendeline will undermhie my stale. 

Loc. Upon mine honor, thou shalt have no harm. 

Eat. Then lo ! brave Locrine, Eslri 
And, by the gods whom thou dost iovocate. 
By the dread ghost of thy deceasfd sire, 
By thy light hand, and by thy burning love, 
Take pity on poor Estrild's wretched thrall ! 

Coria. Hath Locrine then t'otgot his Guendeli 
That thus he courts the Scythian's paramour ! 
What f are the words of Brute so soon forgot ? 
Are my deserts so quickly out of mind ? 
Have I been iaithful to thy sire now dead ? 
Have I protected Ihea from Humber's hand, 
And dost thou 'quite me wilh ingratitude I 
Is this the guerdon for my grieious wounds! 
Ts this the honor for my labors past ] 
Now, by my sword, Locrine, I swear to thee, 
This injury of thine shell be repaid ! 

Loc. Uncle, scorn you your royal sovereign. 
As if we stood for ciphers io the court ! 
Upbraid you me with these your bcneflls ! 
Why, 'twas a subject's duty so to do. 
What you have done for our deceased sire, 
We inow, and all know, you have your revrard. 

Colin. Avaunt, proud princes, brav'st tho' 

1 In the ori^nal, the Itoe nms~ 






■e thyself, though thou be emperor, 
Thou ne'er shalt carry this unpunished. 
Cam. Pardon my brother, noble Corineiusj 
irdon this once, and il shall be amended. 
Assar. Cousin, remember Brutus' latest words. 
How he desired you to cherish them : 
Let not this fault so much incense your mind, 
Which is not yet passed all remedy. 

CoHn. Then, Locrine, lo 1 I reconcile myself; 
But, as thou lov'sl (hy life, so love thy wife ; 
And,3 if Ihou violate these promises, 
Blood and revenge shall light upon Ihy head '. 

, let us back to stalely Troynovant, 
Where all these matters shall be settled, 
ioc, [aside). Millions of devils wait upon thy soui," 
cgions of spirits vei Ihy impious ghost ; 
en thousand torments rack thy cursed bones ! — 
Let everything that hath the use of breath, 
"" " Btrumonls and workers of thy death ! [Exeunt, 

SCENE lll.—AFia-est. 



Ihim. What basilisk halh hatched hi this place. 
Where everything consumed is lo naught ! 

fearful fury haunfs these cursfid groves, 
! not a root is left for Humber's meal ? 
Halh fell Aleclo, with envenomed blasts, 
Breathed forth poison on these tender plains ! 
Hath triple Cerberus, with contagious foam. 
Sowed aconit among these withered herbs ! 
Hath dreadful Fames, with her charming-rods, 
Brought barrenness on every fruitful tree ! 
What ! nol a root, nor fruit, nor beast, nor bird, 
To nourish Humber in (his wilderness !— 
What would you more, you fiends of Erebus ? 
My very entrails bum for waul of drink ! 
My bowels cry to Humber, Gii« us meal ! — 
retched Humber can bestow no meal ; 
These foul, accursed groves afford no meal ; 
This fniilless soil, this ground, brings forth no meat ; 
The gods, hard-hearted gods, yield me no meat 1 
Then how can Humber give you any meat 1 

[JLetirea back. 
a hmid, and a Scotch- 



Eater SiatJiiDo, a Pitchfork in 

'■iini. How do you, masters ! how do you ! How 
you 'scaped hanging this long time ! I'faith, I 
'scaped many a scouring this year, but, I thank 
God, I have past Uiem all with a good couragio, and 
my wife and I are in great love and charily now, I 
thank my manhood and my strength ; for I.will tell 
you, masters, upon a certahi day at night I came 
home, to say the very (rmh, with my stomach full of 
wine, and raa up into (he chamber, where my wife so- 
berly sat rooking my little baby, leaning her hack 
against the bed, singing lullaby. How, when she saw 
me come wilh my nose foremost, thinking thai I had 
been drunk, as I was indeed, [she] snatched up a fagot- 
stick in her hand, and came furiously marching tow- 
ard me wilh a big face, as though she would have 
ealen me at a bit — thundering out ihese words unto 
me : Thou drunken knai-e, where hast thou been to 
long ? I shall teach thee how lo henighl jne anot/ur 
s 'Biii"inllieoldfulio. 
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time! — and so she began, to play knaves trumps. — 
Now, although I trembled, fearing she would sec hei 
ten comniaiidnients' in my face, I ran within her, am 
taking her luelily by the middle, I carried hetTfll 
ianUy ,* and so banished brawling for 

bought with her portion a yard of land, and by thai 
I am now become one of the richest men in o 
ish. WeJl,masters,whal'sD'c]ock! Il is now broali- 
fast time ; you shall see what meat I hate hi 
my brealifasta [Sili dovmand diaplayt food. 

Ham. [commg forward]. Was ever land so fruitless 



Was 



is land ! 
!r grove so grace! 






soil? 



no ways equa 
;s forth m 



luiigry Fames dwelt 
Is cursed land ; 
he torrid zone 
■e.fniit than this aoiursSd grove. 
Ne'er camp sweet Ceres, ne'er came Venus here ; 
Triplolemus, the god of husbandmen, 
Ne'er sowed his seed in this foal wilderness. 
The hunger-bitlen dogs of Acheron, 
Chased from (he ninefold PuryphlegFton, 
Have set. their footsteps in this damned groimd. 
The iron-hcarled furies, armed with snakes, 
Kcatiered huge hydras over all the plains, 
Which have consumed the grass, Ihe herbs, the trees, 
Which have drunk up the water'Howing spilngs. 

[Stbuubo, heiiring the voice, elarle up, puis kia 
meat in his pocket, and leela la hide. 
Then great commander of the starry sky, 
That guid'st the life of every mortal wight, 
From the enclosures of Ihe fleeting clouds 
Rahi down some food, or else I faint and die ; 
Pour down some drink, or else I fiuni and die ! 

[Seeing StbUKOO, 
Jupiter ! hast thou sent Mercury, 
In clownish shape, to minister some food? — 

Strum, 0, alas ! sir, you are deceived. 1 am not 
Mercury ; I am Strumbo. 

Hum, Give me some meat, viUain 1 give me some 
Or 'gainst this roch I'll dash thy cureSd brains, [meat, 
And rend thy bowels with my bloody hands. 
Give me some meat, vitlahi ; give me soma meat ! 

Slt-um. By the faith of my body, good fellow, 1 had 
rather give a whole ox, than that thou shouldst serve 
me in that sort ! Dash out my brains ! O, horrible ! 
terrible ! I think I have a quarry of stones in my 
pocket. [Aside. 

[As fl« offers food, Ihe Ghost o/ Albahact enters, 
eti'ikes him on tliehand,imd Stufmbo runs out. 
HuHBER follows him. 
Ghost. Lo here the gift of fell ambition, 
Of usiffpation, and of treachery i 
Lo here the harms that wait upon all those 
That do intrude themselves in other lands, 
Which are not under their dominion. [Exit Ghost. 
SCENE 17, — A Chamba-iniheRosalPdtact, 
Enter LocntNE alone. 



is nddreesed to the B 



levcn years more hehopeth yet to live ! — 
Oh J supreme Jove, annihilate this thought ! 
Should he enjoy the air's fruition! 

d he enjoy the benefit of life! 
Shonld he contemplate [still] the radiant sun, 
That makes my life equal to dreadful death? 
Venus, convey (his monster from the earth, 
That disobeyelh thus thy sacred 'bests. 
Cn]jid, convey this monster to dark hell, 
That disannuls thy mother's sugared laws. 
Mars, with thy target all beset with flames. 
With murdering blade, bereave him of his life, 
Tliat hinderelh Locrine in his sweetest joys ! — 
And yet, for.all his diligent aspect. 
His wrathful eyes piercing like lyuies' Byes, 
Well have I overmatched his subtlety. 
N^h Deucolitum, by the pleasant Lee, 
Where brackish Thamis ^des with silver stteaiss. 
Making a breach into the grassy dawns, 

ious srch, of costly marble wrought, 
Hath Locrine fVamEd uudemeath the ground ; 
The walls whereof, garnished with diamonds, 
With opals, rubies, glistering emeralds. 
And interlaced with sunbright carbuncles. 
Lighten the room with artificial day ; — 

ftom the Lee, with water-flowing pipes, 

noisture is derived into this arch. 
Where I have placed fair Bstrild secretly : — 
Thither, eflsoons, accomp'nied by my page, 
I visit covertly my heart's desire. 
Without suspicion of the meanest eye ; 
~ love aboundeth still with policy; — 

thither still means Loci^ne to repair, 

Atropos cut ofl mine uncle's life.' [Exit. 



Enter Hdueeb, aohis. 

Hunt. Vila misero longa, falici bi'eviB ! 

Ehea malomm fames extremum malum fl 
Long have I llv£d in this desert cave, 
With eating haws and miserable roots, 
Devouring leaves and beastly excrements ; 
Caves were my beds, and stones lay pillow-biers, 
Fear was my sleep, and horror was my dream ; 
For still methoughl, at every boisterous blast. 
Now Locrine comes — now, Humber, thou must di 
So that, for fear and hunger, Hnmber's mind 
Can never rest, but always trembling stands. 
Oh, what Danubius now may quench my thirst ! 
What Euphrates, what lightfoot Euripus, 
May now allay the fbry of that heat, 
Which, raging in my entrails, eats me up) 
Ye ghastly devils of the ninefold Styi, 
Ye damned ghosts of joyless Acheron, 
Ye mouruful souls, vexed in Abjssus' vaults, 
Ye coal-black devils of Avemus' pond — 

t Milton thm doBcdhes this ertifioial grotta and Uie sen 
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THE TKAGEDY OF LOCEINK 



Come, with yout flesh-hoolis rend my famished arms 
These arms That have sustained their master's life ; 
Comp, with your razors rip my bowels up ; 
With your sharp fire-forlis craclt my starved bones ! 
Use me as ye will, so Humber may not live l — 
Accursed gods, that rule the starry poles, 
Aooursfd Jove, King of the acoursed gods — 
Ca$t down your lightning on poor Humher's head, 
That I may leave this deathJike life of mine t— 
What ! hear you not, and shall not Hnmher die ? 
Nay, I wiU die, though all the gods say nay. 
And, gentle Aby, take my troubled corpse — 
Take it and keep it from all mortal eyes, 
That none may say, when I have lost my breath, 
TAe very floods conapirfd 'gamsl Hmni^'a deotk ! 

[Flings himself inlo tlie riverA 

Enter Ihe Ghost of Aleabact. 

BhasI, En cadent sequilor cades, in cade quieaco Z* 
Hnmher is dead!— joy heavens, leap earth, dance 
Now may'st thou reach thy apples, Tantalus, [trees ! 
And with 'em feed thy hunger-bitten limbs ; 
How, Sysiphus, leave the tumbling of Ihy rook, 
And rest thy restless bones upon the same ; 
Unbind Iiion, cruel Rhadamanth, 
And lay proud Hnmher on the whirling wheel 1 
Bade will I post to hell-month Teenarus, 
And pass Cocytus, to the Elysian fields, 
And tell my father Brutus of these news. 

[Exi( Ghost. 



SCENE I. 

Enler Ate, bs before. Ihanb Show; Jaboh leading 
Cheon's Daughter ; Medea foUowing, haih a Gar. 
land in her hasid, and, pultiag il on Ceeon's Daugh- 
ter's head, seiieth U onfire; then killing Jason and 
her, deparia, 

Atl. Nan lam TrinacrOa exaatuat Mlna cavemis, 
Laaa furtiva juom cor mulieris amore? 
Medea, seeing Jason leave het love. 
And choose the daughter of the Theban king, 
Went to her devilish charms to work revenge; 
And,raisii^ up the triple HecatS, 
With all the roui of the condemned fiends, 
Framed a garland by her magic skill. 
With which she wrought Jason and Creon's ill. 
So Guendeline, seeing herself misused. 
And Humher's paramour possess her place. 
Flies 10 the dukedom of Comubia, 
And with her brother, stout Thrasymachus, 
Gathering a power of Cornish soldiers. 
Gives battle to her husband and his host. 
Nigh to the river of great Mercia ! — 



SCENE II. — A Chancer in Uie Royal PoiiM. 
Enter LocniNE, Camuer, Aesahacus, and Thra- 

Asam-. But tell me, cousin, died my brother so t 
Now, wiio is left to hapless Albion, 
That, as a pillar, might uphold our state- 
That m^hl strilte terror to our daring foes ! 
Now, who is left to hapless Britany, 
That might defend her from the barbarous hands 
Of those that still desire her rubious fall, 
And seek to work her downfall and decay ? 

•an. Ay, uncle, death's our common enemy ; 

ur matchless power. 
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&11 of Humber and his Huns ; 
And this foul death hath now increased our wo, 
By taking Corineius IVom this life. 
And in his room leaving us worlds of care. 

Tbrasy. But none may mora bewail his mourndil 
Than I, that am the issue of his loins ! [hearse 

Now, foul befall that cursed Humher's throat, 
That was the causer of hia Imgermg wound. 

Loc. Tears can not raiso hhn from the dead agahi. 
But Where's my lady-mistress, Guendeline ? 

Thraay, In Cornwall, Loerine, is my sister now, 
Providing for my father's funeral. 

Loc. And let her there provide her mourning weeds, 
And mourn for ever her own widowhood : 
Ne'er shall she come within our palace-gate. 
To countercheck brave Loerine in his love. 
Go, boy, to DeucoUtum, down the Lee, 
Unto the arch where lovely Estrild lies ; 
Bring her and Sabren stra^ht unto the court ; 
She shall be queen hi Guendelin^'s room. 
Let others wail for Corineius' death ; 
■ my mind 
for him that barred me from my heart's desire.* 

Thrasg. Hath Loerine then forsook his Guendeline t 

Corineius' death so soon forgot ? 
If there be gods in heaven, as sure there be — 

fiends in hell, as needs there must — 
They will revenge this thy notorious wrong. 
And pour their plagues upon thy cursed head ! 

Loc. What, prat'st thou, peasant, to thy sovereign? 
Or art then strocken in some ecstasy ! 
Dost thou not tremble at our royal looks ? 

in not quake when m^hty Loerine frowns ? 
Thou beardless boy, were't not that Loerine scorns 
■" D vei his mind with such a heartless child, 

'ith the sharp point of this ray battle-ase 

i send thy soul to Puryphlegiton. 

Thmsy. Though I be young and of a tender age, 

et will I cope with Loerine when he dares. 
My noble &lher, with his conquering sword, 
Slew the two giant kii^s of Aquitaine : 
Thrasjmiachus is not degenerate. 
That he shotdd fear and tremble at the looks 
Or taunting words of a venerean squire. 

Loc. Menaces! thou thy royal sovereign ? 
Uncivil, not beseeming such as thou. 
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Tha' at defiance Etandeth with hlakinB — 

tea?e these thy tumits, — leave these thy bragging 

Unlesfl thou mean'st to leave thy wretched life. 

Tltrasy. If princes stain their glorious dignity 
With ugly spots of monstroiis id&iny, 
Thej lose their former estimation, 
And throw themselves uilo a hell of hate. 

Lac. Wilt thou abuse my gentle patience, 
As though thou didst our high disiJeasuie scorn! 
Proud boy,— that thou may'sl know thy prince is 

moved — 
Yea, greatly moved, at this thy swelling pride,— 
We banish Ihea for ever tVom our court. 

ThTOsy. Then, losel Locrine, look unto thyself: 
Thr^machus will revenge [his injury. [Exit. 

Loc. Farewell, proud boy, and learn to use thy 
tongue. 

Asaar. Alas 1 my lord, you should have called to 
The latest words that Brutus spake to you : [mind 
How he desired you, by the obedience 
That children ought to bear [nnto] their sire. 
To lova and ftivor Lady Guendeline ; 
Consider this, that, if the injury 
Do mo her mind, as certainly it will, 
W and dissension follow speedily. 
What tl ough her power be rot so great as yours, 
Ha you not seen a nughty elephant 
Sla n by the biting of a silly mouse ? — 
E n BO he chance of war inconstant is. 

Lo Peace, uncle, peace, and cease lo talk hereof ; 
F 1 a hat seeks, by whispering this or that, 
To trouble Locrine in his sweetest life. 
Let him persuade himself to die the death. 

EiUer the Page, with Estrile and Sabheh. 

EH. 0, say me, page, [and] tell me, where's the 
Wherefore doth he send for me to the court ? [king ? 
Is it to die ! — is it to end my life ! 
Say me, sweet hoy; tell me, and do not feign. 

Page. Ro, trust me, madam ; if you will credit the 
little honesty that is yat left me, there is no such 
danger as you fear ; — but prepare yourself : yonder's 

Eat. Then, Estrild, lift thy dazzled spirits up. 
And bless that blessed time, that day, that hour, 
That warlike Locrmo first did fevor thee.— 
Peace lo the king of Britany— my love ! — 
Peace to all those that love and favor him ! 

[She hnftU. 

Loc. [misine her]. Doth Estrild faU, with such sub- 
Eefore her servsnt, king of Albion ? [mission, 

Arise, 6ir lady, leave this lowly cheer ; 
Lift up those looks that cherish Loorine's heart. 
Thai I may fteely view that roscal face 
Which 30 entai^led hath my lovesick breast. 
Now, lo the court, where wa will court It out. 
And pass the night and day in Venus' sports. 
Frolic, brave peers i bejoyM with your king ! 

[Eimnt. 

SCENE Ul. — TheCrmtprtf GuEHDEtiBE. 

Ertln- GvEHnEiiHE, Tnll.tsTjiAcHUS, Madah, and 

Soldiers. 

Gutn. fe gentle winds, that, with your modest 



Pass through the circuit of the heavenly vault, 
the clouds unto the throne of Jove, 

leat my prayer to his all-hearing ears 1 — 
For Locrine hath forsaken Guendeline, 
And learned to love proud number's concubine. 
Te happy sprites that, in the concave sky, 
~^Lth pleasant joy, enjoy your sweetest love. 
Shed forth those teats with me, which then you shed, 
Wheufirst you wooed yourladies 10 your wills!- 

; tears are fittest for my woful case, 
Suice Locrina shuns my nothing-plaasant face. 

heavens, blush sun, and hide thy shining beams. 
Shadow thy radiaal locks In ^oomy clouds — 
Deny thy cheerful light unto the world. 
Where nothing reigns but ffelsehood and deceit ! 
What said I?— falsehood? — ay, that filthy crime : 

■ocrina hath forsaken Guendeline. 

Id ! the heavens do wail for Guendeline ; 
The shining sun dotli blush for GuendeJine : 

iquid air doth weep for Guendeline : 
The very ground doth groan for Guendeline '. 
Ay, they are milder than is Britain's king, 
For he rejecteth luckless Guendeline. 

Thrasy. Sister! complaints are bootless in Ibis 

This open wrong must have an open plagiia ; 
This plague must be repaid with grievous war j 
This war must finish [soon] with Locrine's death : 
His death will soon oithiguish our complaints. 

Gtien. Onojbis death will more augment my woes! 
He was my husband, brava Thrasyniachus ; 
More dear to me than th'appie of mine eye ; 
Nor can I find in heart to work his scalh. 

Thrasy. Madam, if not your proper injuries. 
Nor my cjiie, c^ move you lo revenge — 
Thhik on our father Corineius' words ; — 
His wards to us stand always for a law. 
Should Locrine live, that caused my father's death ! 
Should Locrine live, that now divorceth you ! 
The heavens, the earlh, the ah', the fire, reclaims : 
And then why should we all deny the same ! 

Gi«n. Then, henceforth, farewell womanish com- 
plamts ! — 
All childish pity henceforth, then, farewell! — 
But, cursed Locrine, look unto thyself. 
For Nemesis, the mistress of revenge, 
Sits armed at all points on our dismal blades ; 
And corsEd Estrild, that inflamed his heart. 
Shall, if I live, die a reproachful death '. 

Madtm. Mother, ihoughnature makes mo lo lament 
My luckless father's froward lechery- 
Yet — for he wroi^ my lady-mother thus — 
I, if I could, myself would work his death. 

Thraay, See, madam, see, the desire of revenge 
Is hi the children of a tender age. — 
Forward, brave soldiers, hilo Mercia, 
Where we shall brave the coward to his face. 

[Ex,a„t. 



Loc, Tell me, Assaracua, are the Cornish chufls 
n such great number come to Mctcia! 
ind have they pitched [here their [clownish] host, 
io close unto our royal matision ? 
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Atiar. They are, my lord, and : 
To bid defiance lo your majesty. 

Zoc. It makes me laugh, to think that Guendeline 
Should have the heart to come in arms against me. 

Esl. Alas ! my lord, the horse niU run amain 
' h gall him lo the bone .' 









r. Say'sl thou so, Eslrild — beauty's paragon? 
ivKii, we will try her choler lo llie proof, 
And make her know, Loorine can brook no braves. 
March on, Assaracus : thou must lead the way, 
And bring us to their proud pavilion. [Exemil, 

SCENE v.— The Fieli of Satlle. 

Thnnier and Lightmng, Enter the Ghosl 0/ Cokin- 

Ghost. Behold ! the circuit of (he azure sky 
Throws forth sad throbs,i and griavously suspires, 
Prejudicoling Locrine'a overthrow ; 
The fire castelh forth sharp darts of flames ; 
The great foundation of the triple world 
. Trerablelh and quakcth with a mighty noisG, 
Presaging bloody massacres at hand. 
The ivand'ring birds that flutter hi the dark, 
When hellish Night, m cloudy chariot seated, 
Castelh her mists on sliady Tellus' face, 
With sable mantles covering all the earth — 
Now fly abroad, amid the cheerful day. 
Foretelling some unwonted misery. 
The snarling curs of darkened Tartarus, 
Sent from ATemus' ponds by Rhadamanlh, 
With howling ditties pester every wood. 
The watery ladies,' and the lighlfoot fawns, 
And all the rabble of the woody nymphs. 
Trembling, all hide IhemeelvcB in shady groves, 
And sliroud themselves in hideous, hollow pits. 
The boisterous Boreas thnnd'reth forth revenge : 
The stony rocks cry out for sharp revenge : 
The thorny bush pronounceth dite revenge ! — 

[Alarums. 
Now, Corineius, stay and see revenge — 
And feed Ciy soul with Lccrbie's overthrow ! 
Behold, they come ; the trumpets call them forth; 
The roaiing drums summon the soldiers ! 
Lo where their army glislerelh on the plains J 
Throw forth thy lightnmgs, mighty Jupiter, 
And pour thy plagues on cutsgd Locrine's head ' 
[Ghost d' 

Enter Ldchtne, Eethild, 



LirjE, IVIadaR, and th^ Followers, opposUs, 

Loc. What ! is the tiger started from his cat 
Is Guendeline come from Comubia, 
That thus she brayeth Locrine to the teeth ? — 
And hsBt thou found thine armor, pretty boy, 
Accompanied with these thy straggling mates 1 
Believe me, but this enterprise was bold, 
And well deservelh commendation. 

Gtien. Ay, Locrine, trait'rous Locrine, we are ■ 
With full pretence to seek thine overthrow. 

1 A correepondent suggests tiiat we should read j . 
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What have I done, that thou shouldst scorn me thus ? 

What have I said, that thou shouldst me reject? 

Have I been disobedient to thy words 1 

Have 1 bewrayed thy arcane secrecy ? 

Have I dishonored thy iiiarriage-bed 

With filthy crimes or with lascivious lusts 1 — 

If ay, it is thou that hast dishonored It : 

Thy aihy mmd, o'ercome with SIthy lusts, 

yieldeth unto affection's filthy darts. 

Unkind, thou wroi^'st thy first and truest fair {> 

Unlilnd, thou wroQg'st thy best and denrost frieod ; 

Unkind, thou scorn'st all skilful Brutus' laws, 

Foi^etting, father, uncle, and thyself. 

Est. Believe me, Locrine, but the girl is wise, 
And well would seem to make a Teslal nun : 
How finely frames she hec oration I 

Tkroiy. Locrine, we came not hero to light with 
Words, that can never win the victory ; [words — 
But — for you are so merry in yom frumps — 
Unsheath your swords, and try it out by force. 
That we may see who hath the better hand. 

Loc. Think'st thou to dare me,boldThrasymachus ? 
Thinlt'sl thou to fear me with thy tauntmg braves, 
Or do we seem loo weak to cope with thee ? 
Soon shall I show thee my fine-culling blade, 
And with my sword, the messenger of dealh. 
Sea! thee a quittance for thy bold attempts. [Exsimt. 



SCENE VI,~TAB«r 



:« of a Gov. 



AlarjnM. Enter Locrihe and Esteild, infiight. 

Loc. feir Eslriida, we have lost the field ! 
Thrasymachus hath won the \dctory, 
And we are left to be a laughing-stodi, 
Scofied at by those that are our enemies. 
Ten thousand soldiers, armed With sword and sliield, 
Prevail against an hnndred thousand men. 
Thrasymachus, incensed with fuming ire, 
HageUi amongst the Mntheart soldiers, 
Like to grim Mars, when, covered with his large. 
He fought with Diomedes in the field. 
Close by the banks of silver Simois. [Atarimia. 

O, lovely Eatiild, now lh« chase begins : 
Ne'er shall we see the stately Troynovant, 
Mounted with coursers garnished all with pearls ; 
Ne'er shall we view the lair Concordia, 
Unless as captives we be thither brought. 
Shall Locrine then be talteo prisoner 
~ such a yonngling as Thrasymachus ? 

.11 Guendeline [then] captivate my lore ? 
Ne'er shall mine eyes behold that dismal hour ; 
Ne'er will I view that ruthful spectacle ; 
For, with my sword, this sharpest curtle-aie, 
I'll cut in sunder my acciirsEd heart '. 
Bnt O, ye judges of the ninefold Styi, 
Which, wilh incessant torments, racit the ghosts 
Within the bottomless Abyssus' pits ; 
Ye gods, commanders of the heavenly spheres, 
Whose will and laws irrevocable Bland — 
Forgive, forgive this foul, accursed sin ! — 
Forget, O gods, this foul, condemned feult ! — 
And now, my sword, that, in so many %hls, 

[USases hi) sword. 
Hast saved the life of Brutus and his son, 
End now his life that wisheth still for dealh, 
Work now his dealh that haleth still his life I 
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Farewell, fair EslriU, beauty's paragon, 
Framed in the ftoal of foriom miseries, 
Ne'er shall mine eyes behold thy sunshine eyes, 
But when WB meel in the Eljsion fields : 
Thither I go before with hastened pace. 
Farewell, Tain world, and tby enticing snares ! 
Farewell, foul sin, and thy enticing pleasures I 
And welcome, death, the end of mortal smart, 
Welcome to Loorine's overburdened heart I 

[Stabs himself. 
Esl. Break, heart, with sobs and grievous [sad] sus- 

Stream forth, ye tears, from ont my wat'ry eyes ! 

Help me to mourn for warlike Lociine's death ; 

Pour down your tears, yon watery regions, 

For mighty Locrine is bereft of life ! 

0, Gokle fortune ! O, nnstable world ! 

What else are all things, that this globe contains, 

8ut a conftis€d chaos of mishaps ! 

Wherein, as in a glass, we plainly see 

That all our life is but a tragedy. 

Since mighty kings are subject to mishap ^ 

Since martial Loctine is bereft of life— 

Shall Estrild live, then, after Loorine's death ! 

Shall love of life bar her from Locrine's sword t 

O no I — this sword, that hath bereft his life, 

Shall now deprive me of my fleeting sold : 

Strengthen these bands, mighty Jujater 1 

That i may end my wofiil misery I 

Locrlne, I come ! Locrine, I fallow thee It 

[Kills Iwself. 

Al<trvms Eiiier Sabreh. 

So*. What doleful sight, what ruthful spectacle. 
Hath Fortune ofiered to my hapless heart t 
My father slun mlh such a thtal sword \ — 
My mother murdered by a mortal wound ! — 
What Thradan dog, wha.t barbarous myrmidon, 
Would not relent at such a ruthful case I 
What fierce Achilles, what hard, stony flint, 
Would not bemoan this mournful tragedy ? 
Locrine, the map of m^nanimity, 
Lies slai^hiored in his foui, accursed cave ; — 
Estrild, the perfect pattern of renown — 
Nature's sole wonder — in whose beauteous breasts 
All heavenly grace and virtue were enshrined — 
Both massacred, are dead within this cave ; 
And with them dies feir Pallas and sweet Love ! 
Here lios a sword, and Sabren hath a heart : 
This blessed sword shall cut my cursEd heart, 
And hrii^ my soul unto my parents' ghosts — 
That they that lire, and view our tragedy, 
May mourn our case with mournful plauditees. 

\Pffers to kill herself. 
Ah me ! my virgin's hands are too, too weak, 
To penetrate the bulwark of my breast ! 
My fingers, used to tune the amorous lute. 
Are not of force to hold tliis steely glaive ; — 
So am I left to wail my parents' death. 
Not able for to Work my proper death ! — 
Ah, Loorme, honored for tby nobleness ! 

1 Milton thus ! " Gnendolen, all in rage, departs into Com. 

erto brought up bj Corju^us, Ms greniirather ; and, gatHer- 
lag fin flrmy of ber father's fiiends and aubjecls, gives battle 
to her husband, by the river Srure : wherRn Locrine, flhot 
Wiih aa arrow^ ends bis lile.*' 



Ah, EstrOd, famous for thy constancy 1 

III may they fare that wrought your mortal ends ! 

[Retires back. 






arch, soldiers, search ! - 






Find the proud slrumpel, Humber's concubine. 
That I may change those her so pleasing looks, 
Into a pale and ignominious aspect. 
Find ma tho issue of their cursed love — 
Find me young Sabren, Locrine's only joy — 
That 1 may glut my mind with lukewarm blood. 
Swiftly distilling from the bastard's breast ! 
My father's ghost still haunts me for revenge, 
Crying, Revenge my over-haaiemd death ! 
My brother's eiile, and mine own divorce. 
Banish remorse clean from my brazen heart — 
All mercy from mine adamantine breast. 

Thrasy, Nor doth thy husband, lovely Guendeline, 
That wonted was to guide our starless steps. 
Enjoy Ibis light. See where he murdered lies. 
By luckless lot and froward, frowning i^te ; — 
And by him lies his lovely paramour, 
Pair EslrHd, gorSd with a dismal sword ; — 
And, as it seems, both murdered by themselves, 
Clasping each other in theb- feebled arms. 
With loving zeal — as if, for company. 
Their uncontented corses were content 
To pass foul Styi in Charon's ferry-boat- 
Gum. And hath proud Estrild then prevented me T 
Hath she escaped Gnendellna's wrath. 
By violently cutting off her life t 
Would God she had the moiislrous Hydra's lives. 
That every hour she might have died a death. 
Worse than the swing of old Ision's wheel — 
And every hour revive to die again ! 
As Titius, bound to houseless Caucason, 
Doth feed the substance of his own mishap. 
And every day, for want of food, doth die, 
And, every night, doth live again to die. 
Sut stay : methiuks I hear some fainting voice. 
Mournfully weeping for their luckless death. 

[Sabres comes fomari. 
Sab. Ye mountain-nymphs, that in these deserts 
reign. 
Cease from your hasty chase of savage beasts ; 
Prepare to see a heart, oppressed with care j 
Address your ears to hear a mournful style ; 
No human strength, no words," can work my weal, 
Care in my heart so tyrant-like doth deal. 
Ye Dryades and Ijghtfoot Satyri — 
Ye gracious fairies, who, at eventide. 
Your closets leave with heavenly beauty stored. 
And on your shoulders spread your golden locks — 
Ye savage bears in caves and darkened dens — 
Come, wail with me the martial Lociine's death ; 
Come, mourn with me for beauteous Estrild's death '. 
Ah '. lovhig parents, little do ye Icnow 
What sorrow Sabren suffers for yom thrall ! 
Glial. But may this be, and is it possible ! — 
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Lives Sabten yet to espiala my wrath 1 
Fortune, I lliaiik thee for Ibis courtesy : 
And let me never see one prosperous hour, 
If Sabren die not a reproachfui death. 

Snb, Hard-hearted Death, that, when the nretchei 
Art fiirthest oS, and seldom hear'st at all, [call 

But in the midst of rorluiie's good success, 
tTncalMd comes, and shears our life in twain I 
When Will that hour, that blessed hour, draw nigh, 
When poor, dislressf d Sabren may bo gone ? — 
Sweet Atropos, cut off my fatal thread ! "— 



The 



rely ^e, 

iie world should seek to save her life ; 
And not a common death shall Sabren die : 
But, after strange and grievous punishments, 
, Shortly inflicted on thy bastard head. 
Thou shall be cast into the cursed streams, 
And feed the fishes with thy tender flesh. 

Sab. And thinJt'st thou, then, thou cruel homicide. 
That these thy deeds shall be unpunished ) 
No, traitor, no ! tho gods will 'venge these wrongs ;— 
The fiends of hell will mark these injuries. 
Ne'ershall these blood-sucking, [these] mastifftcurs, 
Bring wretched Sabren to her latest home. 
For I, myself, in spite of thee ajid thine, 
Mean tii abridge my former destinies ; 
And that which Locrine's sword could not perform, 
This present stream shall present bring to pass.a 

{Sheflinga hfrsey'inlo Ihenver. 

Guen, One miscliief follows on another's neclt 1 
Who would have thought so young a maid as she, 
With such a courage would lave sought her death ? 
And — for because this rivet was the place 

1 "MMly-inOieoIdeiiitionB, 

3 Milton flomewhflt differs from this atorj-. He aajs ; 
" But not BO ends the fury of Quendolen ; ftir Eatrildls and 

moniuaenE of reren^, proalaiioa ih^ the stream be l^noe- 
forlb callei eAet tho demael's name, wbicli, ^y leng^ of 
ame, la cisaged now to Sabrine, or So>om." Milton refers 
to this incident in Lla"Comue," He deifles the damsel !— 
"There 3b a gentle njmph not tiir from hence. 



That had th. 
Ofiiere^ 



^he daughter of Loerine, 

?1, flying the mad pursuit 

pdame, Guendolen, 

jr jniiooonca to the flood, 



Where little Sabren resolutely died — 
Sabren, for ever, shall tiiis same' be called. 
And as for Loerine, our deceased spouse, 
Because he was the son of mighty Brute, 
To whom we owe our country, lives, and goods, 
He shall be burkd in a stately tomb. 
Close by his ag6d father Brutus' bones, 
With such great pomp and great solemnity 
As well beseems so brave a prince as he. 
Let Estrild he< without the shallow vault, 
Without the honor due unto the dead, 
Berause she was the author of this war. 
Retire, brave followers, onto Troynovant, 
Where we will celebrate these eiequies. 
And place young Loerine' in his father's tomb. 

[Exeuni, 
jEnfc r Ate. 

Ale. Lo here the end of lawless treachery ," 
Of usurpation, and ambitious pride j ■ — 
And they, that for their private amours, dare 
Turmoil our land, and set their broils abroach, 
Let them be warned by these premises; — 
And, as a woman was the only causa 
That civil discord was then stirrffd up. 
So let us pray for that renowned mdd. 
That eight-and-thirty years the sceptre swayed 
In quiet peace and sweet felicity ;> 
And every wight that seeks her grace's smart. 
Would that this sword were pierced in Ms heart ! 

lExU. 
jojidsntaugeeatfl th 
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Estrild be," is file lanffoago of fii 
6 " Ysmg Loerine" woQld seen, tobs a 
the lips oi his jounger wife. Should it 



^ .^ j«r of the iSm of EllzabefiL II 

la hy BO means conolndve of Us cdglnfl prodnclion or es- 
hlbilloQ ; only, of one perlbmiBncs, at tUs period, tho copy 
need then being that fiom wMoh fiie publicalioD naa suhse- 
quentlymado. ThaMS.mighthavobeen altered ahundred 
fimes, and, for aught we know, have teen used for the reigna 

might be aasumed as of positive authority tn determining 
the (pieaHon of aulhorahfti. Tlie old draznaKata and tho 
managers altered their playa very frequently, to auit flia 

event which might enable them to mahe a popular hit du. 
ring tSie peribrmanoe. 
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